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Mnemonic Alphabet of Jacobus Publicius (1482) 

Jacobus Publicius was a fifteenth-century rhetorician and physician who is remembered today for being 

the author of the first ars memoriae (or ars memorativa), a work dedicated to techniques concerning the 

organisation and improving of memory. Publicius' ideas were gathered in a book called Ars Oratoria. Ars 

Epistolandi. Ars Memorativa published in 1482, which included this wonderful illustrated alphabet 

featured here. Each letter of the alphabet is paired with an object (in some case more than one) which 

echoes its shape. A is associated with a folding ladder, B with a mandolin, C with a horseshoe, and so on. 

Publicius' book proved very popular and influenced many subsequent scholars concerned with memory, 

including the English polymath Robert Fludd, who came up with his own mnemonic alphabet. 

We are featuring the original 1482 edition here (see source link below), but you can also see a copy of the 

slightly expanded second edition (with additional imagery) at the Wolfenbütteler Digitale Bibliothek. For 

some further reading on the subject we recommend The Book of Memory (2008) by Mary Carruthers. 

Text by Adam Green 

•  
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The Adventure of the Six Napoleons 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

The Adventure of the Six Napoleons is featured in Doyle's collection, The Return of Sherlock 

Holmes (1903). 

 

It was no very unusual thing for Mr. Lestrade, of Scotland Yard, to look in upon us of an evening, and his 

visits were welcome to Sherlock Holmes, for they enabled him to keep in touch with all that was going on at 

the police headquarters. In return for the news which Lestrade would bring, Holmes was always ready to 

listen with attention to the details of any case upon which the detective was engaged, and was able 

occasionally, without any active interference, to give some hint or suggestion drawn from his own vast 

knowledge and experience. 

On this particular evening, Lestrade had spoken of the weather and the newspapers. Then he had fallen silent, 

puffing thoughtfully at his cigar. Holmes looked keenly at him. 

“Anything remarkable on hand?” he asked. 

“Oh, no, Mr. Holmes—nothing very particular.” 

“Then tell me about it.” 

Lestrade laughed. 

“Well, Mr. Holmes, there is no use denying that there is something on my mind. And yet it is such an absurd 

business, that I hesitated to bother you about it. On the other hand, although it is trivial, it is undoubtedly 

queer, and I know that you have a taste for all that is out of the common. But, in my opinion, it comes more in 

Dr. Watson’s line than ours.” 

“Disease?” said I. 

“Madness, anyhow. And a queer madness, too. You wouldn’t think there was anyone living at this time of day 

who had such a hatred of Napoleon the First that he would break any image of him that he could see.” 

Holmes sank back in his chair. 

“That’s no business of mine,” said he. 

“Exactly. That’s what I said. But then, when the man commits burglary in order to break images which are 

not his own, that brings it away from the doctor and on to the policeman.” 

Holmes sat up again. 

“Burglary! This is more interesting. Let me hear the details.” 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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Lestrade took out his official notebook and refreshed his memory from its pages. 

“The first case reported was four days ago,” said he. “It was at the shop of Morse Hudson, who has a place for 

the sale of pictures and statues in the Kennington Road. The assistant had left the front shop for an instant, 

when he heard a crash, and hurrying in he found a plaster bust of Napoleon, which stood with several other 

works of art upon the counter, lying shivered into fragments. He rushed out into the road, but, although 

several passers-by declared that they had noticed a man run out of the shop, he could neither see anyone nor 

could he find any means of identifying the rascal. It seemed to be one of those senseless acts of Hooliganism 

which occur from time to time, and it was reported to the constable on the beat as such. The plaster cast was 

not worth more than a few shillings, and the whole affair appeared to be too childish for any particular 

investigation. 

“The second case, however, was more serious, and also more singular. It occurred only last night. 

“In Kennington Road, and within a few hundred yards of Morse Hudson’s shop, there lives a well-known 

medical practitioner, named Dr. Barnicot, who has one of the largest practices upon the south side of the 

Thames. His residence and principal consulting-room is at Kennington Road, but he has a branch surgery and 

dispensary at Lower Brixton Road, two miles away. This Dr. Barnicot is an enthusiastic admirer of Napoleon, 

and his house is full of books, pictures, and relics of the French Emperor. Some little time ago he purchased 

from Morse Hudson two duplicate plaster casts of the famous head of Napoleon by the French sculptor, 

Devine. One of these he placed in his hall in the house at Kennington Road, and the other on the mantelpiece 

of the surgery at Lower Brixton. Well, when Dr. Barnicot came down this morning he was astonished to find 

that his house had been burgled during the night, but that nothing had been taken save the plaster head from 

the hall. It had been carried out and had been dashed savagely against the garden wall, under which its 

splintered fragments were discovered.” 

Holmes rubbed his hands. 

“This is certainly very novel,” said he. 

“I thought it would please you. But I have not got to the end yet. Dr. Barnicot was due at his surgery at twelve 

o’clock, and you can imagine his amazement when, on arriving there, he found that the window had been 

opened in the night and that the broken pieces of his second bust were strewn all over the room. It had been 

smashed to atoms where it stood. In neither case were there any signs which could give us a clue as to the 

criminal or lunatic who had done the mischief. Now, Mr. Holmes, you have got the facts.” 

“They are singular, not to say grotesque,” said Holmes. “May I ask whether the two busts smashed in Dr. 

Barnicot’s rooms were the exact duplicates of the one which was destroyed in Morse Hudson’s shop?” 

“They were taken from the same mould.” 

“Such a fact must tell against the theory that the man who breaks them is influenced by any general hatred of 

Napoleon. Considering how many hundreds of statues of the great Emperor must exist in London, it is too 

much to suppose such a coincidence as that a promiscuous iconoclast should chance to begin upon three 

specimens of the same bust.” 

“Well, I thought as you do,” said Lestrade. “On the other hand, this Morse Hudson is the purveyor of busts in 

that part of London, and these three were the only ones which had been in his shop for years. So, although, as 
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you say, there are many hundreds of statues in London, it is very probable that these three were the only ones 

in that district. Therefore, a local fanatic would begin with them. What do you think, Dr. Watson?” 

“There are no limits to the possibilities of monomania,” I answered. “There is the condition which the modern 

French psychologists have called the ‘idee fixe,’ which may be trifling in character, and accompanied by 

complete sanity in every other way. A man who had read deeply about Napoleon, or who had possibly 

received some hereditary family injury through the great war, might conceivably form such an idee fixe and 

under its influence be capable of any fantastic outrage.” 

“That won’t do, my dear Watson,” said Holmes, shaking his head, “for no amount of idee fixe would enable 

your interesting monomaniac to find out where these busts were situated.” 

“Well, how do you explain it?” 

“I don’t attempt to do so. I would only observe that there is a certain method in the gentleman’s eccentric 

proceedings. For example, in Dr. Barnicot’s hall, where a sound might arouse the family, the bust was taken 

outside before being broken, whereas in the surgery, where there was less danger of an alarm, it was smashed 

where it stood. The affair seems absurdly trifling, and yet I dare call nothing trivial when I reflect that some of 

my most classic cases have had the least promising commencement. You will remember, Watson, how the 

dreadful business of the Abernetty family was first brought to my notice by the depth which the parsley had 

sunk into the butter upon a hot day. I can’t afford, therefore, to smile at your three broken busts, Lestrade, and 

I shall be very much obliged to you if you will let me hear of any fresh development of so singular a chain of 

events.” 

The development for which my friend had asked came in a quicker and an infinitely more tragic form than he 

could have imagined. I was still dressing in my bedroom next morning, when there was a tap at the door and 

Holmes entered, a telegram in his hand. He read it aloud: 

“Come instantly, 131 Pitt Street, Kensington. 

“LESTRADE.” 

“What is it, then?” I asked. 

“Don’t know—may be anything. But I suspect it is the sequel of the story of the statues. In that case our 

friend the image-breaker has begun operations in another quarter of London. There’s coffee on the table, 

Watson, and I have a cab at the door.” 

In half an hour we had reached Pitt Street, a quiet little backwater just beside one of the briskest currents of 

London life. No. 131 was one of a row, all flat-chested, respectable, and most unromantic dwellings. As we 

drove up, we found the railings in front of the house lined by a curious crowd. Holmes whistled. 

“By George! It’s attempted murder at the least. Nothing less will hold the London message-boy. There’s a 

deed of violence indicated in that fellow’s round shoulders and outstretched neck. What’s this, Watson? The 

top steps swilled down and the other ones dry. Footsteps enough, anyhow! Well, well, there’s Lestrade at the 

front window, and we shall soon know all about it.” 

The official received us with a very grave face and showed us into a sitting-room, where an exceedingly 

unkempt and agitated elderly man, clad in a flannel dressing-gown, was pacing up and down. He was 

introduced to us as the owner of the house—Mr. Horace Harker, of the Central Press Syndicate. 
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“It’s the Napoleon bust business again,” said Lestrade. “You seemed interested last night, Mr. Holmes, so I 

thought perhaps you would be glad to be present now that the affair has taken a very much graver turn.” 

“What has it turned to, then?” 

“To murder. Mr. Harker, will you tell these gentlemen exactly what has occurred?” 

The man in the dressing-gown turned upon us with a most melancholy face. 

“It’s an extraordinary thing,” said he, “that all my life I have been collecting other people’s news, and now 

that a real piece of news has come my own way I am so confused and bothered that I can’t put two words 

together. If I had come in here as a journalist, I should have interviewed myself and had two columns in every 

evening paper. As it is, I am giving away valuable copy by telling my story over and over to a string of 

different people, and I can make no use of it myself. However, I’ve heard your name, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, 

and if you’ll only explain this queer business, I shall be paid for my trouble in telling you the story.” 

Holmes sat down and listened. 

“It all seems to centre round that bust of Napoleon which I bought for this very room about four months ago. I 

picked it up cheap from Harding Brothers, two doors from the High Street Station. A great deal of my 

journalistic work is done at night, and I often write until the early morning. So it was to-day. I was sitting in 

my den, which is at the back of the top of the house, about three o’clock, when I was convinced that I heard 

some sounds downstairs. I listened, but they were not repeated, and I concluded that they came from outside. 

Then suddenly, about five minutes later, there came a most horrible yell—the most dreadful sound, Mr. 

Holmes, that ever I heard. It will ring in my ears as long as I live. I sat frozen with horror for a minute or two. 

Then I seized the poker and went downstairs. When I entered this room I found the window wide open, and I 

at once observed that the bust was gone from the mantelpiece. Why any burglar should take such a thing 

passes my understanding, for it was only a plaster cast and of no real value whatever. 

“You can see for yourself that anyone going out through that open window could reach the front doorstep by 

taking a long stride. This was clearly what the burglar had done, so I went round and opened the door. 

Stepping out into the dark, I nearly fell over a dead man, who was lying there. I ran back for a light and there 

was the poor fellow, a great gash in his throat and the whole place swimming in blood. He lay on his back, his 

knees drawn up, and his mouth horribly open. I shall see him in my dreams. I had just time to blow on my 

police-whistle, and then I must have fainted, for I knew nothing more until I found the policeman standing 

over me in the hall.” 

“Well, who was the murdered man?” asked Holmes. 

“There’s nothing to show who he was,” said Lestrade. “You shall see the body at the mortuary, but we have 

made nothing of it up to now. He is a tall man, sunburned, very powerful, not more than thirty. He is poorly 

dressed, and yet does not appear to be a labourer. A horn-handled clasp knife was lying in a pool of blood 

beside him. Whether it was the weapon which did the deed, or whether it belonged to the dead man, I do not 

know. There was no name on his clothing, and nothing in his pockets save an apple, some string, a shilling 

map of London, and a photograph. Here it is.” 

It was evidently taken by a snapshot from a small camera. It represented an alert, sharp-featured simian man, 

with thick eyebrows and a very peculiar projection of the lower part of the face, like the muzzle of a baboon. 

“And what became of the bust?” asked Holmes, after a careful study of this picture. 
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“We had news of it just before you came. It has been found in the front garden of an empty house in Campden 

House Road. It was broken into fragments. I am going round now to see it. Will you come?” 

“Certainly. I must just take one look round.” He examined the carpet and the window. “The fellow had either 

very long legs or was a most active man,” said he. “With an area beneath, it was no mean feat to reach that 

window ledge and open that window. Getting back was comparatively simple. Are you coming with us to see 

the remains of your bust, Mr. Harker?” 

The disconsolate journalist had seated himself at a writing-table. 

“I must try and make something of it,” said he, “though I have no doubt that the first editions of the evening 

papers are out already with full details. It’s like my luck! You remember when the stand fell at Doncaster? 

Well, I was the only journalist in the stand, and my journal the only one that had no account of it, for I was 

too shaken to write it. And now I’ll be too late with a murder done on my own doorstep.” 

As we left the room, we heard his pen travelling shrilly over the foolscap. 

The spot where the fragments of the bust had been found was only a few hundred yards away. For the first 

time our eyes rested upon this presentment of the great emperor, which seemed to raise such frantic and 

destructive hatred in the mind of the unknown. It lay scattered, in splintered shards, upon the grass. Holmes 

picked up several of them and examined them carefully. I was convinced, from his intent face and his 

purposeful manner, that at last he was upon a clue. 

“Well?” asked Lestrade. 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 

“We have a long way to go yet,” said he. “And yet—and yet—well, we have some suggestive facts to act 

upon. The possession of this trifling bust was worth more, in the eyes of this strange criminal, than a human 

life. That is one point. Then there is the singular fact that he did not break it in the house, or immediately 

outside the house, if to break it was his sole object.” 

“He was rattled and bustled by meeting this other fellow. He hardly knew what he was doing.” 

“Well, that’s likely enough. But I wish to call your attention very particularly to the position of this house, in 

the garden of which the bust was destroyed.” 

Lestrade looked about him. 

“It was an empty house, and so he knew that he would not be disturbed in the garden.” 

“Yes, but there is another empty house farther up the street which he must have passed before he came to this 

one. Why did he not break it there, since it is evident that every yard that he carried it increased the risk of 

someone meeting him?” 

“I give it up,” said Lestrade. 

Holmes pointed to the street lamp above our heads. 

“He could see what he was doing here, and he could not there. That was his reason.” 
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“By Jove! that’s true,” said the detective. “Now that I come to think of it, Dr. Barnicot’s bust was broken not 

far from his red lamp. Well, Mr. Holmes, what are we to do with that fact?” 

“To remember it—to docket it. We may come on something later which will bear upon it. What steps do you 

propose to take now, Lestrade?” 

“The most practical way of getting at it, in my opinion, is to identify the dead man. There should be no 

difficulty about that. When we have found who he is and who his associates are, we should have a good start 

in learning what he was doing in Pitt Street last night, and who it was who met him and killed him on the 

doorstep of Mr. Horace Harker. Don’t you think so?” 

“No doubt; and yet it is not quite the way in which I should approach the case.” 

“What would you do then?” 

“Oh, you must not let me influence you in any way. I suggest that you go on your line and I on mine. We can 

compare notes afterwards, and each will supplement the other.” 

“Very good,” said Lestrade. 

“If you are going back to Pitt Street, you might see Mr. Horace Harker. Tell him for me that I have quite made 

up my mind, and that it is certain that a dangerous homicidal lunatic, with Napoleonic delusions, was in his 

house last night. It will be useful for his article.” 

Lestrade stared. 

“You don’t seriously believe that?” 

Holmes smiled. 

“Don’t I? Well, perhaps I don’t. But I am sure that it will interest Mr. Horace Harker and the subscribers of 

the Central Press Syndicate. Now, Watson, I think that we shall find that we have a long and rather complex 

day’s work before us. I should be glad, Lestrade, if you could make it convenient to meet us at Baker Street at 

six o’clock this evening. Until then I should like to keep this photograph, found in the dead man’s pocket. It is 

possible that I may have to ask your company and assistance upon a small expedition which will have be 

undertaken to-night, if my chain of reasoning should prove to be correct. Until then good-bye and good luck!” 

Sherlock Holmes and I walked together to the High Street, where we stopped at the shop of Harding Brothers, 

whence the bust had been purchased. A young assistant informed us that Mr. Harding would be absent until 

afternoon, and that he was himself a newcomer, who could give us no information. Holmes’s face showed his 

disappointment and annoyance. 

“Well, well, we can’t expect to have it all our own way, Watson,” he said, at last. “We must come back in the 

afternoon, if Mr. Harding will not be here until then. I am, as you have no doubt surmised, endeavouring to 

trace these busts to their source, in order to find if there is not something peculiar which may account for their 

remarkable fate. Let us make for Mr. Morse Hudson, of the Kennington Road, and see if he can throw any 

light upon the problem.” 

A drive of an hour brought us to the picture-dealer’s establishment. He was a small, stout man with a red face 

and a peppery manner. 
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“Yes, sir. On my very counter, sir,” said he. “What we pay rates and taxes for I don’t know, when any ruffian 

can come in and break one’s goods. Yes, sir, it was I who sold Dr. Barnicot his two statues. Disgraceful, sir! 

A Nihilist plot—that’s what I make it. No one but an anarchist would go about breaking statues. Red 

republicans—that’s what I call ‘em. Who did I get the statues from? I don’t see what that has to do with it. 

Well, if you really want to know, I got them from Gelder & Co., in Church Street, Stepney. They are a well-

known house in the trade, and have been this twenty years. How many had I? Three—two and one are three—

two of Dr. Barnicot’s, and one smashed in broad daylight on my own counter. Do I know that photograph? 

No, I don’t. Yes, I do, though. Why, it’s Beppo. He was a kind of Italian piece-work man, who made himself 

useful in the shop. He could carve a bit, and gild and frame, and do odd jobs. The fellow left me last week, 

and I’ve heard nothing of him since. No, I don’t know where he came from nor where he went to. I had 

nothing against him while he was here. He was gone two days before the bust was smashed.” 

“Well, that’s all we could reasonably expect from Morse Hudson,” said Holmes, as we emerged from the 

shop. “We have this Beppo as a common factor, both in Kennington and in Kensington, so that is worth a ten-

mile drive. Now, Watson, let us make for Gelder & Co., of Stepney, the source and origin of the busts. I shall 

be surprised if we don’t get some help down there.” 

In rapid succession we passed through the fringe of fashionable London, hotel London, theatrical London, 

literary London, commercial London, and, finally, maritime London, till we came to a riverside city of a 

hundred thousand souls, where the tenement houses swelter and reek with the outcasts of Europe. Here, in a 

broad thoroughfare, once the abode of wealthy City merchants, we found the sculpture works for which we 

searched. Outside was a considerable yard full of monumental masonry. Inside was a large room in which 

fifty workers were carving or moulding. The manager, a big blond German, received us civilly and gave a 

clear answer to all Holmes’s questions. A reference to his books showed that hundreds of casts had been taken 

from a marble copy of Devine’s head of Napoleon, but that the three which had been sent to Morse Hudson a 

year or so before had been half of a batch of six, the other three being sent to Harding Brothers, of 

Kensington. There was no reason why those six should be different from any of the other casts. He could 

suggest no possible cause why anyone should wish to destroy them—in fact, he laughed at the idea. Their 

wholesale price was six shillings, but the retailer would get twelve or more. The cast was taken in two moulds 

from each side of the face, and then these two profiles of plaster of Paris were joined together to make the 

complete bust. The work was usually done by Italians, in the room we were in. When finished, the busts were 

put on a table in the passage to dry, and afterwards stored. That was all he could tell us. 

But the production of the photograph had a remarkable effect upon the manager. His face flushed with anger, 

and his brows knotted over his blue Teutonic eyes. 

“Ah, the rascal!” he cried. “Yes, indeed, I know him very well. This has always been a respectable 

establishment, and the only time that we have ever had the police in it was over this very fellow. It was more 

than a year ago now. He knifed another Italian in the street, and then he came to the works with the police on 

his heels, and he was taken here. Beppo was his name—his second name I never knew. Serve me right for 

engaging a man with such a face. But he was a good workman—one of the best.” 

“What did he get?” 

“The man lived and he got off with a year. I have no doubt he is out now, but he has not dared to show his 

nose here. We have a cousin of his here, and I daresay he could tell you where he is.” 
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“No, no,” cried Holmes, “not a word to the cousin—not a word, I beg of you. The matter is very important, 

and the farther I go with it, the more important it seems to grow. When you referred in your ledger to the sale 

of those casts I observed that the date was June 3rd of last year. Could you give me the date when Beppo was 

arrested?” 

“I could tell you roughly by the pay-list,” the manager answered. “Yes,” he continued, after some turning over 

of pages, “he was paid last on May 20th.” 

“Thank you,” said Holmes. “I don’t think that I need intrude upon your time and patience any more.” With a 

last word of caution that he should say nothing as to our researches, we turned our faces westward once more. 

The afternoon was far advanced before we were able to snatch a hasty luncheon at a restaurant. A news-bill at 

the entrance announced “Kensington Outrage. Murder by a Madman,” and the contents of the paper showed 

that Mr. Horace Harker had got his account into print after all. Two columns were occupied with a highly 

sensational and flowery rendering of the whole incident. Holmes propped it against the cruet-stand and read it 

while he ate. Once or twice he chuckled. 

“This is all right, Watson,” said he. “Listen to this: 

“It is satisfactory to know that there can be no difference of opinion upon this case, since Mr. Lestrade, one of 

the most experienced members of the official force, and Mr. Sherlock Holmes, the well known consulting 

expert, have each come to the conclusion that the grotesque series of incidents, which have ended in so tragic 

a fashion, arise from lunacy rather than from deliberate crime. No explanation save mental aberration can 

cover the facts. 

“The Press, Watson, is a most valuable institution, if you only know how to use it. And now, if you have quite 

finished, we will hark back to Kensington and see what the manager of Harding Brothers has to say on the 

matter.” 

The founder of that great emporium proved to be a brisk, crisp little person, very dapper and quick, with a 

clear head and a ready tongue. 

“Yes, sir, I have already read the account in the evening papers. Mr. Horace Harker is a customer of ours. We 

supplied him with the bust some months ago. We ordered three busts of that sort from Gelder & Co., of 

Stepney. They are all sold now. To whom? Oh, I daresay by consulting our sales book we could very easily 

tell you. Yes, we have the entries here. One to Mr. Harker you see, and one to Mr. Josiah Brown, of 

Laburnum Lodge, Laburnum Vale, Chiswick, and one to Mr. Sandeford, of Lower Grove Road, Reading. No, 

I have never seen this face which you show me in the photograph. You would hardly forget it, would you, sir, 

for I’ve seldom seen an uglier. Have we any Italians on the staff? Yes, sir, we have several among our 

workpeople and cleaners. I daresay they might get a peep at that sales book if they wanted to. There is no 

particular reason for keeping a watch upon that book. Well, well, it’s a very strange business, and I hope that 

you will let me know if anything comes of your inquiries.” 

Holmes had taken several notes during Mr. Harding’s evidence, and I could see that he was thoroughly 

satisfied by the turn which affairs were taking. He made no remark, however, save that, unless we hurried, we 

should be late for our appointment with Lestrade. Sure enough, when we reached Baker Street the detective 

was already there, and we found him pacing up and down in a fever of impatience. His look of importance 

showed that his day’s work had not been in vain. 
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“Well?” he asked. “What luck, Mr. Holmes?” 

“We have had a very busy day, and not entirely a wasted one,” my friend explained. “We have seen both the 

retailers and also the wholesale manufacturers. I can trace each of the busts now from the beginning.” 

“The busts,” cried Lestrade. “Well, well, you have your own methods, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and it is not for 

me to say a word against them, but I think I have done a better day’s work than you. I have identified the dead 

man.” 

“You don’t say so?” 

“And found a cause for the crime.” 

“Splendid!” 

“We have an inspector who makes a specialty of Saffron Hill and the Italian Quarter. Well, this dead man had 

some Catholic emblem round his neck, and that, along with his colour, made me think he was from the South. 

Inspector Hill knew him the moment he caught sight of him. His name is Pietro Venucci, from Naples, and he 

is one of the greatest cut-throats in London. He is connected with the Mafia, which, as you know, is a secret 

political society, enforcing its decrees by murder. Now, you see how the affair begins to clear up. The other 

fellow is probably an Italian also, and a member of the Mafia. He has broken the rules in some fashion. Pietro 

is set upon his track. Probably the photograph we found in his pocket is the man himself, so that he may not 

knife the wrong person. He dogs the fellow, he sees him enter a house, he waits outside for him, and in the 

scuffle he receives his own death-wound. How is that, Mr. Sherlock Holmes?” 

Holmes clapped his hands approvingly. 

“Excellent, Lestrade, excellent!” he cried. “But I didn’t quite follow your explanation of the destruction of the 

busts.” 

“The busts! You never can get those busts out of your head. After all, that is nothing; petty larceny, six 

months at the most. It is the murder that we are really investigating, and I tell you that I am gathering all the 

threads into my hands.” 

“And the next stage?” 

“Is a very simple one. I shall go down with Hill to the Italian Quarter, find the man whose photograph we 

have got, and arrest him on the charge of murder. Will you come with us?” 

“I think not. I fancy we can attain our end in a simpler way. I can’t say for certain, because it all depends—

well, it all depends upon a factor which is completely outside our control. But I have great hopes—in fact, the 

betting is exactly two to one—that if you will come with us to-night I shall be able to help you to lay him by 

the heels.” 

“In the Italian Quarter?” 

“No, I fancy Chiswick is an address which is more likely to find him. If you will come with me to Chiswick 

to-night, Lestrade, I’ll promise to go to the Italian Quarter with you to-morrow, and no harm will be done by 

the delay. And now I think that a few hours’ sleep would do us all good, for I do not propose to leave before 

eleven o’clock, and it is unlikely that we shall be back before morning. You’ll dine with us, Lestrade, and 

then you are welcome to the sofa until it is time for us to start. In the meantime, Watson, I should be glad if 
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you would ring for an express messenger, for I have a letter to send and it is important that it should go at 

once.” 

Holmes spent the evening in rummaging among the files of the old daily papers with which one of our 

lumber-rooms was packed. When at last he descended, it was with triumph in his eyes, but he said nothing to 

either of us as to the result of his researches. For my own part, I had followed step by step the methods by 

which he had traced the various windings of this complex case, and, though I could not yet perceive the goal 

which we would reach, I understood clearly that Holmes expected this grotesque criminal to make an attempt 

upon the two remaining busts, one of which, I remembered, was at Chiswick. No doubt the object of our 

journey was to catch him in the very act, and I could not but admire the cunning with which my friend had 

inserted a wrong clue in the evening paper, so as to give the fellow the idea that he could continue his scheme 

with impunity. I was not surprised when Holmes suggested that I should take my revolver with me. He had 

himself picked up the loaded hunting-crop, which was his favourite weapon. 

A four-wheeler was at the door at eleven, and in it we drove to a spot at the other side of Hammersmith 

Bridge. Here the cabman was directed to wait. A short walk brought us to a secluded road fringed with 

pleasant houses, each standing in its own grounds. In the light of a street lamp we read “Laburnum Villa” 

upon the gate-post of one of them. The occupants had evidently retired to rest, for all was dark save for a 

fanlight over the hall door, which shed a single blurred circle on to the garden path. The wooden fence which 

separated the grounds from the road threw a dense black shadow upon the inner side, and here it was that we 

crouched. 

“I fear that you’ll have a long wait,” Holmes whispered. “We may thank our stars that it is not raining. I don’t 

think we can even venture to smoke to pass the time. However, it’s a two to one chance that we get something 

to pay us for our trouble.” 

It proved, however, that our vigil was not to be so long as Holmes had led us to fear, and it ended in a very 

sudden and singular fashion. In an instant, without the least sound to warn us of his coming, the garden gate 

swung open, and a lithe, dark figure, as swift and active as an ape, rushed up the garden path. We saw it whisk 

past the light thrown from over the door and disappear against the black shadow of the house. There was a 

long pause, during which we held our breath, and then a very gentle creaking sound came to our ears. The 

window was being opened. The noise ceased, and again there was a long silence. The fellow was making his 

way into the house. We saw the sudden flash of a dark lantern inside the room. What he sought was evidently 

not there, for again we saw the flash through another blind, and then through another. 

“Let us get to the open window. We will nab him as he climbs out,” Lestrade whispered. 

But before we could move, the man had emerged again. As he came out into the glimmering patch of light, 

we saw that he carried something white under his arm. He looked stealthily all round him. The silence of the 

deserted street reassured him. Turning his back upon us he laid down his burden, and the next instant there 

was the sound of a sharp tap, followed by a clatter and rattle. The man was so intent upon what he was doing 

that he never heard our steps as we stole across the grass plot. With the bound of a tiger Holmes was on his 

back, and an instant later Lestrade and I had him by either wrist, and the handcuffs had been fastened. As we 

turned him over I saw a hideous, sallow face, with writhing, furious features, glaring up at us, and I knew that 

it was indeed the man of the photograph whom we had secured. 

But it was not our prisoner to whom Holmes was giving his attention. Squatted on the doorstep, he was 

engaged in most carefully examining that which the man had brought from the house. It was a bust of 
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Napoleon, like the one which we had seen that morning, and it had been broken into similar fragments. 

Carefully Holmes held each separate shard to the light, but in no way did it differ from any other shattered 

piece of plaster. He had just completed his examination when the hall lights flew up, the door opened, and the 

owner of the house, a jovial, rotund figure in shirt and trousers, presented himself. 

“Mr. Josiah Brown, I suppose?” said Holmes. 

“Yes, sir; and you, no doubt, are Mr. Sherlock Holmes? I had the note which you sent by the express 

messenger, and I did exactly what you told me. We locked every door on the inside and awaited 

developments. Well, I’m very glad to see that you have got the rascal. I hope, gentlemen, that you will come 

in and have some refreshment.” 

However, Lestrade was anxious to get his man into safe quarters, so within a few minutes our cab had been 

summoned and we were all four upon our way to London. Not a word would our captive say, but he glared at 

us from the shadow of his matted hair, and once, when my hand seemed within his reach, he snapped at it like 

a hungry wolf. We stayed long enough at the police-station to learn that a search of his clothing revealed 

nothing save a few shillings and a long sheath knife, the handle of which bore copious traces of recent blood. 

“That’s all right,” said Lestrade, as we parted. “Hill knows all these gentry, and he will give a name to him. 

You’ll find that my theory of the Mafia will work out all right. But I’m sure I am exceedingly obliged to you, 

Mr. Holmes, for the workmanlike way in which you laid hands upon him. I don’t quite understand it all yet.” 

“I fear it is rather too late an hour for explanations,” said Holmes. “Besides, there are one or two details which 

are not finished off, and it is one of those cases which are worth working out to the very end. If you will come 

round once more to my rooms at six o’clock to-morrow, I think I shall be able to show you that even now you 

have not grasped the entire meaning of this business, which presents some features which make it absolutely 

original in the history of crime. If ever I permit you to chronicle any more of my little problems, Watson, I 

foresee that you will enliven your pages by an account of the singular adventure of the Napoleonic busts.” 

When we met again next evening, Lestrade was furnished with much information concerning our prisoner. 

His name, it appeared, was Beppo, second name unknown. He was a well-known ne’er-do-well among the 

Italian colony. He had once been a skilful sculptor and had earned an honest living, but he had taken to evil 

courses and had twice already been in jail—once for a petty theft, and once, as we had already heard, for 

stabbing a fellow-countryman. He could talk English perfectly well. His reasons for destroying the busts were 

still unknown, and he refused to answer any questions upon the subject, but the police had discovered that 

these same busts might very well have been made by his own hands, since he was engaged in this class of 

work at the establishment of Gelder & Co. To all this information, much of which we already knew, Holmes 

listened with polite attention, but I, who knew him so well, could clearly see that his thoughts were elsewhere, 

and I detected a mixture of mingled uneasiness and expectation beneath that mask which he was wont to 

assume. At last he started in his chair, and his eyes brightened. There had been a ring at the bell. A minute 

later we heard steps upon the stairs, and an elderly red-faced man with grizzled side-whiskers was ushered in. 

In his right hand he carried an old-fashioned carpet-bag, which he placed upon the table. 

“Is Mr. Sherlock Holmes here?” 

My friend bowed and smiled. “Mr. Sandeford, of Reading, I suppose?” said he. 

“Yes, sir, I fear that I am a little late, but the trains were awkward. You wrote to me about a bust that is in my 

possession.” 
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“Exactly.” 

“I have your letter here. You said, ‘I desire to possess a copy of Devine’s Napoleon, and am prepared to pay 

you ten pounds for the one which is in your possession.’ Is that right?” 

“Certainly.” 

“I was very much surprised at your letter, for I could not imagine how you knew that I owned such a thing.” 

“Of course you must have been surprised, but the explanation is very simple. Mr. Harding, of Harding 

Brothers, said that they had sold you their last copy, and he gave me your address.” 

“Oh, that was it, was it? Did he tell you what I paid for it?” 

“No, he did not.” 

“Well, I am an honest man, though not a very rich one. I only gave fifteen shillings for the bust, and I think 

you ought to know that before I take ten pounds from you. 

“I am sure the scruple does you honour, Mr. Sandeford. But I have named that price, so I intend to stick to it.”  

“Well, it is very handsome of you, Mr. Holmes. I brought the bust up with me, as you asked me to do. Here it 

is!” He opened his bag, and at last we saw placed upon our table a complete specimen of that bust which we 

had already seen more than once in fragments. 

Holmes took a paper from his pocket and laid a ten-pound note upon the table. 

“You will kindly sign that paper, Mr. Sandeford, in the presence of these witnesses. It is simply to say that 

you transfer every possible right that you ever had in the bust to me. I am a methodical man, you see, and you 

never know what turn events might take afterwards. Thank you, Mr. Sandeford; here is your money, and I 

wish you a very good evening.” 

When our visitor had disappeared, Sherlock Holmes’s movements were such as to rivet our attention. He 

began by taking a clean white cloth from a drawer and laying it over the table. Then he placed his newly 

acquired bust in the centre of the cloth. Finally, he picked up his hunting-crop and struck Napoleon a sharp 

blow on the top of the head. The figure broke into fragments, and Holmes bent eagerly over the shattered 

remains. Next instant, with a loud shout of triumph he held up one splinter, in which a round, dark object was 

fixed like a plum in a pudding. 

“Gentlemen,” he cried, “let me introduce you to the famous black pearl of the Borgias.” 

Lestrade and I sat silent for a moment, and then, with a spontaneous impulse, we both broke at clapping, as at 

the well-wrought crisis of a play. A flush of colour sprang to Holmes’s pale cheeks, and he bowed to us like 

the master dramatist who receives the homage of his audience. It was at such moments that for an instant he 

ceased to be a reasoning machine, and betrayed his human love for admiration and applause. The same 

singularly proud and reserved nature which turned away with disdain from popular notoriety was capable of 

being moved to its depths by spontaneous wonder and praise from a friend. 

“Yes, gentlemen,” said he, “it is the most famous pearl now existing in the world, and it has been my good 

fortune, by a connected chain of inductive reasoning, to trace it from the Prince of Colonna’s bedroom at the 

Dacre Hotel, where it was lost, to the interior of this, the last of the six busts of Napoleon which were 
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manufactured by Gelder & Co., of Stepney. You will remember, Lestrade, the sensation caused by the 

disappearance of this valuable jewel and the vain efforts of the London police to recover it. I was myself 

consulted upon the case, but I was unable to throw any light upon it. Suspicion fell upon the maid of the 

Princess, who was an Italian, and it was proved that she had a brother in London, but we failed to trace any 

connection between them. The maid’s name was Lucretia Venucci, and there is no doubt in my mind that this 

Pietro who was murdered two nights ago was the brother. I have been looking up the dates in the old files of 

the paper, and I find that the disappearance of the pearl was exactly two days before the arrest of Beppo, for 

some crime of violence—an event which took place in the factory of Gelder & Co., at the very moment when 

these busts were being made. Now you clearly see the sequence of events, though you see them, of course, in 

the inverse order to the way in which they presented themselves to me. Beppo had the pearl in his possession. 

He may have stolen it from Pietro, he may have been Pietro’s confederate, he may have been the go-between 

of Pietro and his sister. It is of no consequence to us which is the correct solution. 

“The main fact is that he had the pearl, and at that moment, when it was on his person, he was pursued by the 

police. He made for the factory in which he worked, and he knew that he had only a few minutes in which to 

conceal this enormously valuable prize, which would otherwise be found on him when he was searched. Six 

plaster casts of Napoleon were drying in the passage. One of them was still soft. In an instant Beppo, a skilful 

workman, made a small hole in the wet plaster, dropped in the pearl, and with a few touches covered over the 

aperture once more. It was an admirable hiding-place. No one could possibly find it. But Beppo was 

condemned to a year’s imprisonment, and in the meanwhile his six busts were scattered over London. He 

could not tell which contained his treasure. Only by breaking them could he see. Even shaking would tell him 

nothing, for as the plaster was wet it was probable that the pearl would adhere to it—as, in fact, it has done. 

Beppo did not despair, and he conducted his search with considerable ingenuity and perseverance. Through a 

cousin who works with Gelder, he found out the retail firms who had bought the busts. He managed to find 

employment with Morse Hudson, and in that way tracked down three of them. The pearl was not there. Then, 

with the help of some Italian employee, he succeeded in finding out where the other three busts had gone. The 

first was at Harker’s. There he was dogged by his confederate, who held Beppo responsible for the loss of the 

pearl, and he stabbed him in the scuffle which followed.” 

“If he was his confederate, why should he carry his photograph?” I asked. 

“As a means of tracing him, if he wished to inquire about him from any third person. That was the obvious 

reason. Well, after the murder I calculated that Beppo would probably hurry rather than delay his movements. 

He would fear that the police would read his secret, and so he hastened on before they should get ahead of 

him. Of course, I could not say that he had not found the pearl in Harker’s bust. I had not even concluded for 

certain that it was the pearl, but it was evident to me that he was looking for something, since he carried the 

bust past the other houses in order to break it in the garden which had a lamp overlooking it. Since Harker’s 

bust was one in three, the chances were exactly as I told you—two to one against the pearl being inside it. 

There remained two busts, and it was obvious that he would go for the London one first. I warned the inmates 

of the house, so as to avoid a second tragedy, and we went down, with the happiest results. By that time, of 

course, I knew for certain that it was the Borgia pearl that we were after. The name of the murdered man 

linked the one event with the other. There only remained a single bust—the Reading one—and the pearl must 

be there. I bought it in your presence from the owner—and there it lies.” 

We sat in silence for a moment. 

“Well,” said Lestrade, “I’ve seen you handle a good many cases, Mr. Holmes, but I don’t know that I ever 

knew a more workmanlike one than that. We’re not jealous of you at Scotland Yard. No, sir, we are very 
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proud of you, and if you come down to-morrow, there’s not a man, from the oldest inspector to the youngest 

constable, who wouldn’t be glad to shake you by the hand.” 

“Thank you!” said Holmes. “Thank you!” and as he turned away, it seemed to me that he was more nearly 

moved by the softer human emotions than I had ever seen him. A moment later he was the cold and practical 

thinker once more. “Put the pearl in the safe, Watson,” said he, “and get out the papers of the Conk-Singleton 

forgery case. Good-bye, Lestrade. If any little problem comes your way, I shall be happy, if I can, to give you 

a hint or two as to its solution.” 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-adventure-of-the-six-napoleons 
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When should someone trust an AI assistant's predictions? 

Researchers help workers collaborate with artificial intelligence systems 

 
 

When should someone trust an AI assistant's predictions? Scientists are finding out. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

 

In a busy hospital, a radiologist uses an artificial intelligence system to help her diagnose medical conditions 

based on patients' X-ray images. Using the AI system can help her make faster diagnoses, but how does she 

know when to trust the AI's predictions? 

Traditionally, she doesn't. Instead, she may rely on her expertise, a confidence level provided by the system 

itself, or an explanation of how the algorithm made its prediction -- which may look convincing but still be 

wrong -- to make an estimation. 

To help people better understand when to trust an AI "teammate," Massachusetts Institute of 

Technology researchers created a technique that guides humans to a more accurate understanding of when a 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304401&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.mit.edu/2022/ai-predictions-human-trust-0119
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.mit.edu/2022/ai-predictions-human-trust-0119
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machine makes correct predictions and when it makes incorrect ones. The research is supported by the U.S. 

National Science Foundation. 

By showing people how the AI complements their abilities, the new technique could help humans make better 

decisions or come to conclusions faster when working with AI agents. 

"We propose a teaching phase where we gradually introduce humans to this AI model so they can see its 

weaknesses and strengths," says Hussein Mozannar of MIT. "We do this by mimicking the way people will 

interact with AI in practice, but we intervene to give them feedback to help them understand each 

interaction." 

Mozannar conducted the research with Arvind Satyanarayan and David Sontag, also of MIT. The 

findings will be presented at the Association for the Advancement of Artificial Intelligence Conference in 

February. 

The work focuses on the mental models humans build. If the radiologist, for example, is not sure about a case, 

she may ask a colleague who is an expert in a certain area. From experience and her knowledge of this 

colleague, she has a mental model of his or her strengths and weaknesses that she uses to assess the advice. 

Humans build the same kinds of mental models when they interact with AI, so it's important that those models 

are accurate, Mozannar says. Cognitive science suggests that humans make decisions about complex tasks by 

remembering past interactions and experiences. So, the researchers designed a process that provides examples 

of a human and AI working together, which serve as reference points a person can draw on in the future. 

"This work is an ideal example of how mathematical results can be brought to bear on solving real-world 

problems in AI," said Rance Cleaveland, director of NSF's Division of Computing and Communication 

Foundations. "The interplay between basic research and its applications is a hallmark of the kinds of 

impactful results NSF is looking for." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=304401&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdeli

very 
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https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://arxiv.org/pdf/2111.11297.pdf
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://arxiv.org/pdf/2111.11297.pdf
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
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What’s not in a name? 

 

by Thu-Huong Ha 

 

January 12th, 2022 

 

If Emma Woo Louie’s car hadn’t been out for repairs, she wouldn’t have met Cyrano. When the young driver 

from China told the 95-year-old Palo Altoan his name, he had her attention immediately. As in, de Bergerac? 

He had read the play and taken a liking to it, he explained. He hadn’t met any other Cyranos before. 

This sort of naming origin story isn’t new to Louie; indeed, for years, collecting them was a singular 

obsession. Before a trip, she’d call up the local cemetery wherever the family was headed and ask if any 

people of Chinese descent were buried there. Given how diverse, personal, arbitrary, and informal names and 

their origins are, they’re hard to study. So for Louie, gravestones were remarkably informative, containing 

records of hard-to-access information: A person’s full name in its original Chinese characters, the English 

spelling they used, and their place of birth, which gave her a clue as to what dialect they spoke. “My family 

thought I was crazy,” she tells me. 

As for many people in the small but passionate world of name study, Louie’s interest was born from a social 

irritant. The spelling of her last name caused people confusion: People would ask if her husband was white, or 

point out that 雷 should have been transliterated as Lui or Lei. “I wanted to explain to my kids how they came 

by the surname Louie,” she says. Both her father and father-in-law migrated to the United States in 1884. 

Before there were spelling norms for Chinese names, she tells me, new arrivals tended to write their names 

according to how they sounded. 

https://believermag.com/contributor/thu-huong-ha/
https://believermag.com/contributor/thu-huong-ha/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 598  may  2022 

 

25 

In 1998, the independent researcher published Chinese American Names: Tradition and Transition, a 

fascinating piece of research about heritage, bureaucracy, and cultural confusion. Among its many stories are 

ones like Cyrano’s, who, Louie speculates, was following the Chinese tendency to choose unique names, 

rather than popular names or the names of existing people, like family members or famous figures. Thus came 

Bendrew, Dragona, Kenjohn, and a woman who emigrated from Taiwan and chose for her American name, 

Mirage. 

 

The name exists as a gate between the private and public. It makes the ineffable self, well, nameable. It sits at 

the boundary of time, the product of a gestation that could have started nine months before you were born, or 

decades before, or generations earlier. Like an inheritance, a name in so many ways has nothing to do with us, 

is a privilege we did nothing to earn, and presents a legal and social burden should we wish to shed it. The 

emotional and cultural baggage of a name starts out being carried by someone else, by people who’ve maybe 

never met us and know nothing about us, or maybe in a hospital all hopped up on joy juice and adrenaline. 

When it passes from private to public, the letters written onto a line on a birth document, a name takes on the 

politics, religious beliefs, and cultural and linguistic predilections of the society we’ve come from, which may 

well shift if we join a new one. Expectations around gender, class, and race solidify in a name, well before a 

person even has teeth. 

Names are choices—just usually not ours. “Nobody chooses names in a vacuum,” writes Duana Taha in The 

Name Therapist: How Growing Up with My Odd Name Taught Me Everything You Need to Know about 

Yours. That doesn’t mean our parents are in control either. Whatever atmospheric pressure is in the air when a 

name is chosen, it may completely shift by the time a person is an adult. Consider all the parents excited to 

bestow Karen in the 1960s, when it was the fourth most popular girl’s name in the United States. 

A personal name can have little meaning, as in Henry, which is thought to mean “ruler of the home,” or 

Savanna, as in the open plain. It can also bear a tremendous weight. My brother’s name, Sieu, means 

“superb”; drive through Fairfax County, Virginia, and he’s plastered across Vietnamese strip-mall 

supermarkets. I’ve long admired the Jewish naming tradition of passing on part of a deceased family 

member’s name to a child in the next generation. Devra, the sister of a good friend, was named after their 

uncle David, an artist who died young of AIDS. A few years ago, Devra, also an artist, was killed in a bike 

accident at twenty-eight. My friend’s son, born this year, carries the middle name Dev.  

And in America, a name that sticks out can be a target. As in the journalist Riyadh Mohammed, who was 

advised to leave behind Mohammed, one of the most popular names in the world, when he arrived in the US 

from Iraq. Or the Oakland college student Phuc Bui Diem Nguyen, who was told by a professor to 

“Anglicanize” her name because it sounded like a swear word to him. 

But a name can also blend in too well. As in the journalist whose own father would holler “Sarah Todd” when 

she got a call on the landline, “just to distinguish me from all the other Sarah’s who might be hanging out 

upstairs in my bedroom.” 

To a linguistic outsider, a name can be a guess, or a gamble. As in Cyrano. Or a childhood friend of Louie’s, 

who was named California.  

 Or it can be armor. “It acted like a shield of sorts,” writes author and editor Kevin Nguyen of his first name, 

“One that protected me when I was out of the safety of my home.” 

https://vimeo.com/213957562
https://www.nytimes.com/2020/06/21/us/phuc-bui-diem-nguyen-laney-college.html
https://qz.com/978760/popular-baby-names-the-psychology-of-growing-up-with-an-extremely-common-name/
https://tinyletter.com/knguyen/letters/knguyen-say-my-name
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If it’s not already obvious, I, too, am obsessed with names, and it is because I, Thu, have picked at the scab of 

my name since childhood. My three siblings and I were all named by our paternal grandfather, and my parents 

were unforgiving of any attempt to adopt new names. My sister Phi-Hong took her campaign the farthest; 

tired of delightful nicknames like Hong Kong Phooey, she petitioned my parents to change her name to Kim 

or Linh, still Vietnamese but more manageable. She was squarely rejected.  

So we don’t Americanize; we explain. “Like ‘see-you’”; “like the boy’s name Ian”; “like the number two,” 

none of which are quite right, but which take almost no time for a native English speaker to process. My name 

is not at all “Thu like the number,” it’s actually Thư, meaning letters, books. But actually, it’s Thư Hương, 

meaning the fragrance of literature, and it’s all the way in the back of your throat, like a jaw-ful of sung 

perfume. But actually in Vietnam it’s customary to drop the first of two names, so a new person meeting me 

there calls me just Hương, soft and light, and it feels immediately intimate. But to most everyone in my life, 

I’m Thu, a number, a pronoun, a particle, a dart hitting cork. I don’t ask people to try to call me Hương; I 

discourage it. I don’t want to hear her mutilated. (Even writing my real name in a font designed for English 

threatens its nature; depending on the device and browser you’re reading this in, the vowels may bulge and 

distort its elegance.) 

For better or worse, we’re given our names, and we figure out how to deal. And in the US, some are dealt 

more, and deal more, than others. 

I. THE BIG SMOOTH 

In 1929, a young American man named John is having trouble finding a job. He graduated Phi Beta Kappa as 

an undergrad and has a master’s from the University of Illinois, but none of his applications for teaching jobs 

are getting a response. His friend and mentor, a Dr. Clark, asks if he’s ever thought about changing his name.  

John’s father, Nikolai, is from a Lemko village in the Carpathian Mountains. “Most Lemkoes are themselves 

uncertain whether they are Ukrainians, Russians or Poles, or merely Lemkoes,” he told the Slovenian 

American writer Louis Adamic. “My father doesn’t know to this day. He doesn’t care. … It’s all the same to 

him.” Nikolai is a miner and single father to their family of five. John describes a poor and miserable 

childhood full of bullies; “anti-foreign” teachers who would make a show of stumbling over unfamiliar 

names; lunches of meager baloney beset by thick bread eaten in secret at school; being sent home for tattered 

clothing.  

Salvation arrives in the form of an idealistic new teacher. She takes John and his sister specially under her 

wing, learns how to say their names properly, visits their home, and guides the children to their academic 

potential. So why is John, in his late twenties and decorated with scholastic accolades, unable to find a job? 

With some reluctance, he changes his name from John Sobuchanowsky to John S. Nichols, after Nikolai. 

The account in Adamic’s 1942 nonfiction book, What’s Your Name? is at times melodramatic—but not 

unfamiliarly so. The trembling confusion of a young American child of immigrants, the soaring ascension 

past what his parents could achieve themselves, the humiliating realization as an adult that xenophobia does 

not dissipate in the space of a few years. 

When John reveals the truth of his name to the woman who would become his wife, a tearful Mary Land 

confesses that she was actually born Mary Schwabenland, the daughter of German immigrants. She’s 

overjoyed at their chance to start over. “We are Americans regardless and no matter what! This is a new 

chapter, and what came before is torn out of the book,” says the future Mrs. Nichols.  
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But it’s this “torn out of the book scheme,” as John calls it, that becomes a rotten brick placed at the 

foundation of their family. Mary is intent on leaving their roots completely behind. The couple raise their 

daughter, Barbara, to believe she’s an old-stock American. The resentment in their union builds and comes to 

a head one day when Barbara comes home supremely jealous of her schoolfriend, who apparently has an 

adoring grandfather from Slovenia with an excellent surname, Ogrizek. Mary “sat like a statue, pale and 

silent,” as, slowly, the narrator tells Barbara that she has a living grandfather too, and not only that but he’s 

also an immigrant. And his last name is Sobuchanowsky. This sends Barbara into a fit of joyful hysterics and 

Mary into a “white rage.” 

John’s account has a poignant storybook ending: John reunites with Nikolai, who meets Mary and Barbara for 

the first time. Grandfather and granddaughter become inseparable, and as anti-immigrant sentiments rumble at 

John’s school, the family transfers to the West Coast, Grandpa Nick along with them. Barbara insists on 

becoming Barbara Sobuchanowsky Nichols. “[But] the ending of the story is not completely happy,” writes 

John in the final paragraph, “For us of the second generation things are still unclear.” It seems that the earlier 

chapters of the book, torn out and then hastily stapled back in, don’t quite fit the original binding. 

The problem of a name in America is the problem of the American experiment in microcosm: How to shove 

the world’s phonetics and conventions into mouths and minds that consider Anglo whiteness and the English 

language to be the default. 

Eighty years ago, it was the newest immigrants—from Ireland, Italy, Russia, Poland, among others—to the 

US who were charting a path through its Anglo-Saxon waters. What’s Your Name is a delight to read, not only 

for how clearly its themes resonate almost a century later, but because it’s an extravagant twist of vowels and 

consonants, a bounty of Kwaiatkowskis, Vojvodichs, Maksymyks, Kalakukas, Robinovitzes, Siranooshes 

thrown like confetti across the otherwise English page. Adamic was a vocal proponent of multiculturalism, 

and he was prescriptive. He believed that, if necessary, names should be slightly sanded down to be more 

manageable for English speakers (as in the case of the original ç in his surname), but that an Anglo-Saxon 

cultural ideal was a relic, and clinging to it, a fallacy. “Where does ‘reasonableness’ as to names begin and 

end? Whose ‘reason’ is going to approve which name?” he wrote. 

For Adamic, names were no less than the core of an American culture war: “These are the circumstances, the 

weapons, the elements, the issues, the lineup of the psychological civil war of which the battle of names is the 

most obvious part,” he wrote. “Complicated as is the question of names, I believe it is but the clearest 

manifestation of immense and as yet barely recognized cultural stirrings in the United States.”  

Not all name changers were hand wringers. In 1948, Beverly Winston wrote that when she changed her name 

from Beverly Weinstein, she had no intention of abandoning her Jewish community or identity. “She viewed 

her new name simply as a piece of acceptable clothing, like ‘a corset, shoulder pads, or a “sincere” tie,’” 

writes Kirsten Fermaglich, a professor of history and Jewish studies at Michigan State University. 

Fermaglich’s 2018 A Rosenberg by Any Other Name: a History of Jewish Name Changing in America is a far 

more sober, largely angst-free academic volume that argues against the image propagated in popular culture 

of the self-hating Jew passing as a gentile while their secret eats away at their soul. Especially by the late 

1940s, says Fermaglich, name changing among American Jews had shifted away from anxiety over anti-

Semitism and had become a tool for the upwardly mobile. The fees and petition to have a name legally 

changed, after all, were not cheap. In 1948, The Atlantic published an account by “An Anonymous Jewish 

American,” a journalist who filed to change his last name, along with his brother, a few years prior. The total 

cost for “having joined the human race” was $60,  several hundred dollars in 2021. 
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“The goal,” writes Fermaglich, “Was simply to manage Jewishness so that it did not interfere with mobility.” 

Avoiding potential friction was a way of “covering” (as distinct from passing), a term coined by the 

sociologist Erving Goffman. In his memoir of cultural and legal criticism, Covering: The Hidden Assault on 

Our Civil Rights, Kenji Yoshino defines it as “ton[ing] down a disfavored identity to fit into the mainstream.” 

The first examples he gives are Ramon Estevez, who became Martin Sheen, and Krishna Bhanji, who became 

Ben Kingsley. 

Many of the name changers described in A Rosenberg by Any Other Name were simply fed up. Bosses and 

coworkers were unable (or unwilling) to spell or pronounce names correctly; people had problems with 

getting mail delivered; others had embarrassing miscommunications over the phone. “Jewish names were 

conspicuous and drew attention to their possessors,” writes Fermaglich. “They required individuals to think 

about those names daily as they managed complicated relationships with both Jews and non-Jews.” A friend 

tells me of his grandfather and great-uncle, who changed their last name from Feinberg to Foster, because it 

sounded “too Jewish” for lawyers. I hear from an in-law who only recently, at fifty years old, found out his 

Grandpa Marty was actually Grandpa Moses. 

Names morph, run wild. Name trends, like new words in a language, do not follow an obvious logic, cannot 

be tested in a lab. So American immigrants attempting to cover and assimilate have given rise to new, 

unexpected norms. As Fermaglich writes, Jewish American parents, doing their best to pick American names 

for their children, gave them English surnames as first names; Norman, Stanley, Milton, and Irving have since 

come to signal Jewishness. 

There are also “Chinese sounding” American girls’ names: Amy, Jenny, Grace, and Vivian 

are disproportionately popular among Chinese Americans versus the general public. Andy, as distinct from 

Andrew, and Dan, not Daniel, are disproportionately popular Chinese American boys’ names. Kevin Nguyen 

is common enough among Vietnamese Americans to be its own meme. 

II. SPELL CHECK 

The story of a name in America is one of racism, xenophobia, language, history, ancestry, community, 

identity, fathers, mothers, sons, sisters. It’s also a civilization-level clash of paperwork.  

In 1904, the Chinese Name Spelling Company published a slim volume called The Surnames of the Chinese 

in America. The first twenty pages offer a standardized list of transliterations of Chinese surname characters 

according to the two dialects most common in the US at the time. “The David Jones System of Spelling 

Chinese,” devised by the official Chinese interpreter for the US Courts in San Francisco, is recommended and 

signed by a US attorney and three clerks. 

The last fifteen pages of the booklet lay out in English and Chinese the bureaucratic regulations of the 1882 

Chinese Exclusion Act. To leave and return to the US, an immigrant registered as a merchant (and not as a 

laborer) had to produce an affidavit “signed and sworn to by two witnesses who are not Chinese.” 

Throughout, the publisher stressed the importance of consistent spelling to avoid bureaucratic confusion and 

possible deportation, and, naturally, offered its own services as a solution: For a fee of $30 in today’s dollars, 

someone from China could get a certificate of all the possible spellings of their name. “For contracts, leases, 

wills, deeds, affidavits, store names, and for all kinds of legal documents in use in Courts, United States 

Customs, Internal Revenue, and Commerce and Labor Departments of the United States, Bureau of 

Immigration and Chinese—such as writs of habeas corpus, bonds of appearance and appeal, certificates and 

https://blogs.iq.harvard.edu/english_first_n
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affidavits on appeal, applications for duplicate certificate of residence, partnership lists, statements, etc,” says 

the booklet. 

 

The imprecise process of transliterating Chinese characters to the English alphabet is just one of a number of 

frictions between name conventions, many of which echo across Asia. The boxes of one custom simply don’t 

transpose onto those of another. An obvious example is that names from China, Vietnam, Korea, and Japan do 

not map to a first, middle, and last name. Even for Chinese researchers of her generation, Louie writes, it was 

not always clear how to adapt to the new system or to interpret individual choices. Should the two customary 
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monosyllabic characters get forever conjoined into one polysyllabic name? (As in the artist Dong Kingman.) 

Or separate but hyphenated? (As in Yo-Yo Ma.) Or would initials be easier? (As in I.M. Pei.) And hang on… 

which is the surname? Louie tells me about a family in northern California that descended from a man whose 

first name was Lee and surname was Lum. But when his name was recorded, the order got swapped, and the 

Lum family henceforth became the Lee family. 

A 140-year-old decision to conform to the order of Western names is playing out today at a global diplomatic 

scale. Japan, where I currently live, is consistent with other Asian countries in that the family name is given 

first, then the personal name. But a perhaps uniquely Japanese twist is that when names are spelled out in the 

roman alphabet, it’s customary to reverse the order to accommodate the Western style. So a business card 

with the name 中島祐希, “Nakashima Yuki” (surname, first name) would likely have written underneath, 

“Yuki Nakashima” (first name, surname). I have a debit card and an ATM card issued from the same bank, 

one with my surname first and one with my given name first. 

But there’s a growing call to rethink the convention, which was adopted during Japan’s era of concerted 

Westernization. In 2019, Japan’s minister of education proposed that the government revert to the traditional 

name order wherever their names appear in the roman alphabet. The statement caused a ripple of confusion 

across English-language media outlets and is how the new Japanese prime minister appears as Fumio Kishida 

(first name, surname) in The New York Times and Kishida Fumio (surname, first name) in The Economist, but 

Xi Jinping (surname, first name) appears as such in both. 

III. ON THE LIST 

In fact, the US is relatively liberal about names. Until 1993, France had a list of acceptable names that parents 

legally had to choose from. Hungary and Denmark still have such laws. Australia doesn’t allow, among other 

things, names that are too long, and names that could be confused for official titles or positions, like Queen or 

Colonel or God. In most US states, it’s legal for adults (that is, those not in the prison system) to just choose a 

new name and start using it, without having to notify the court. So why do people still line up or shell out cash 

to make it official?  

“Legibility” is a term in state-making that refers to the process of mapping citizens: to categorize and arrange 

peoples, in order to, among other things, tax them. In 1890, the US Commissioner of Indian Affairs, Thomas 

J. Morgan, gave government officials and school superintendents permission to assign English names to 

native peoples in cases where their naming patterns didn’t fit the English American standard. He was 

especially preoccupied with the tribes in which members of the same family didn’t share a common surname, 

which he thought would make a bureaucratic mess of land inheritance. 

The ability to have one’s name be easily legally processed is quite literally part of what it means to be a 

citizen in the eyes of the government. In Australia, if a baby is given a name that is prohibited by law, then the 

state will simply assign them a name, so the birth can be legally registered. 

As Fermaglich and Adamic both argue, over the last century the US ramped up citizen-making measures: 

ration cards, veteran benefits, the draft, welfare checks, insurance policies, home ownership, and a worldwide 

passport standard. Toward the end of the century, the government started making legal services cheaper and 

more accessible. And then in 2001, the US entered a new era of government surveillance. All of this meant 

that people started showing up to court not to give themselves new, easier to pronounce names; instead, in the 

age of paperwork anxiety, they were lining up to fix mistakes on their documents. Echoing the Chinese 
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Exclusion era, now it was not just having a name, but having consistent, identical versions of that name, that 

allowed a citizen to be processed by the state. 

It’s not hard to see how a list of names can be abused, and even weaponized. One might have expected 9/11 to 

give rise to a new wave of name changes for Arab Americans. But reality folds back on itself: Arab 

Americans came under such scrutiny in the years after the attack that a petition for a name change could itself 

be a red flag. According to Fermaglich, in 2008 the NYPD started requesting and compiling petitions for 

name changes to and from Arab-sounding ones. The following year they started running background checks 

on people on those lists and calling them in for questioning. 

“Names are everywhere, and because they’re everywhere, they have a power we’re not even aware of,” says 

I.M. Nick, the editor-in-chief of Names, a journal of onomastics, and the former president of the American 

Name Society. Nick is also the author of Personal Names, Hitler, and the Holocaust, a socio-onomastic study 

of genocide, and for her, a state-maintained list of names automatically sets off alarm bells. In Edwin Black’s 

2001 explosive bestselling book, IBM and the Holocaust, he investigates the Hollerith punch card reading 

machines made by IBM, which he argues were leased to the Nazis to identify, sort, assign, and transport the 

people selected to be sent to concentration camps. He writes, “IBM Germany invented the racial census—

listing not just religious affiliation, but bloodline going back generations. This was the Nazi data lust. Not just 

to count the Jews—but to identify them.” Even more unnerving than a list of names, it seems, is how readily it 

can be processed. 

IV. DOES NOT COMPUTE 

One morning in August I lined up in Manhattan to get a free COVID-19 test. Half an hour later, I watched as 

the guy ahead of me in line went to get swabbed, as I stood huddled with two staff members, staring at a 

computer screen and muttering through our masks about how to deal with the fact that my driver’s license has 

no hyphen but my other IDs, including my passport, do. At last one staffer threw up her hands. “Give her the 

hyphen.”  

The forms we fill out have multiplied over the years, and so, too, have the rigidity of their boxes: In a globally 

connected world, digitization hasn’t set our names free; instead, it creates and reinforces what counts as a 

name. Hyphenated names throw web errors; names with spaces are pushed together; names too long for the 

character count are cut off midway; two last names become a middle and a last. Autocorrect reminds us over 

and over which names are recognizable, as it denies the existence of others. (In my phone, Bich Ngoc 

becomes Bich a fox; Lotfi becomes Lotto; Kato becomes Mayo.) Having an “unmanageable” name today 

does not just mean that your boss will flub it in front of everyone at work, or that your teacher will pause with 

dread after the name in front of yours. It means that a site asking for your credit card information will reject 

you, will rebuke you with: “Please enter a valid given name.” It means your text documents will zip a red 

squiggle under your name, saying that the computer can’t find you. 

Once you bring up name pains, people want to talk. My friend whose last name is McCoy remembers an 

airport ticketing kiosk in Singapore that rejected her reservation because the second capital in her last name 

didn’t register in the system. A friend whose last name is True got called down to attendance in elementary 

school because his name rendered all the other kids’ names “false” and wiped them from the spreadsheet. 

Before the days of email, one of my sisters couldn’t register her last name in the company voicemail registry 

because it required three letters, and ours has only two. 
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Teake is an artist and movement specialist based in Los Angeles. His first memory of coming up against his 

name is from around age five: At the end of a school trip to the public library, Teake tried to check out the 

book he’d chosen. “I couldn’t,” he says. “They were like, ‘That’s not a real name.’”  

“I don’t think I was emotionally invested in the book,” he says, laughing, “But that leaves a mark.”  

Teake has one name. He doesn’t think of it as having only a first name or only a last name; it’s just the one. 

It’s not a family tradition that’s been passed down, nor does it come from any particular ethnic or linguistic 

heritage. His parents both have first and last names; he and his sister were given just one each. 

A call to his parents, who knew how Teake’s library credentials were registered, eventually resolved the issue. 

And that day young Teake learned an important lesson: “This is part of life now.” Teake understood that 

having a name that did not technically fit in the system meant he’d have to be the one to adapt. Enough 

encounters with disbelieving authority figures has taught him to have copies of his identification documents at 

the ready at all times, including his social security card. Enough problems at the airport has taught him that 

there’s a special code for people with only one name, and he just has to find someone who’s heard of it. 

Enough error codes on webpages has taught him to be creative in filling out registration forms. “But then I 

have to remember how I was creative the first time,” he says, laughing again. 

It seems like a lot of burden for one person to carry. But Teake doesn’t seem to mind, and he says though he 

did have thoughts about changing his name when he was younger, he no longer considers it. But his sister did. 

“We’re not ones to look for approval from anyone else,” he says. “That was a pragmatic decision. No value 

judgment around that.” 

Why do this to a child? one might ask, not without reason. Teake says that the answers and rationales he’s 

gotten have varied over the years and from parent to parent. But he says he’s comfortable with the ambiguity, 

speculating that perhaps his name has attracted, or forced him to seek out, more open-minded people and 

communities. Indeed Teake clearly eschews a host of conventional identities; he playfully resisted a number 

of biographical questions I asked him (age: “thirties/time is a construct”; race/ethnic heritage: “ambiguous”; 

pronouns: he/they/“fluid and not too attached”).  

V. CUSTOM MADE 

“A lot of people just decided that they weren’t that person…That’s not my name, I don’t like that name, I 

want to give myself an identity,” filmmaker Banban Cheng tells me. They describe coming out when they 

were younger, and making friends they know only as Tiny, Pants, and Yes. I met Cheng over a decade ago, 

but, until very recently, knew them as Ang*la.[1] For reasons that might be obvious to anyone who’s met the 

compact Houston native with a dry side-smirk and self-described “butch body, femme heart,” the name didn’t 

quite fit. “There was always a bit of a distance between people who knew me by Ban or Banban and people 

who knew me by Ang*la, culturally speaking,” they say. 

In 2020, reports of hate crimes in the US against people of Asian descent were up seventy percent from the 

year before. A conversation that Asian Americans had been having amongst themselves, about the lasting 

effects of assimilation, about being an invisible minority, and about where they fit into the fabric of the 

country, seemed to reached the national consciousness at last. And Cheng, who had felt this gap in their two 

names, felt spurred to act: They decided to drop their given English name and publicly adopt Banban, the 

name they’ve long gone by at home and in their Taiwanese American community in Houston.  

https://believermag.com/logger/whats-not-in-a-name/#_ftn1
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=4vHHd8RR1Do
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(I’m reminded of a passage from Adamic, writing eighty years ago: “I hear that in 1942 many of the Japanese 

Americans evacuated from the coastal areas of California, Oregon and Washington switched back to Japanese 

given names: Mary to Mariko, Lillie to Liliko, etc. One youngster said: ‘Since they insist on considering me a 

“Jap,” I may as well have a Jap name!’”) 

“Ang*la is so feminine,” they tell me. “Banban had always felt more right.” Banban is gender neutral; it was 

chosen by their maternal grandmother after a literary brother and sister duo, each of whom had Ban as part of 

their names. “I want to say they were warriors, but I could totally be making that up,” they say. Banban is 

something of a sobriquet; their other given name is Zheng Ying-Ji, the latter of which sounds a bit like Angie. 

Cheng wonders how their immigrant parents knew it was short for Ang*la. 

It turns out to be a surprisingly common choice. According to one informal inquiry from 2009, Ang*la is one 

of the most popular English girl’s names among Chinese Americans. Indeed, there was another Ang*la Cheng 

that went to their high school. “One time the NSA came to visit our house,” they recall. Cheng had a school 

assignment in which they had to write to a celebrity, and they chose John Warnock Hinckley Jr., the man who 

tried to kill Ronald Reagan as a “love offering” to Jodie Foster. “You’d think it was because I was obsessed 

with Jodie Foster—but it’s not. It’s because I was obsessed with Ronald Reagan,” they tell me, smirking. The 

NSA, it turned out, went to the wrong Ang*la Cheng’s house first. 

Cheng readily admits that by nature they don’t feel comfortable taking up space. “It was awkward at first to 

be like, ‘Pay attention to me! Now, this is my name. It’s gonna be inconvenient for you to try to say it,’” says 

Cheng. “When you slip up, it’s going to make you feel kind of weird, and it’ll make me feel kinda weird, too. 

But, like, let’s try to do this together.” Cheng didn’t start out thinking of Ang*la as a dead name, but now as 

more people get used to Banban, the old name is moving farther away. “It just feels simpler to commit to 

Banban rather than have the other name looming in the background,” they tell me, “Like I have two identities 

or something!” 

For Vinh, choosing a new name felt like a necessary step in coming out. “At the time, there was a feeling like, 

‘If I don’t do this, I’m faking it, I’m not doing it right, it makes me less trans or something,’” he says. Last 

spring the twelve-year-old New Yorker told his family that from now on he’d be using he/him pronouns, and 

that he would go by Ren, a name he’d been using online. He’d chosen it based on Wren, a character in the 

dragon fantasy series Wings of Fire. His mother balked—not at the new gender identity, but at the name. It 

wasn’t Vietnamese. 

“I guess the main conflict about me coming out was just my name,” Vinh says. He had already become 

attached to Ren, which is popular in Japan and vaguely Star Wars-y in the US, but he understood it was 

important to his mother that he have a Vietnamese name. All the family on his mother’s side have Vietnamese 

given names—and just the one, not a Vietnamese legal name and an English nickname. That includes me, 

Vinh’s aunt. 

From childhood my siblings and I have been saddled with names that branded us, with peers and teachers and 

bosses whose mouths couldn’t form the ieu and oa and ng sounds. I see a mix of pride and wary pragmatism 

reflected in the next generation of our family: my six (soon to be seven) nieces and nephews have all been 

given Vietnamese names that are relatively easy to pronounce, with spellings that are unlikely to strike fear 

into the heart of a new teacher on the first day of school. 

A new name would mean flying in the face of generations of family tradition. But Vinh didn’t ask for any of 

that baggage; none of us do. Here was a moment to consider: Can we all, beyond getting married or coming 

https://blogs.iq.harvard.edu/english_first_n
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out, break free of our clunky inheritances? Is there a future in which we continuously reassess our names 

throughout one lifetime, interrogating them every few years to see if they still fit, if they still speak, if they 

still call on us the way we call on them? 

Maybe. But for here, for now, a compromise. Ren with friends, Vinh on paper and with family. Perhaps the 

two names will be met with wrinkled foreheads of incomprehension, will require extra murmured 

explanations, will cause confusion and cases of mistaken identity. But that may very well be the weight of 

moving forward. 

 

[1]Cheng agreed to share their given name, Angela, publicly for the purposes of this article. We use Ang*la to 

denote this is a dead name. 

 

TH 

CONTRIBUTOR 

Thu-Huong Ha is a writer whose work has appeared in The New York Times, The Washington 

Post, Quartz, Slate, Catapult, and ArtReview. Her debut novel, Hail Caesar, was published in 2007 by 

Scholastic. She lives in Tokyo. 

 

 

https://believermag.com/logger/whats-not-in-a-name/  

  

https://believermag.com/logger/whats-not-in-a-name/
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Mary Jo Bang 

 

 

Ode to History 

  

Had she not lain on that bed with a boy 

All those years ago, where would they be, she wondered. 

She and the child that wouldn’t have been but was now 

No more. She would know nothing 

Of mothering. She would know nothing 

Of death. She would know nothing 

Of love. The three things she’d been given 

To remember. Wake me up, please, she said, 

When this life is over. Look at her—It’s as if 

The windows of night have been sewn to her eyes. 

 

From issue no. 175 (Fall–Winter 2005) 

 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read more work by Mary Jo Bang, such as “An Anatomical Study,” 

from issue no. 216 (Spring 2016), or “Allegory,” from issue no. 171 (Fall 2004)? 

 

 

And to read more poems in the Paris Review archives, make sure to subscribe! In addition to four print 

issues per year, you’ll also receive complete digital access to our sixty-eight years’ worth of archives. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=14eda9cebf&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=934580cc50&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=85df907d26&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ee3149fdeb&e=d538c8f2e0
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https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f56a4d3356&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f56a4d3356&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=f56a4d3356&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=747785ca83&e=d538c8f2e0
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Black-eyed peas could help eliminate need for fertilizer 

Popular legume attracts beneficial nitrogen-fixing bacteria 

 
 

Evolutionary biologist Joel Sachs conducting research on black-eyed peas in a fertilizer study. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 8, 2022 

The ability of black-eyed peas to attract beneficial bacteria isn't diminished by modern farming practices, new 

research from the University of California, Riverside shows. Planting the peas in rotation with other crops 

could help growers avoid the need for costly, environmentally damaging fertilizers. The research is supported 

by the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

Without enough nitrogen, plants won't grow. The plant family black-eyed peas belong to, the legumes, is 

unique in its ability to obtain substantial amounts of nitrogen by enticing and protecting nitrogen-fixing 

bacteria. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304405&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.ucr.edu/articles/2022/01/20/black-eyed-peas-could-help-eliminate-need-fertilizer
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1738009&HistoricalAwards=false
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"This ability of legumes led to their success as the third biggest plant family on the planet," said evolutionary 

biologist Joel Sachs of UC Riverside. 

When farmers grow crops, they often focus on above-ground traits such as disease resistance, yield and 

protein content. Only recently have growers begun to pay closer attention to below-ground traits, such as the 

ability of plants to attract soil-enhancing microbes. 

In many cases, plants heavily impacted by humans do not benefit as much from relationships with bacteria as 

their wild relatives. UC Riverside plant pathologist Gabriel Ortiz wanted to know whether black-eyed peas -- 

a popular food in many parts of the world -- maintain their ability to attract good bacteria even after being 

subjected to modern farming practices. 

Ortiz and his team found that the peas maintained their natural ability to form beneficial relationships with 

nitrogen-fixing bacteria. "In fact, some of the strains appear to have gained more benefit from bacteria than 

their wild ancestors," Sachs said. 

Experiments involving 20 different types of black-eyed peas point toward a genetic basis for their symbiotic 

abilities. Results from the research are published in the journal Evolution. 

"We can use this information to design better-performing plants," Ortiz said. The team focused on black-eyed 

peas because they are also drought-tolerant, an important trait for Southern California growers. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=304405&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdeli

very 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/abs/10.1111/evo.14424
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=304405&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=304405&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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James Sowerby's British Mineralogy (1802–1817) 

 

On December 13, 1795, a fifty-six-pound meteorite fell from the sky into an English quarry. Wondering if it 

had “come from some volcano in the Moon”, the landowner turned this lump of multi-colored minerals over 

to James Sowerby, a well-connected scientific illustrator and naturalist. Sowerby published an extensive 

account of what became known as the “Yorkshire Meteorite” in his five-part mineralogical handbook, inviting 

pushback from geologists who thought that including a “Phaëton from the heavens might seem absurd in a 

work on British Mineralogy”. Since the curious object contained substances commonly found within mines of 

the British Isles, Sowerby believed the meteorite belonged in a volume primarily devoted to more mundane 

earthbound subjects, such as table salt and oxygenized carbon. 

Comprised of more than four hundred vividly hand-colored engravings of various rocks, minerals, and 

compounds, British Mineralogy saw the Royal Academy-trained illustrator depart from his focus on 

botany toward non-living specimens. Pledging to leave “no stone unturned” in communicating to both 

laypeople — farmers, miners, and surveyors — and a growing class of gentlemanly mineralogists interested 

in theories of evolutionary transmutation, Sowerby tried to bridge ever-growing cleavages in geological 

communities during a time when the age of Earth was hotly disputed. Geologists adhering to “Volcanian” and 

“Neptunian” theories of planetary origin might, at long last, “shake hands together”, if provided with detailed 

illustrations of every known British “species” of rock and mineral. By referencing these dueling ideologies, 

which argued that the Earth was born either out of fiery eruption or biblical deluge, Sowerby positioned his 

work at the center of a debate that held enormous stakes far beyond the realm of geology. 

James Sowerby, British Mineralogy, or, Coloured Figures Intended to Elucidate the Mineralogy of Great 

Britain, Vol. 1 (London: R. Taylor and Co., 1804). 

Catastrophism — the idea that the origins of Earth and the transmutation of species have been shaped by 

sudden, often violent events — dominated early-nineteenth century scientific debates about evolution and 

extinction. Embraced, by some, as a way of reconciling biblical beginnings with increasingly common 

discoveries of fossilized bones that pointed to a decidedly non-Christian view of the world, the set of layered 

theories attempted to integrate mass extinction with ongoing transmutation. Sowerby, who was deeply 

committed to public scholarship, refused to weigh in on the religious implication of his geological work, 

https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/item/128813#page/44/mode/1up
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/item/128813#page/41/mode/1up
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/bibliography/11893
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/bibliography/11893
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/item/128940#page/13/mode/1up
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saving it for later texts on less “controversial” subjects. Seemingly circumspect in his own beliefs, Sowerby 

gestured towards, while never fully engaging with, profound conversations between science and religion. 

Despite his scientific leanings, James Sowerby was first and foremost an artist. From his intricately detailed 

accounts of fungi and shells to his 1809 A New Elucidation of Colour Theory (dedicated to none other than 

Isaac Newton), the naturalist was concerned with translating three-dimensional, colorful, and sometimes 

ephemeral objects to the flat surface of the page. Adept in describing and demonstrating how complex 

questions of perspective, scale, and color functioned in individual objects, Sowerby’s observational eyes and 

deft hands were remarkable for the time and continue to work as standards within scientific illustration. The 

illustrator’s rocks and minerals were, at once, geometric objects and geological proofs of the Earth’s age. 

By the 1830s, geologists had largely replaced catastrophic origin theories with “uniformitarian” ideas of 

gradual change. These ideas were most clearly articulated in geologist Charles Lyell’s enormously popular 

and oft-revised Principles of Geology, a scantily illustrated text that formed the sediments of Charles 

Darwin’s theory of evolution by natural selection. Sowerby, for his part, continued to add natural-historical 

specimens to his private collections while building a familial legacy of scientific collecting and illustration 

that lasted for generations. As Sowerby’s disciple John Mawe wrote in his public-facing Familiar Lessons on 

Mineralogy and Geology, the magic and mystery of mineralogy, from meteorite to table salt, lay in its 

multiple identities, spanning audiences and consumers. Rocks and minerals, in all of their mundanity, held 

beautiful and sublime lessons about the world for specialists and non-specialists alike — a beauty that 

Sowerby was devoted to capturing through illustration, and a beauty that continues to capture illustrators and 

designers more than two centuries later. 

Find below highlights of plates from all five volumes. You can see the first four volumes at the Biodiversity 

Heritage Library, and the full set at e-rara. Also check out this wonderful hand-copied selection from 

Sowerby's work made in 1840 by a woman named Martha Proby. 

Text by Elaine Ayers 

PUBLISHED 

March 3, 2022 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/sowerby-mineralogy 

  

https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/bibliography/6342
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/bibliography/14408
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/colour-wheels-charts-and-tables-through-history
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/bibliography/50199
https://archive.org/details/familiarlessonso00mawerich/page/n11/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/familiarlessonso00mawerich/page/n11/mode/2up
https://www.c82.net/mineralogy/
https://www.c82.net/mineralogy/
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/item/128940#page/7/mode/1up
https://www.biodiversitylibrary.org/item/128940#page/7/mode/1up
https://www.e-rara.ch/zut/content/structure/2929197
https://archive.org/search.php?query=creator%3A%22Proby%2C+Martha%22
https://publicdomainreview.org/contributor/elaine-ayers
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/sowerby-mineralogy
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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 

 

February 16, 2022 

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.  

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. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304463&org=NSF
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1734300&HistoricalAwards=false
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/
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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?cntn_id=304463&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdeli

very 

  

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?cntn_id=304463&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=304463&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Against the Gods: Iris Murdoch on Truth, the Meaning of Goodness, and How Attention Unmasks the 

Universe 

“When we really know something we feel we’ve always known it. Yet also it’s terribly distant, farther than 

any star… beyond the world, not in the clouds or in heaven, but a light that shows the world, this world, as it 

really is.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

When Nietzsche weighed our human notion of truth, he regarded it as “a movable host of metaphors, 

metonymies, and anthropomorphisms: in short, a sum of human relations which have been poetically and 

rhetorically intensified, transferred, and embellished.” This is true of truth in the human world, and this is 

where science and society differ. The disparity is the reason why the scientific perspective can offer such 

gladsome calibration and consolation for our human struggles. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/03/26/nietzsche-on-truth-and-lies-in-a-nonmoral-sense/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/02/the-fragile-species-lewis-thomas/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/02/the-fragile-species-lewis-thomas/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0140264922/braipick-20
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In the world of science, we endeavor to uncover fundamental laws and elemental truths indifferent to our 

opinions of them — those selfsame truths and laws that made us and govern the electrical impulses coursing 

through our cortices at 100 meters per second to forge the thought-patterns of opinion. But in the human 

world where we live, we swirl in the movable host of human relations and rationalizations, vaguely aware that 

there is no universal truth and therefore no universal good, because every utopia is built on someone else’s 

back. We devise frameworks for righting our relations, which we call morality, but in our helpless confusion 

about what goodness is, we too readily mistake certainty for truth and self-righteousness for truth, then lash 

one another with our certitudes and rightneousnesses, mistaking the lashing for the light of morality. 

When our species was younger and more frightened of reality, myths and religions have provided the comfort 

of easy causalities and easy moralities to salve the confusions of complexity. But as the epoch of scientific 

discovery began disproving some of those sacred certainties — first ejecting us from the placid plane of the 

flat Earth, then from our self-soothing centrality in the Solar System, then from our grandiose exceptionalism 

in the order of living things, then from our galactic exceptionalism — the moral certitudes about goodness 

also came unloosed, for they too were built upon the same self-righteous foundation as the old delusions 

about the geometry of the universe and the immutability of life-forms. 

The dazzling-minded Iris Murdoch (July 15, 1919–February 8, 1999) took up these questions in her 

play Above the Gods — one of two Platonic dialogues she wrote in the 1980s, later included in the 

posthumous Murdoch anthology Existentialists and Mystics: Writings on Philosophy and Literature (public 

library), which remains one of the finest works of writing and thinking I have encountered. 

Set in Athens in the late fifth century B.C. and structured as a conversation between a sixty-something 

Socrates, a twenty-something Plato, and four fictional Greek youths, the dialogue tussles with the question of 

whether the age of science has knelled the death toll of religion and, if so, where this leaves our search for 

truth and our longing for goodness — that elemental hunger for the ultimate meaning of reality, for our 

responsibility to reality. 

When Murdoch’s Socrates observes that a distinction between religion and morality is yet to be made, without 

which the central question of reality and truth cannot be answered, an impassioned Plato responds: 

Religion isn’t just a feeling, it isn’t just a hypothesis, it’s not like something we happen not to know, a God 

who might perhaps be there isn’t a God, it’s got to be necessary, it’s got to be certain, it’s got to be proved by 

the whole of life, it’s got to be the magnetic centre of everything. 

And yet this more-than-feeling aims at something beyond religion, beyond even explicit knowledge, at the 

center of which is the idea — the existence — of goodness: 

In a way, goodness and truth seem to come out of the depths of the soul, and when we really know something 

we feel we’ve always known it. Yet also it’s terribly distant, farther than any star… beyond the world, not in 

the clouds or in heaven, but a light that shows the world, this world, as it really is… In spite of all wickedness, 

and in all misery, we are certain that there really is goodness and that it matters absolutely. 

Goodness, in Murdoch’s lovely conception, emerges as both object and background, both knower and known. 

This renders moot the objectifying question, voiced by one of Plato’s sparring partners — a young Sophist — 

of where goodness resides in relation to reality: either outside us, existing in something like a god, or within 

us, as an internal image we refer to. Observing that it is both inside and outside, Murdoch’s Plato responds: 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/01/26/karl-popper-in-search-of-a-better-world-truth-certainty/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/09/12/anne-truitt-humility-compassion-righteousness/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/11/universe-in-verse-animated-hubble/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0140264922/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/existentialists-and-mystics-writings-on-philosophy-and-literature/oclc/974087901&referer=brief_results
https://www.worldcat.org/title/existentialists-and-mystics-writings-on-philosophy-and-literature/oclc/974087901&referer=brief_results
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Art from Thomas Wright’s An Original Theory or New Hypothesis of the Universe, 1750. (Available as 

a print.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/02/16/thomas-wright-original-theory/
https://society6.com/product/art-from-thomas-wrights-an-original-theory-or-new-hypothesis-of-the-universe-1750_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-thomas-wrights-an-original-theory-or-new-hypothesis-of-the-universe-1750_print?curator=brainpicker
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Plate from An Original Theory or New Hypothesis of the Universe by Thomas Wright, 1750. (Available as a 

print, as a face mask, and as stationery cards.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/02/16/thomas-wright-original-theory/
https://society6.com/product/art-from-thomas-wrights-an-original-theory-or-new-hypothesis-of-the-universe-17504457506_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-thomas-wrights-an-original-theory-or-new-hypothesis-of-the-universe-17504457506_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-face-masks?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-cards?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-thomas-wrights-an-original-theory-or-new-hypothesis-of-the-universe-17504457506_print?curator=brainpicker
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Art by Rockwell Kent from Wilderness, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

Of course Good doesn’t exist like chairs and tables, it’s not… either outside or inside. It’s in our whole way 

of living, it’s fundamental like truth. If we have the idea of value we necessarily have the idea of perfection as 

something real… People know that good is real and absolute, not optional and relative, all their life proves it. 

And when they choose false goods they really know they’re false. We can think everything else away out of 

life, but not value, that’s in the very ground of things. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/15/rockwell-kent-wilderness/
https://society6.com/product/the-star-lighter-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/the-star-lighter-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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The question of goodness permeates Murdoch’s entire body of work, but she plumbs this particular aspect of 

it — its bearing on truth and morality, lensed through Plato — in greater depth in an essay titled On “God” 

and “Good,” also included in Existentialists and Mystics. With an eye to the relationship between the good 

and “the real which is the proper object of love, and of knowledge which is freedom,” she considers what it 

takes for us to purify our attention in order to take in reality on its own terms, unalloyed with our attachments 

and ideas. 

What it takes, she suggests, is “something analogous to prayer, though it is something difficult to describe, 

and which the higher subtleties of the self can often falsify” — not some “quasi-religious meditative 

technique,” but “something which belongs to the moral life of the ordinary person.” Half a century after the 

existentialist and mystic Simone Weil liberated this raw mindfulness from the strict captivity of religion with 

her lovely observation that “attention, taken to its highest degree, is the same thing as prayer,” for it 

“presupposes faith and love,” Murdoch writes: 

The idea of contemplation is hard to understand and maintain in a world increasingly without sacraments and 

ritual and in which philosophy has (in many respects rightly) destroyed the old substantial conception of the 

self. A sacrament provides an external visible place for an internal invisible act of the spirit. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0140264922/braipick-20
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/08/19/simone-weil-attention-gravity-and-grace/
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Jacob’s Dream by William Blake, 1805. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://society6.com/product/jacobs-dream-by-william-blake-1805_print?sku=s6-22921179p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jacobs-dream-by-william-blake-1805_cards?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/jacobs-dream-by-william-blake-1805_print?sku=s6-22921179p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Beholding beauty in nature and in art, Murdoch argues, can serve as a sort of sacrament for the spirit — the 

experience provides (in one of her loveliest phrases, and one of the loveliest concepts ever committed to 

words) “an occasion for unselfing.” But this experience, she cautions, is not easily extended into matters of 

people and actions — the matters morality aims to negotiate — “since clarity of thought and purity of 

attention become harder and more ambiguous when the object of attention is something moral. With an eye to 

Plato and his conception of beauty as the visible dimension of goodness, which is inherently invisible, she 

writes: 

It is here that it seems to me to be important to retain the idea of Good as a central point of reflection, and 

here too we may see the significance of its indefinable and non-representable character. Good, not will, is 

transcendent. Will is the natural energy of the psyche which is sometimes employable for a worthy purpose. 

Good is the focus of attention when an intent to be virtuous co-exists (as perhaps it almost always does) with 

some unclarity of vision. 

She invokes Plato’s famous allegory of the cave — humanity’s first great thought experiment about the nature 

of consciousness and its blind spots, in which the prisoners of unreality mistake the flickering shadows cast 

by the fire on the cave wall for the light of reality; but then, once set free by goodness and knowledge (and 

here is another exquisite formulation of Murdoch’s) “the moral pilgrim emerges from the cave and begins to 

see the real world in the light of the sun, and last of all is able to look at the sun itself.” 

Shining the sunbeam of her own intellect on Plato’s blind spot to reveal the deepest meaning of morality, she 

writes: 

Plato pictured the good man as eventually able to look at the sun. I have never been sure what to make of this 

part of the myth. While it seems proper to represent the Good as a centre or focus of attention, yet it cannot 

quite be thought of as a “visible” one in that it cannot be experienced or represented or defined. We can 

certainly know more or less where the sun is; it is not so easy to imagine what it would be like to look at it. 

Perhaps indeed only the good man knows what this is like; or perhaps to look at the sun is to be gloriously 

dazzled and to see nothing. What does seem to make perfect sense in the Platonic myth is the idea of the 

Good as the source of light which reveals to us all things as they really are. All just vision, even in the strictest 

problems of the intellect, and a fortiori when suffering or wickedness have to be perceived, is a moral matter. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/21/iris-murdoch-unselfing/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/03/23/plato-allegory-of-the-cave-ted-ed/
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Dame Iris Murdoch by Ida Kar (National Portrait Gallery) 

In consonance with her famous assertion that “love is the extremely difficult realisation that something other 

than oneself is real” — a realization that is both the basis of morality and the motive force of science — she 

adds: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/08/iris-murdoch-the-sublime-and-the-good/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/08/iris-murdoch-the-sublime-and-the-good/
https://www.npg.org.uk/collections/search/portrait/mw201586/Iris-Murdoch?LinkID=mp05608&wPage=0&role=sit&rNo=16
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The same virtues, in the end the same virtue (love), are required throughout, and fantasy (self) can prevent us 

from seeing a blade of grass just as it can prevent us from seeing another person. An increasing awareness of 

“goods” and the attempt (usually only partially successful) to attend to them purely, without self, brings with 

it an increasing awareness of the unity and interdependence of the moral world. One-seeking intelligence is 

the image of ‘faith’. Consider what it is like to increase one’s understanding of a great work of art. 

Complement these fragments from the wholly indispensable Existentialists and Mystics — which also gave 

us Murdoch on what love really means, art as a force of resistance, and the key to great storytelling — with 

philosopher Martha Nussbaum (who, is in many ways, Murdoch’s intellectual heir) on what it means to be a 

good human being and physicist Alan Lightman on our search for the meaning beyond reality’s truths. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/30/iris-murdoch-against-the-

gods/?mc_cid=c7a29925c1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0140264922/braipick-20
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/08/iris-murdoch-the-sublime-and-the-good/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/12/iris-murdoch-salvation-by-words/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/07/18/iris-murdoch-existentialists-mystics-philosophy-literature-art/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/13/alan-lightman-probable-impossibilities/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/30/iris-murdoch-against-the-gods/?mc_cid=c7a29925c1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/30/iris-murdoch-against-the-gods/?mc_cid=c7a29925c1&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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VIA MICRO 

Pirogues, Silver Bullets, and Fried Sargasso Sea Eels: Readings by Jan Stinchcomb, Stephanie Yu, and 

Maurice Ruffin 

From Micro, a Podcast for Short But Powerful Writing 

By Micro  

 

Micro is a podcast for short but powerful writing. Each episode features a few short pieces of fiction, creative 

nonfiction, and/or poetry read by the author. 

Power plays, freedom, and defiance are themes found in these three pieces of microfiction. From medieval 

times to New Orleans during Hurricane Katrina, they range from magical to somber, humorous to gory. 

Enjoy! 

Subscribe and listen in full, wherever you get your podcasts! 

This first piece offers a spin on a magical creature, at once rendering it, like the moon, into something else 

entirely. It’s called “Teacup Werewolf.” It was written by Jan Stinchcomb and published by Wigleaf in 

November 2019. 

This next piece captures all the delightful gore of a medieval drama, but it’s more than just gratifying; there’s 

something haunting beneath the surface. It’s called “Lord Randall.” It was written by Stephanie Yu and 

published by Longleaf Review. 

https://micropodcast.org/
https://lithub.com/author/micropodcast/
https://micropodcast.org/about/
http://www.wigleaf.com/201911teacup.htm
https://longleafreview.com/stephanie-yu/
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This final piece combines the power of voice with an historic event, using a small moment to emphasize 

massive devastation. It’s called “Mercury Forges.” It was written by Maurice Ruffin, was originally published 

by the Apalachee Review, and appears in his new book titled The Ones Who Don’t Say They Love You. 

_____________________________ 

Micro is edited and curated by Dylan Evers and produced and hosted by Drew Hawkins. Theme song is by 

Matt Ordes. Follow the show on Twitter at @podcastmicro. 

Jan Stinchcomb is the author of two novellas and a chapbook and has stories in The Best Small Fictions 2018 

& 2021 and in Best Microfiction 2020. 

Stephanie Yu a writer and attorney in Los Angeles whose work has appeared in Hobart, Phoebe Journal, X-

R-A-Y, and elsewhere. 

Maurice Carlos Ruffin is the author of The Ones Who Don’t Say They Love You and We Cast a Shadow. 

FictionJan StinchcombLit Hub RadioMaurice RuffinMicropodcastshort storiesStephanie Yu  

 

 

 

 

Micro 

Micro is a podcast for short but powerful writing. Each episode features a few short pieces of fiction, creative 

nonfiction, and/or poetry read by the author. Edited and curated by Dylan Evers and produced and hosted by 

Drew Hawkins. 

https://lithub.com/pirogues-silver-bullets-and-fried-sargasso-sea-eels-readings-by-jan-stinchcomb-

stephanie- 

  

https://www2.latech.edu/~bmagee/louisiana_anthology/texts/ruffin/ruffin--mercury_forges.html
https://twitter.com/podcastmicro
https://lithub.com/tag/fiction/
https://lithub.com/tag/jan-stinchcomb/
https://lithub.com/tag/lit-hub-radio/
https://lithub.com/tag/maurice-ruffin/
https://lithub.com/tag/micro/
https://lithub.com/tag/podcast/
https://lithub.com/tag/short-stories/
https://lithub.com/tag/stephanie-yu/
https://lithub.com/author/micropodcast/
https://lithub.com/pirogues-silver-bullets-and-fried-sargasso-sea-eels-readings-by-jan-stinchcomb-stephanie-
https://lithub.com/pirogues-silver-bullets-and-fried-sargasso-sea-eels-readings-by-jan-stinchcomb-stephanie-
https://lithub.com/author/micropodcast/
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The Adventure of Wisteria Lodge 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle  

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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1. The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott Eccles 

I find it recorded in my notebook that it was a bleak and windy day towards the end of March in the year 

1892. Holmes had received a telegram while we sat at our lunch, and he had scribbled a reply. He made no 

remark, but the matter remained in his thoughts, for he stood in front of the fire afterwards with a thoughtful 

face, smoking his pipe, and casting an occasional glance at the message. Suddenly he turned upon me with a 

mischievous twinkle in his eyes. 

"I suppose, Watson, we must look upon you as a man of letters," said he. "How do you define the word 

'grotesque'?" 

"Strange--remarkable," I suggested. 

He shook his head at my definition. 

"There is surely something more than that," said he; "some underlying suggestion of the tragic and the 

terrible. If you cast your mind back to some of those narratives with which you have afflicted a long-suffering 

public, you will recognize how often the grotesque has deepened into the criminal. Think of that little affair of 

the red-headed men. That was grotesque enough in the outset, and yet it ended in a desperate attempt at 

robbery. Or, again, there was that most grotesque affair of the five orange pips, which let straight to a 

murderous conspiracy. The word puts me on the alert." 

"Have you it there?" I asked. 

He read the telegram aloud. 

"Have just had most incredible and grotesque experience. May I consult you? 

"Scott Eccles, "Post Office, Charing Cross." 

"Man or woman?" I asked. 

"Oh, man, of course. No woman would ever send a reply-paid telegram. She would have come." 

"Will you see him?" 

"My dear Watson, you know how bored I have been since we locked up Colonel Carruthers. My mind is like 

a racing engine, tearing itself to pieces because it is not connected up with the work for which it was built. 

Life is commonplace, the papers are sterile; audacity and romance seem to have passed forever from the 

criminal world. Can you ask me, then, whether I am ready to look into any new problem, however trivial it 

may prove? But here, unless I am mistaken, is our client." 

A measured step was heard upon the stairs, and a moment later a stout, tall, gray-whiskered and solemnly 

respectable person was ushered into the room. His life history was written in his heavy features and pompous 

manner. From his spats to his gold-rimmed spectacles he was a Conservative, a churchman, a good citizen, 

orthodox and conventional to the last degree. But some amazing experience had disturbed his native 

composure and left its traces in his bristling hair, his flushed, angry cheeks, and his flurried, excited manner. 

He plunged instantly into his business. 
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"I have had a most singular and unpleasant experience, Mr. Holmes," said he. "Never in my life have I been 

placed in such a situation. It is most improper--most outrageous. I must insist upon some explanation." He 

swelled and puffed in his anger. 

"Pray sit down, Mr. Scott Eccles," said Holmes in a soothing voice. "May I ask, in the first place, why you 

came to me at all?" 

"Well, sir, it did not appear to be a matter which concerned the police, and yet, when you have heard the facts, 

you must admit that I could not leave it where it was. Private detectives are a class with whom I have 

absolutely no sympathy, but none the less, having heard your name--" 

"Quite so. But, in the second place, why did you not come at once?" 

Holmes glanced at his watch. 

"It is a quarter-past two," he said. "Your telegram was dispatched about one. But no one can glance at your 

toilet and attire without seeing that your disturbance dates from the moment of your waking." 

Our client smoothed down his unbrushed hair and felt his unshaven chin. 

"You are right, Mr. Holmes. I never gave a thought to my toilet. I was only too glad to get out of such a 

house. But I have been running round making inquiries before I came to you. I went to the house agents, you 

know, and they said that Mr. Garcia's rent was paid up all right and that everything was in order at Wisteria 

Lodge." 

"Come, come, sir," said Holmes, laughing. "You are like my friend, Dr. Watson, who has a bad habit of 

telling his stories wrong end foremost. Please arrange your thoughts and let me know, in their due sequence, 

exactly what those events are which have sent you out unbrushed and unkempt, with dress boots and 

waistcoat buttoned awry, in search of advice and assistance." 

Our client looked down with a rueful face at his own unconventional appearance. 

"I'm sure it must look very bad, Mr. Holmes, and I am not aware that in my whole life such a thing has ever 

happened before. But will tell you the whole queer business, and when I have done so you will admit, I am 

sure, that there has been enough to excuse me." 

But his narrative was nipped in the bud. There was a bustle outside, and Mrs. Hudson opened the door to 

usher in two robust and official-looking individuals, one of whom was well known to us as Inspector Gregson 

of Scotland Yard, an energetic, gallant, and, within his limitations, a capable officer. He shook hands with 

Holmes and introduced his comrade as Inspector Baynes, of the Surrey Constabulary. 

"We are hunting together, Mr. Holmes, and our trail lay in this direction." He turned his bulldog eyes upon 

our visitor. "Are you Mr. John Scott Eccles, of Popham House, Lee?" 

"I am." 

"We have been following you about all the morning." 

"You traced him through the telegram, no doubt," said Holmes. 

"Exactly, Mr. Holmes. We picked up the scent at Charing Cross Post-Office and came on here." 
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"But why do you follow me? What do you want?" 

"We wish a statement, Mr. Scott Eccles, as to the events which let up to the death last night of Mr. Aloysius 

Garcia, of Wisteria Lodge, near Esher." 

Our client had sat up with staring eyes and every tinge of colour struck from his astonished face. 

"Dead? Did you say he was dead?" 

"Yes, sir, he is dead." 

"But how? An accident?" 

"Murder, if ever there was one upon earth." 

"Good God! This is awful! You don't mean--you don't mean that I am suspected?" 

"A letter of yours was found in the dead man's pocket, and we know by it that you had planned to pass last 

night at his house." 

"So I did." 

"Oh, you did, did you?" 

Out came the official notebook. 

"Wait a bit, Gregson," said Sherlock Holmes. "All you desire is a plain statement, is it not?" 

"And it is my duty to warn Mr. Scott Eccles that it may be used against him." 

"Mr. Eccles was going to tell us about it when you entered the room. I think, Watson, a brandy and soda 

would do him no harm. Now, sir, I suggest that you take no notice of this addition to your audience, and that 

you proceed with your narrative exactly as you would have done had you never been interrupted." 

Our visitor had gulped off the brandy and the colour had returned to his face. With a dubious glance at the 

inspector's notebook, he plunged at once into his extraordinary statement. 

"I am a bachelor," said he, "and being of a sociable turn I cultivate a large number of friends. Among these 

are the family of a retired brewer called Melville, living at Abermarle Mansion, Kensington. It was at his table 

that I met some weeks ago a young fellow named Garcia. He was, I understood, of Spanish descent and 

connected in some way with the embassy. He spoke perfect English, was pleasing in his manners, and as 

good-looking a man as ever I saw in my life. 

"In some way we struck up quite a friendship, this young fellow and I. He seemed to take a fancy to me from 

the first, and within two days of our meeting he came to see me at Lee. One thing led to another, and it ended 

in his inviting me out to spend a few days at his house, Wisteria Lodge, between Esher and Oxshott. 

Yesterday evening I went to Esher to fulfil this engagement. 

"He had described his household to me before I went there. He lived with a faithful servant, a countryman of 

his own, who looked after all his needs. This fellow could speak English and did his housekeeping for him. 

Then there was a wonderful cook, he said, a half-breed whom he had picked up in his travels, who could serve 
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an excellent dinner. I remember that he remarked what a queer household it was to find in the heart of Surrey, 

and that I agreed with him, though it has proved a good deal queerer than I thought. 

"I drove to the place--about two miles on the south side of Esher. The house was a fair-sized one, standing 

back from the road, with a curving drive which was banked with high evergreen shrubs. It was an old, 

tumbledown building in a crazy state of disrepair. When the trap pulled up on the grass-grown drive in front 

of the blotched and weather-stained door, I had doubts as to my wisdom in visiting a man whom I knew so 

slightly. He opened the door himself, however, and greeted me with a great show of cordiality. I was handed 

over to the manservant, a melancholy, swarthy individual, who led the way, my bag in his hand, to my 

bedroom. The whole place was depressing. Our dinner was tete-a-tete, and though my host did his best to be 

entertaining, his thoughts seemed to continually wander, and he talked so vaguely and wildly that I could 

hardly understand him. He continually drummed his fingers on the table, gnawed his nails, and gave other 

signs of nervous impatience. The dinner itself was neither well served nor well cooked, and the gloomy 

presence of the taciturn servant did not help to enliven us. I can assure you that many times in the course of 

the evening I wished that I could invent some excuse which would take me back to Lee. 

"One thing comes back to my memory which may have a bearing upon the business that you two gentlemen 

are investigating. I thought nothing of it at the time. Near the end of dinner a note was handed in by the 

servant. I noticed that after my host had read it he seemed even more distrait and strange than before. He gave 

up all pretence at conversation and sat, smoking endless cigarettes, lost in his own thoughts, but he made no 

remark as to the contents. About eleven I was glad to go to bed. Some time later Garcia looked in at my door-

-the room was dark at the time- -and asked me if I had rung. I said that I had not. He apologized for having 

disturbed me so late, saying that it was nearly one o'clock. I dropped off after this and slept soundly all night. 

"And now I come to the amazing part of my tale. When I woke it was broad daylight. I glanced at my watch, 

and the time was nearly nine. I had particularly asked to be called at eight, so I was very much astonished at 

this forgetfulness. I sprang up and rang for the servant. There was no response. I rang again and again, with 

the same result. Then I came to the conclusion that the bell was out of order. I huddled on my clothes and 

hurried downstairs in an exceedingly bad temper to order some hot water. You can imagine my surprise when 

I found that there was no one there. I shouted in the hall. There was no answer. Then I ran from room to room. 

All were deserted. My host had shown me which was his bedroom the night before, so I knocked at the door. 

No reply. I turned the handle and walked in. The room was empty, and the bed had never been slept in. He 

had gone with the rest. The foreign host, the foreign footman, the foreign cook, all had vanished in the night! 

That was the end of my visit to Wisteria Lodge." 

Sherlock Holmes was rubbing his hands and chuckling as he added this bizarre incident to his collection of 

strange episodes. 

"Your experience is, so far as I know, perfectly unique," said he. "May I ask, sir, what you did then?" 

"I was furious. My first idea was that I had been the victim of some absurd practical joke. I packed my things, 

banged the hall door behind me, and set off for Esher, with my bag in my hand. I called at Allan Brothers', the 

chief land agents in the village, and found that it was from this firm that the villa had been rented. It struck me 

that the whole proceeding could hardly be for the purpose of making a fool of me, and that the main objet 

must be to get out of the rent. It is late in March, so quarter- day is at hand. But this theory would not work. 

The agent was obliged to me for my warning, but told me that the rent had been paid in advance. Then I made 

my way to town and called at the Spanish embassy. The man was unknown there. After this I went to see 

Melville, at whose house I had first met Garcia, but I found that he really knew rather less about him than I 
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did. Finally when I got your reply to my wire I came out to you, since I gather that you are a person who gives 

advice in difficult cases. But now, Mr. Inspector, I understand, from what you said when you entered the 

room, that you can carry the story on, and that some tragedy had occurred. I can assure you that every word I 

have said is the truth, and that, outside of what I have told you, I know absolutely nothing about the fate of 

this man. My only desire is to help the law in every possible way." 

"I am sure of it, Mr. Scott Eccles--I am sure of it," said Inspector Gregson in a very amiable tone. "I am bound 

to say that everything which you have said agrees very closely with the facts as they have come to our notice. 

For example, there was that note which arrived during dinner. Did you chance to observe what became of it?" 

"Yes, I did. Garcia rolled it up and threw it into the fire." 

"What do you say to that, Mr. Baynes?" 

The country detective was a stout, puffy, red man, whose face was only redeemed from grossness by two 

extraordinarily bright eyes, almost hidden behind the heavy creases of cheek and brow. With a slow smile he 

drew a folded and discoloured scrap of paper from his pocket. 

"It was a dog-grate, Mr. Holmes, and he overpitched it. I picked this out unburned from the back of it." 

Holmes smiled his appreciation. 

"You must have examined the house very carefully to find a single pellet of paper." 

"I did, Mr. Holmes. It's my way. Shall I read it, Mr. Gregson?" 

The Londoner nodded. 

"The note is written upon ordinary cream-laid paper without watermark. It is a quarter-sheet. The paper is cut 

off in two snips with a short-bladed scissors. It has been folded over three times and sealed with purple wax, 

put on hurriedly and pressed down with some flat oval object. It is addressed to Mr. Garcia, Wisteria Lodge. It 

says: 

"Our own colours, green and white. Green open, white shut. Main stair, first corridor, seventh right, green 

baize. Godspeed. D. 

"It is a woman's writing, done with a sharp-pointed pen, but the address is either done with another pen or by 

someone else. It is thicker and bolder, as you see." 

"A very remarkable note," said Holmes, glancing it over. "I must compliment you, Mr. Baynes, upon your 

attention to detail in your examination of it. A few trifling points might perhaps be added. The oval seal is 

undoubtedly a plain sleeve-link--what else is of such a shape? The scissors were bent nail scissors. Short as 

the two snips are, you can distinctly see the same slight curve in each." 

The country detective chuckled. 

"I thought I had squeezed all the juice out of it, but I see there was a little over," he said. "I'm bound to say 

that I make nothing of the note except that there was something on hand, and that a woman, as usual was at 

the bottom of it." 

Mr. Scott Eccles had fidgeted in his seat during this conversation. 
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"I am glad you found the note, since it corroborates my story," said he. "But I beg to point out that I have not 

yet heard what has happened to Mr. Garcia, nor what has become of his household." 

"As to Garcia," said Gregson, "that is easily answered. He was found dead this morning upon Oxshott 

Common, nearly a mile from his home. His head had been smashed to pulp by heavy blows of a sandbag or 

some such instrument, which had crushed rather than wounded. It is a lonely corner, and there is no house 

within a quarter of a mile of the spot. He had apparently been struck down first from behind, but his assailant 

had gone on beating him long after he was dead. It was a most furious assault. There are no footsteps nor any 

clue to the criminals." 

"Robbed?" 

"No, there was no attempt at robbery." 

"This is very painful--very painful and terrible," said Mr. Scott Eccles in a querulous voice, "but it is really 

uncommonly hard on me. I had nothing to do with my host going off upon a nocturnal excursion and meeting 

so sad an end. How do I come to be mixed up with the case?" 

"Very simply, sir," Inspector Baynes answered. "The only document found in the pocket of the deceased was 

a letter from you saying that you would be with him on the night of his death. It was the envelope of this letter 

which gave us the dead man's name and address. It was after nine this morning when we reached his house 

and found neither you nor anyone else inside it. I wired to Mr. Gregson to run you down in London while I 

examined Wisteria Lodge. Then I came into town, joined Mr. Gregson, and here we are." 

"I think now," said Gregson, rising, "we had best put this matter into an official shape. You will come round 

with us to the station, Mr. Scott Eccles, and let us have your statement in writing." 

"Certainly, I will come at once. But I retain your services, Mr. Holmes. I desire you to spare no expense and 

no pains to get at the truth." 

My friend turned to the country inspector. 

"I suppose that you have no objection to my collaborating with you, Mr. Baynes?" 

"Highly honoured, sir, I am sure." 

"You appear to have been very prompt and businesslike in all that you have done. Was there any clue, may I 

ask, as to the exact hour that the man met his death?" 

"He had been there since one o'clock. There was rain about that time, and his death had certainly been before 

the rain." 

"But that is perfectly impossible, Mr. Baynes," cried our client. "His voice is unmistakable. I could swear to it 

that it was he who addressed me in my bedroom at that very hour." 

"Remarkable, but by no means impossible," said Holmes, smiling. 

"You have a clue?" asked Gregson. 

"On the face of it the case is not a very complex one, though it certainly presents some novel and interesting 

features. A further knowledge of facts is necessary before I would venture to give a final and definite opinion. 
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By the way, Mr. Baynes, did you find anything remarkable besides this note in your examination of the 

house?" 

The detective looked at my friend in a singular way. 

"There were," said he, "one or two very remarkable things. Perhaps when I have finished at the police-station 

you would care to come out and give me your opinion of them." 

In am entirely at your service," said Sherlock Holmes, ringing the bell. "You will show these gentlemen out, 

Mrs. Hudson, and kindly send the boy with this telegram. He is to pay a five- shilling reply." 

We sat for some time in silence after our visitors had left. Holmes smoked hard, with his browns drawn down 

over his keen eyes, and his head thrust forward in the eager way characteristic of the man. 

"Well, Watson," he asked, turning suddenly upon me, "what do you make of it?" 

"I can make nothing of this mystification of Scott Eccles." 

"But the crime?" 

"Well, taken with the disappearance of the man's companions, I should say that they were in some way 

concerned in the murder and had fled from justice." 

"That is certainly a possible point of view. On the face of it you must admit, however, that it is very strange 

that his two servants should have been in a conspiracy against him and should have attacked him on the one 

night when he had a guest. They had him alone at their mercy every other night in the week." 

"Then why did they fly?" 

"Quite so. Why did they fly? There is a big fact. Another big fact is the remarkable experience of our client, 

Scott Eccles. Now, my dear Watson, is it beyond the limits of human ingenuity to furnish an explanation 

which would cover both of these big facts? If it were one which would also admit of the mysterious note with 

its very curious phraseology, why, then it would be worth accepting as a temporary hypothesis. If the fresh 

facts which come to our knowledge all fit themselves into the scheme, then our hypothesis may gradually 

become a solution." 

"But what is our hypothesis?" 

Holmes leaned back in his chair with half-closed eyes. 

"You must admit, my dear Watson, that the idea of a joke is impossible. There were grave events afoot, as the 

sequel showed, and the coaxing of Scott Eccles to Wisteria Lodge had some connection with them." 

"But what possible connection?" 

"Let us take it link by link. There is, on the face of it, something unnatural about this strange and sudden 

friendship between the young Spaniard and Scott Eccles. It was the former who forced the pace. He called 

upon Eccles at the other end of London on the very day after he first met him, and he kept in close touch with 

him until he got him down to Esher. Now, what did he want with Eccles? What could Eccles supply? I see no 

charm in the man. He is not particulary intelligent--not a man likely to be congenial to a quick-witted Latin. 

Why, then, was he picked out from all the other people whom Garcia met as particularly suited to his 
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purpose? Has he any one outstanding quality? I say that he has. He is the very type of conventional British 

respectability, and the very man as a witness to impress another Briton. You saw yourself how neither of the 

inspectors dreamed of questioning his statement, extraordinary as it was." 

"But what was he to witness?" 

"Nothing, as things turned out, but everything had they gone another way. That is how I read the matter." 

"I see, he might have proved an alibi." 

"Exactly, my dear Watson; he might have proved an alibi. We will suppose, for argument's sake, that the 

household of Wisteria Lodge are confederates in some design. The attempt, whatever it may be, is to come 

off, we will say, before one o'clock. By some juggling of the clocks it is quite possible that they may have got 

Scott Eccles to bed earlier than he thought, but in any case it is likely that when Garcia went out of his way to 

tell him that it was one it was really not more than twelve. If Garcia could do whatever he had to do and be 

back by the hour mentioned he had evidently a powerful reply to any accusation. Here was this irreproachable 

Englishman ready to swear in any court of law that the accused was in the house all the time. It was an 

insurance against the worst." 

"Yes, yes, I see that. But how about the disappearance of the others?" 

"I have not all my facts yet, but I do not think there are any insuperable difficulties. Still, it is an error to argue 

in front of your data. You find yourself insensibly twisting them round to fit your theories." 

"And the message?" 

"How did it run? 'Our own colours, green and white.' Sounds like racing. 'Green open, white shut.' That is 

clearly a signal. 'Main stair, first corridor, seventh right, green baize.' This is an assignation. We may find a 

jealous husband at the bottom of it all. It was clearly a dangerous quest. She would not have said 'Godspeed' 

had it not been so. 'D'--that should be a guide." 

"The man was a Spaniard. I suggest that 'D' stands for Dolores, a common female name in Spain." 

"Good, Watson, very good--but quite inadmissable. A Spaniard would write to a Spaniard in Spanish. The 

writer of this note is certainly English. Well, we can only possess our soul in patience until this excellent 

inspector come back for us. Meanwhile we can thank our lucky fate which has rescued us for a few short 

hours from the insufferable fatigues of idleness." 

An answer had arrived to Holmes's telegram before our Surrey officer had returned. Holmes read it and was 

about to place it in his notebook when he caught a glimpse of my expectant face. He tossed it across with a 

laugh. 

"We are moving in exalted circles," said he. 

The telegram was a list of names and addresses: 

Lord Harringby, The Dingle; Sir George Ffolliott, Oxshott Towers; Mr. Hynes Hynes, J.P., Purdley Place; 

Mr. James Baker Williams, Forton Old Hall; Mr. Henderson, High Gable; Rev. Joshua Stone, Nether 

Walsling. 
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"This is a very obvious way of limiting our field of operations," said Holmes. "No doubt Baynes, with his 

methodical mind, has already adopted some similar plan." 

"I don't quite understand." 

"Well, my dear fellow, we have already arrived at the conclusion that the massage received by Garcia at 

dinner was an appointment or an assignation. Now, if the obvious reading of it is correct, and in order to keep 

the tryst one has to ascend a main stair and seek the seventh door in a corridor, it is perfectly clear that the 

house is a very large one. It is equally certain that this house cannot be more than a mile or two from Oxshott, 

since Garcia was walking in that direction and hoped, according to my reading of the facts, to be back in 

Wisteria Lodge in time to avail himself of an alibi, which would only be valid up to one o'clock. As the 

number of large houses close to Oxshott must be limited, I adopted the obvious method of sending to the 

agents mentioned by Scott Eccles and obtaining a list of them. Here they are in this telegram, and the other 

end of our tangled skein must lie among them." 

It was nearly six o'clock before we found ourselves in the pretty Surrey village of Esher, with Inspector 

Baynes as our companion. 

Holmes and I had taken things for the night, and found comfortable quarters at the Bull. Finally we set out in 

the company of the detective on our visit to Wisteria Lodge. It was a cold, dark March evening, with a sharp 

wind and a fine rain beating upon our faces, a fit setting for the wild common over which our road passed and 

the tragic goal to which it led us. 

2. The Tiger of San Pedro 

A cold and melancholy walk of a couple of miles brought us to a high wooden gate, which opened into a 

gloomy avenue of chestnuts. The curved and shadowed drive led us to a low, dark house, pitch- black against 

a slate-coloured sky. From the front window upon the left of the door there peeped a glimmer of a feeble 

light. 

"There's a constable in possession," said Baynes. "I'll knock at the window." He stepped across the grass plot 

and tapped with his hand on the pane. Through the fogged glass I dimly saw a man spring up from a chair 

beside the fire, and heard a sharp cry from within the room. An instant later a white-faced, hard- breathing 

policeman had opened the door, the candle wavering in his trembling hand. 

"What's the matter, Walters?" asked Baynes sharply. 

The man mopped his forehead with his handkerchief and agave a long sigh of relief. 

"I am glad you have come, sir. It has been a long evening, and I don't think my nerve is as good as it was." 

"Your nerve, Walters? I should not have thought you had a nerve in your body." 

"Well, sir, it's this lonely, silent house and the queer thing in the kitchen. Then when you tapped at the 

window I thought it had come again." 

"That what had come again?" 

"The devil, sir, for all I know. It was at the window." 

"What was at the window, and when?" 
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"It was just about two hours ago. The light was just fading. I was sitting reading in the chair. I don't know 

what made me look up, but there was a face looking in at me through the lower pane. Lord, sir, what a face it 

was! I'll see it in my dreams." 

"Tut, tut, Walters. This is not talk for a police-constable." 

"I know, sir, I know; but it shook me, sir, and there's no use to deny it. It wasn't black, sir, nor was it white, 

nor any colour that I know but a kind of queer shade like clay with a splash of milk in it. Then there was the 

size of it--it was twice yours, sir. And the look of it--the great staring goggle eyes, and the line of white teeth 

like a hungry beast. I tell you, sir, I couldn't move a finger, nor get my breath, till it whisked away and was 

gone. Out I ran and through the shrubbery, but thank God there was no one there." 

"If I didn't know you were a good man, Walters, I should put a black mark against you for this. If it were the 

devil himself a constable on duty should never thank God that he could not lay his hands upon him. I suppose 

the whole thing is not a vision and a touch of nerves?" 

"That, at least, is very easily settled," said Holmes, lighting his little pocket lantern. "Yes," he reported, after a 

short examination of the grass bed, "a number twelve shoe, I should say. If he was all on the same scale as his 

foot he must certainly have been a giant." 

"What became of him?" 

"He seems to have broken through the shrubbery and made for the road." 

"Well," said the inspector with a grave and thoughtful face, "whoever he may have been, and whatever he 

may have wanted, he's gone for the present, and we have more immediate things to attend to. Now, Mr. 

Holmes, with your permission, I will show you round the house." 

The various bedrooms and sitting-rooms had yielded nothing to a careful search. Apparently the tenants had 

brought little or nothing with them, and all the furniture down to the smallest details had been taken over with 

the house. A good deal of clothing with the stamp of Marx and Co., High Holborn, had been left behind. 

Telegraphic inquiries had been already made which showed that Marx knew nothing of his customer save that 

he was a good payer. Odds and ends, some pipes, a few novels, two of them in Spanish, and old-fashioned 

pinfire revolver, and a guitar were among the personal property. 

"Nothing in all this," said Baynes, stalking, candle in hand, from room to room. "But now, Mr. Holmes, I 

invite your attention to the kitchen." 

It was a gloomy, high-ceilinged room at the back of the house, with a straw litter in one corner, which served 

apparently as a bed for the cook. The table was piled with half-eaten dishes and dirty plates, the debris of last 

night's dinner. 

"Look at this," said Baynes. "What do you make of it?" 

He held up his candle before an extraordinary object which stood at the back of the dresser. It was so wrinkled 

and shrunken and withered that it was difficult to say what it might have been. One could but say that it was 

black and leathery and that it bore some resemblance to a dwarfish, human figure. At first, as I examined it, I 

thought that it was a mummified negro baby, and then it seemed a very twisted and ancient monkey. Finally I 

was left in doubt as to whether it was animal or human. A double band of white shells were strung round the 

centre of it. 
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"Very interesting--very interesting, indeed!" said Holmes, peering at this sinister relic. "Anything more?" 

In silence Baynes led the way to the sink and held forward his candle. The limbs and body of some large, 

white bird, torn savagely to pieces with the feathers still on, were littered all over it. Holmes pointed to the 

wattles on the severed head. 

"A white cock," said he. "Most interesting! It is really a very curious case." 

But Mr. Baynes had kept his most sinister exhibit to the last. >From under the sink he drew a zinc pail which 

contained a quantity of blood. Then from the table he took a platter heaped with small pieces of charred bone. 

"Something has been killed and something has been burned. We raked all these out of the fire. We had a 

doctor in this morning. He says that they are not human." 

Holmes smiled and rubbed his hands. 

"I must congratulate you, Inspector, on handling so distinctive and instructive a case. Your powers, if I may 

say so without offence, seem superior to your opportunities." 

Inspector Baynes's small eyes twinkled with pleasure. 

"You're right, Mr. Holmes. We stagnate in the provinces. A case of this sort gives a man a chance, and I hope 

that I shall take it. What do you make of these bones?" 

"A lamb, I should say, or a kid." 

"And the white cock?" 

"Curious, Mr. Baynes, very curious. I should say almost unique." 

"Yes, sir, there must have been some very strange people with some very strange ways in this house. One of 

them is dead. Did his companions follow him and kill him? If they did we should have them, for every port is 

watched. But my own views are different. Yes, sir, my own views are very different." 

"You have a theory then?" 

"And I'll work it myself, Mr. Holmes. It's only due to my own credit to do so. Your name is made, but I have 

still to make mine. I should be glad to be able to say afterwards that I had solved it without your help." 

Holmes laughed good-humoredly. 

"Well, well, Inspector," said he. "Do you follow your path and I will follow mine. My results are always very 

much at your service if you care to apply to me for them. I think that I have seen all that I wish in this house, 

and that my time may be more profitably employed elsewhere. Au revoir and good luck!" 

I could tell by numerous subtle signs, which might have been lost upon anyone but myself, that Holmes was 

on a hot scent. As impassive as ever to the casual observer, there were none the less a subdued eagerness and 

suggestion of tension in his brightened eyes and brisker manner which assured me that the game was afoot. 

After his habit he said nothing, and after mine I asked no questions. Sufficient for me to share the sport and 

lend my humble help to the capture without distracting that intent brain with needless interruption. All would 

come round to me in due time. 
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I waited, therefore--but to my ever-deepening disappointment I waited in vain. Day succeeded day, and my 

friend took no step forward. One morning he spent in town, and I learned from a casual reference that he had 

visited the British Museum. Save for this one excursion, he spent his days in long and often solitary walks, or 

in chatting with a number of village gossips whose acquaintance he had cultivated. 

"I'm sure, Watson, a week in the country will be invaluable to you," he remarked. "It is very pleasant to see 

the first green shoots upon the hedges and the catkins on the hazels once again. With a spud, a tin box, and an 

elementary book on botany, there are instructive days to be spent." He prowled about with this equipment 

himself, but it was a poor show of plants which he would bring back of an evening. 

Occasionally in our rambles we came across Inspector Baynes. His fat, red face wreathed itself in smiles and 

his small eyes glittered as he greeted my companion. He said little about the case, but from that little we 

gathered that he also was not dissatisfied at the course of events. I must admit, however, that I was somewhat 

surprised when, some five days after the crime, I opened my morning paper to find in large letters: 

THE OXSHOTT MYSTERY A SOLUTION ARREST OF SUPPOSED ASSASSIN 

Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had been stung when I read the headlines. 

"By Jove!" he cried. "You don't mean that Baynes has got him?" 

"Apparently," said I as I read the following report: 

"Great excitement was caused in Esher and the neighbouring district when it was learned late last night that an 

arrest had been effected in connection with the Oxshott murder. It will be remembered that Mr. Garcia, of 

Wisteria Lodge, was found dead on Oxshott Common, his body showing signs of extreme violence, and that 

on the same night his servant and his cook fled, which appeared to show their participation in the crime. It 

was suggested, but never proved, that the deceased gentleman may have had valuables in the house, and that 

their abstraction was the motive of the crime. Every effort was made by Inspector Baynes, who has the case in 

hand, to ascertain the hiding place of the fugitives, and he had good reason to believe that they had not gone 

far but were lurking in some retreat which had been already prepared. It was certain from the first, however, 

that they would eventually be detected, as the cook, from the evidence of one or two tradespeople who have 

caught a glimpse of him through the window, was a man of most remarkable appearance--being a huge and 

hideous mulatto, with yellowish features of a pronounced negroid type. This man has been seen since the 

crime, for he was detected and pursued by Constable Walters on the same evening, when he had the audacity 

to revisit Wisteria Lodge. Inspector Baynes, considering that such a visit must have some purpose in view and 

was likely, therefore, to be repeated, abandoned the house but left an ambuscade in the shrubbery. The man 

walked into the trap and was captured last night after a struggle in which Constable Downing was badly bitten 

by the savage. We understand that when the prison is brought before the magistrates a remand will be applied 

for by the police, and that great developments are hoped from his capture." 

"Really we must see Baynes at once," cried Holmes, picking up his hat. "We will just catch him before he 

starts." We hurried down the village street and found, as we had expected, that the inspector was just leaving 

his lodgings. 

"You've seen the paper, Mr. Holmes?" he asked, holding one out to us. 

"Yes, Baynes, I've seen it. Pray don't think it a liberty if I give you a word of friendly warning." 

"Of warning, Mr. Holmes?" 
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"I have looked into this case with some care, and I am not convinced that you are on the right lines. I don't 

want you to commit yourself too far unless you are sure." 

"You're very kind, Mr. Holmes." 

"I assure you I speak for your good." 

It seemed to me that something like a wink quivered for an instant over one of Mr. Baynes's tiny eyes. 

"We agreed to work on our own lines, Mr. Holmes. That's what I am doing." 

"Oh, very good," said Holmes. "Don't blame me." 

"No, sir; I believe you mean well by me. But we all have our own systems, Mr. Holmes. You have yours, and 

maybe I have mine." 

"Let us say no more about it." 

"You're welcome always to my news. This fellow is a perfect savage, as strong as a cart-horse and as fierce as 

the devil. He chewed Downing's thumb nearly off before they could master him. He hardly speaks a word of 

English, and we can get nothing out of him but grunts." 

"And you think you have evidence that he murdered his late master?" 

"I didn't say so, Mr. Holmes; I didn't say so. We all have our little ways. You try yours and I will try mine. 

That's the agreement." 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders as we walked away together. "I can't make the man out. He seems to be riding 

for a fall. Well, as he says, we must each try our own way and see what comes of it. But there's something in 

Inspector Baynes which I can't quite understand." 

"Just sit down in that chair, Watson," said Sherlock Holmes when we had returned to our apartment at the 

Bull. "I want to put you in touch with the situation, as I may need your help to-night. Let me show you the 

evolution of this case so far as I have been able to follow it. Simple as it has been in its leading features, it has 

none the less presented surprising difficulties in the way of an arrest. There are gaps in that direction which 

we have still to fill. 

"We will go back to the note which was handed in to Garcia upon the evening of his death. We may put aside 

this idea of Baynes's that Garcia's servants were concerned in the matter. The proof of this lies in the fact that 

it was he who had arranged for the presence of Scott Eccles, which could only have been done for the purpose 

of an alibi. It was Garcia, then, who had an enterprise, and apparently a criminal enterprise, in hand that night 

in the course of which he met his death. I say 'criminal' because only a man with a criminal enterprise desires 

to establish an alibi. Who, then, is most likely to have taken his life? Surely the person against whom the 

criminal enterprise was directed. So far it seems to me that we are on safe ground. 

"We can now see a reason for the disappearance of Garcia's household. They were all confederates in the 

same unknown crime. If it came off when Garcia returned, any possible suspicion would be warded off by the 

Englishman's evidence, and all would be well. But the attempt was a dangerous one, and if Garcia did not 

return by a certain hour it was probable that his own life had been sacrificed. It had been arranged, therefore, 

that in such a case his two subordinates were to make for some prearranged spot where they could escape 
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investigation and be in a position afterwards to renew their attempt. That would fully explain the facts, would 

it not?" 

The whole inexplicable tangle seemed to straighten out before me. I wondered, as I always did, how it had not 

been obvious to me before. 

"But why should one servant return?" 

"We can imagine that in the confusion of flight something precious, something which he could not bear to 

part with, had been left behind. That would explain his persistence, would it not?" 

"Well, what is the next step?" 

"The next step is the note received by Garcia at the dinner. It indicates a confederate at the other end. Now, 

where was the other end? I have already shown you that it could only lie in some large house, and that the 

number of large houses is limited. My first days in this village were devoted to a series of walks in which in 

the intervals of my botanical researches I made a reconnaissance of all the large houses and an examination of 

the family history of the occupants. One house, and only one, riveted my attention. It is the famous old 

Jacobean grange of High Gable, one mile on the farther side of Oxshott, and less than half a mile from the 

scene of the tragedy. The other mansions belonged to prosaic and respectable people who live far aloof from 

romance. But Mr. Henderson, of High Gable, was by all accounts a curious man to whom curious adventures 

might befall. I concentrated my attention, therefore, upon him and his household. 

"A singular set of people, Watson--the man himself the most singular of them all. I managed to see him on a 

plausible pretext, but I seemed to read in his dark, deepset, brooding eyes that he was perfectly aware of my 

true business. He is a man of fifty, strong, active, with iron-gray hair, great bunched black eyebrows, the step 

of a deer and the air of an emperor--a fierce, masterful man, with a red-hot spirit behind his parchment face. 

He is either a foreigner or has lived long in the tropics, for he is yellow and sapless, but tough as whipcord. 

His friend and secretary, Mr. Lucas, is undoubtedly a foreigner, chocolate brown, wily, suave, and catlike, 

with a poisonous gentleness of speech. You see, Watson, we have come already upon two sets of foreigners--

one at Wisteria Lodge and one at High Gable--so our gaps are beginning to close. 

"These two men, close and confidential friends, are the centre of the household; but there is one other person 

who for our immediate purpose may be even more important. Henderson has two children--girls of eleven and 

thirteen. Their governess is a Miss Burnet, an Englishwoman of forty or thereabouts. There is also one 

confidential manservant. This little group forms the real family, for their travel about together, and Henderson 

is a great traveller, always on the move. It is only within the last weeks that he has returned, after a year's 

absence, to High Gable. I may add that he is enormously rich, and whatever his whims may be he can very 

easily satisfy them. For the rest, his house is full of butlers, footmen, maidservants, and the usual overfed, 

underworked staff of a large English country house. 

"So much I learned partly from village gossip and partly from my own observation. There are no better 

instruments than discharged servants with a grievance, and I was lucky enough to find one. I call it luck, but it 

would not have come my way had I not been looking out for it. As Baynes remarks, we all have our systems. 

It was my system which enabled me to find John Warner, late gardener of High Gable, sacked in a moment of 

temper by his imperious employer. He in turn had friends among the indoor servants who unite in their fear 

and dislike of their master. So I had my key to the secrets of the establishment. 
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"Curious people, Watson! I don't pretend to understand it all yet, but very curious people anyway. It's a 

double-winged house, and the servants live on one side, the family on the other. There's no link between the 

two save for Henderson's own servant, who serves the family's meals. Everything is carried to a certain door, 

which forms the one connection. Governess and children hardly go out at all, except into the garden. 

Henderson never by any chance walks alone. His dark secretary is like his shadow. The gossip among the 

servants is that their master is terribly afraid of something. 'Sold his soul to the devil in exchange for money,' 

says Warner, 'and expects his creditor to come up and claim his own.' Where they came from, or who they 

are, nobody has an idea. They are very violent. Twice Henderson has lashed at folk with his dog-whip, and 

only his long purse and heavy compensation have kept him out of the courts. 

"Well, now, Watson, let us judge the situation by this new information. We may take it that the letter came 

out of this strange household and was an invitation to Garcia to carry out some attempt which had already 

been planned. Who wrote the note? It was someone within the citadel, and it was a woman. Who then but 

Miss Burnet, the governess? All our reasoning seems to point that way. At any rate, we may take it asa 

hypothesis and see what consequences it would entail. I may add that Miss Burnet's age and character make it 

certain that my first idea that there might be a love interest in our story is out of the question. 

"If she wrote the note she was presumably the friend and confederate of Garcia. What, then, might she be 

expected to do if she heard of his death? If he met it in some nefarious enterprise her lips might be sealed. 

Still, in her heart, she must retain bitterness and hatred against those who had killed him and would 

presumably help so far as she could to have revenge upon them. Could we see her, then and try to use her? 

That was my first thought. But now we come to a sinister fact. Miss Burnet has not been seen by any human 

eye since the night of the murder. From that evening she has utterly vanished. Is she alive? Has she perhaps 

met her end on the same night as the friend whom she had summoned? Or is she merely a prisoner? There is 

the point which we still have to decide. 

"You will appreciate the difficulty of the situation, Watson. There is nothing upon which we can apply for a 

warrant. Our whole scheme might seem fantastic if laid before a magistrate. The woman's disappearance 

counts for nothing, since in that extraordinary household any member of it might be invisible for a week. And 

yet she may at the present moment be in danger of her life. All I can do is to watch the house and leave my 

agent, Warner, on guard at the gates. We can't let such a situation continue. If the law can do nothing we must 

take the risk ourselves." 

"What do you suggest?" 

"I know which is her room. It is accessible from the top of an outhouse. My suggestion is that you and I go to-

night and see if we can strike at the very heart of the mystery." 

It was not, I must confess, a very alluring prospect. The old house with its atmosphere of murder, the singular 

and formidable inhabitants, the unknown dangers of the approach, and the fact that we were putting ourselves 

legally in a false position all combined to damp my ardour. But there was something in the ice- cold reasoning 

of Holmes which made it impossible to shrink from any adventure which he might recommend. One knew 

that thus, and only thus, could a solution be found. I clasped his hand in silence, and the die was cast. 

But it was not destined that our investigation should have so adventurous an ending. It was about five o'clock, 

and the shadows of the March evening were beginning to fall, when an excited rustic rushed into our room. 

"They've gone, Mr. Holmes. They went by the last train. The lady broke away, and I've got her in a cab 

downstairs." 
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"Excellent, Warner!" cried Holmes, springing to his feet. "Watson, the gaps are closing rapidly." 

In the cab was a woman, half-collapsed from nervous exhaustion. She bore upon her aquiline and emaciated 

face the traces of some recent tragedy. Her head hung listlessly upon her breast, but as she raised it and turned 

her dull eyes upon us I saw that her pupils were dark dots in the centre of the broad gray iris. She was drugged 

with opium. 

"I watched at the gate, same as you advised, Mr. Holmes," said our emissary, the discharged gardener. "When 

the carriage came out I followed it to the station. She was like one walking in her sleep, but when they tried to 

get her into the train she came to life and struggled. They pushed her into the carriage. She fought her way out 

again. I took her part, got her into a cab, and here we are. I shan't forget the face at the carriage window as I 

led her away. I'd have a short life if he had his way--the black-eyed, scowling, yellow devil." 

We carried her upstairs, laid her on the sofa, and a couple of cups of the strongest coffee soon cleared her 

brain from the mists of the drug. Baynes had been summoned by Holmes, and the situation rapidly explained 

to him. 

"Why, sir, you've got me the very evidence I want," said the inspector warmly, shaking my friend by the 

hand. "I was on the same scent as you from the first." 

"What! You were after Henderson?" 

"Why, Mr. Holmes, when you were crawling in the shrubbery at High Gable I was up one of the trees in the 

plantation and saw you down below. It was just who would get his evidence first." 

"Then why did you arrest the mulatto?" 

Baynes chuckled. 

"I was sure Henderson, as he calls himself, felt that he was suspected, and that he would lie low and make no 

move so long as he thought he was in any danger. I arrested the wrong man to make him believe that our eyes 

were off him. I knew he would be likely to clear off then and give us a chance of getting at Miss Burnet." 

Holmes laid his hand upon the inspector's shoulder. 

"You will rise high in your profession. You have instinct and intuition," said he. 

Baynes flushed with pleasure. 

"I've had a plain-clothes man waiting at the station all the week. Wherever the High Gable folk go he will 

keep them in sight. But he must have been hard put to it when Miss Burnet broke away. However, your man 

picked her up, and it all ends well. We can't arrest without her evidence, that is clear, so the sooner we get a 

statement the better." 

"Every minute she gets stronger," said Holmes, glancing at the governess. "But tell me, Baynes, who is this 

man Henderson?" 

"Henderson," the inspector answered, "is Don Murillo, once call the Tiger of San Pedro." 

The Tiger of San Pedro! The whole history of the man came back to me in a flash. He had made his name as 

the most lewd and bloodthirsty tyrant that had ever governed any country with a pretence to civilization. 
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Strong, fearless, and energetic, he had sufficient virtue to enable him to impose his odious vices upon a 

cowering people for ten or twelve years. His name was a terror through all Central America. At the end of that 

time there was a universal rising against him. But he was as cunning as he was cruel, and at the first whisper 

of coming trouble he had secretly conveyed his treasures aboard a ship which was manned by devoted 

adherents. It was an empty palace which was stormed by the insurgents next day. The dictator, his two 

children, his secretary, and his wealth had all escaped them. >From that moment he had vanished from the 

world, and his identity had been a frequent subject for comment in the European press. 

"Yes, sir, Don Murillo, the Tiger of San Pedro," said Baynes. "If you look it up you will find that the San 

Pedro colours are green and white, same as in the note, Mr. Holmes. Henderson he called himself, but I traced 

him back, Paris and Rome and Madrid to Barcelona, where his ship came in in '86. They've been looking for 

him all the time for their revenge, but it is only now that they have begun to find him out." 

"They discovered him a year ago," said Miss Burnet, who had sat up and was now intently following the 

conversation. "Once already his life has been attempted, but some evil spirit shielded him. Now, again, it is 

the noble, chivalrous Garcia who has fallen, while the monster goes safe. But another will come, and yet 

another, until some day justice will be done; that is as certain as the rise of to-morrow's sun." Her thin hands 

clenched, and her worn face blanched with the passion of her hatred. 

"But how come you into this matter, Miss Burnet?" asked Holmes. "How can an English lady join in such a 

murderous affair?" 

"I join in it because there is no other way in the world by which justice can be gained. What does the law of 

England care for the rivers of blood shed years ago in San Pedro, or for the shipload of treasure which this 

man has stolen? To you they are like crimes committed in some other planet. But we know. We have learned 

the truth in sorrow and in suffering. To us there is no fiend in hell like Juan Murillo, and no peace in life while 

his victims still cry for vengeance." 

"No doubt," said Holmes, "he was as you say. I have heard that he was atrocious. But how are you affected?" 

"I will tell you it all. This villain's policy was to murder, on one pretext or another, every man who showed 

such promise that he might in time come to be a dangerous rival. My husband--yes, my real name is Signora 

Victor Durando--was the San Pedro minister in London. He met me and married me there. A nobler man 

never lived upon earth. Unhappily, Murillo heard of his excellence, recalled him on some pretext, and had 

him shot. With a premonition of his fate he had refused to take me with him. His estates were confiscated, and 

I was left with a pittance and a broken heart. 

"Then came the downfall of the tyrant. He escaped as you have just described. But the many whose lives he 

had ruined, whose nearest and dearest had suffered torture and death at his hands, would not let the matter 

rest. They banded themselves into a society which should never be dissolved until the work was done. It was 

my part after we had discovered in the transformed Henderson the fallen despot, to attach myself to his 

household and keep the others in touch with his movements. This I was able to do by securing the position of 

governess in his family. He little knew that the woman who faced him at every meal was the woman whose 

husband he had hurried at an hour's notice into eternity. I smiled on him, did my duty to his children, and 

bided my time. An attempt was made in Paris and failed. We zig- zagged swiftly here and there over Europe 

to throw off the pursuers and finally returned to this house, which he had taken upon his first arrival in 

England. 
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"But here also the ministers of justice were waiting. Knowing that he would return there, Garcia, who is the 

son of the former highest dignitary in San Pedro, was waiting with two trusty companions of humble station, 

all three fired with the same reasons for revenge. He could do little during the day, for Murillo took every 

precaution and never went out save with his satellite Lucas, or Lopez as he was known in the days of his 

greatness. At night, however, he slept alone, and the avenger might find him. On a certain evening, which had 

been prearranged, I sent my friend final instructions, for the man was forever on the alert and continually 

changed his room. I was to see that the doors were open and the signal of a green or white light in a window 

which faced the drive was to give notice if all was safe or if the attempt had better be postponed. 

"But everything went wrong with us. In some way I had excited the suspicion of Lopez, the secretary. He 

crept up behind me and sprang upon me just as I had finished the note. He and his master dragged me to my 

room and held judgment upon me as a convicted traitress. Then and there they would have plunged their 

knives into me could they have seen how to escape the consequences of the deed. Finally, after much debate, 

they concluded that my murder was too dangerous. But they determined to get rid forever of Garcia. They had 

gagged me, and Murillo twisted my arm round until I gave him the address. I swear that he might have 

twisted it off had I understood what it would mean to Garcia. Lopez addressed the note which I had written, 

sealed it with his sleeve-link, and sent it by the hand of the servant, Jose. How they murdered him I do not 

know, save that it was Murillo's hand who struck him down, for Lopez had remained to guard me. I believe he 

must have waited among the gorse bushes through which the path winds and struck him down as he passed. 

At first they were of a mind to let him enter the house and to kill him as a detected burglar; but they argued 

that if they were mixed up in an inquiry their own identity would at once be publicly disclosed and they 

would be open to further attacks. With the death of Garcia, the pursuit might cease, since such a death might 

frighten others from the task. 

"All would now have been well for them had it not been for my knowledge of what they had done. I have no 

doubt that there were times when my life hung in the balance. I was confined to my room, terrorized by the 

most horrible threats, cruelly ill-used to break my spirit--see this stab on my shoulder and the bruises from 

end to end of my arms--and a gag was thrust into my mouth on the one occasion when I tried to call from the 

window. For five days this cruel imprisonment continued, with hardly enough food to hold body and soul 

together. This afternoon a good lunch was brought me, but the moment after I took it I knew that I had been 

drugged. In a sort of dream I remember being half-led, half- carried to the carriage; in the same state I was 

conveyed to the train. Only then, when the wheels were almost moving, did I suddenly realize that my liberty 

lay in my own hands. I sprang out, they tried to drag me back, and had it not been for the help of this good 

man, who led me to the cab, I should never had broken away. Now, thank God, I am beyond their power 

forever." 

We had all listened intently to this remarkable statement. It was Holmes who broke the silence. 

"Our difficulties are not over," he remarked, shaking his head. "Our police work ends, but our legal work 

begins." 

"Exactly," said I. "A plausible lawyer could make it out as an act of self-defence. There may be a hundred 

crimes in the background, but it is only on this one that they can be tried." 

"Come, come," said Baynes cheerily, "I think better of the law than that. Self-defence is one thing. To entice a 

man in cold blood with the object of murdering him is another, whatever danger you may fear from him. No, 

no, we shall all be justified when we see the tenants of High Gable at the next Guildford Assizes." 
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It is a matter of history, however, that a little time was still to elapse before the Tiger of San Pedro should 

meet with his deserts. Wily and bold, he and his companion threw their pursuer off their track by entering a 

lodging-house in Edmonton Street and leaving by the back-gate into Curzon Square. From that day they were 

seen no more in England. Some six months afterwards the Marquess of Montalva and Signor Rulli, his 

secretary, were both murdered in their rooms at the Hotel Escurial at Madrid. The crime was ascribed to 

Nihilism, and the murderers were never arrested. Inspector Baynes visited us at Baker Street with a printed 

description of the dark face of the secretary, and of the masterful features, the magnetic black eyes, and the 

tufted brows of his master. We could not doubt that justice, if belated, had come at last. 

"A chaotic case, my dear Watson," said Holmes over an evening pipe. "It will not be possible for you to 

present in that compact form which is dear to your heart. It covers two continents, concerns two groups of 

mysterious persons, and is further complicated by the highly respectable presence of our friend, Scott Eccles, 

whose inclusion shows me that the deceased Garcia had a scheming mind and a well-developed instinct of 

self- preservation. It is remarkable only for the fact that amid a perfect jungle of possibilities we, with our 

worthy collaborator, the inspector, have kept our close hold on the essentials and so been guided along the 

crooked and winding path. Is there any point which is not quite clear to you?" 

"The object of the mulatto cook's return?" 

"I think that the strange creature in the kitchen may account for it. The man was a primitive savage from the 

backwoods of San Pedro, and this was his fetish. When his companion and he had fled to some prearranged 

retreat--already occupied, no doubt by a confederate--the companion had persuaded him to leave so 

compromising an article of furniture. But the mulatto's heart was with it, and he was driven back to it next 

day, when, on reconnoitering through the window, he found policeman Walters in possession. He waited three 

days longer, and then his piety or his superstition drove him to try once more. Inspector Baynes, who, with his 

usual astuteness, had minimized the incident before me, had really recognized its importance and had left a 

trap into which the creature walked. Any other point, Watson?" 

"The torn bird, the pail of blood, the charred bones, all the mystery of that weird kitchen?" 

Holmes smiled as he turned up an entry in his note-book. 

"I spent a morning in the British Museum reading up on that and other points. Here is a quotation from 

Eckermann's Voodooism and the Negroid Religions: 

"'The true voodoo-worshipper attempts nothing of importance without certain sacrifices which are intended to 

propitiate his unclean gods. In extreme cases these rites take the form of human sacrifices followed by 

cannibalism. The more usual victims are a white cock, which is plucked in pieces alive, or a black goat, 

whose throat is cut and body burned.' 

"So you see our savage friend was very orthodox in his ritual. It is grotesque, Watson," Holmes added, as he 

slowly fastened his notebook, "but, as I have had occasion to remark, there is but one step from the grotesque 

to the horrible." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-adventure-of-wisteria-lodge yu-

and-maurice-ruffin/ 
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Even Homer Nods  

Rowan Ricardo Phillips 

 

 

 

  

You can be a mother who knows a god, 

And you can ask him for magic armor, 

A shield the width of Saturn’s widest rings, 

Some helmet in the new or ancient style, 

Fill your arms with defenses for your child, 

Take the peacock feather you’ve been offered 

And plant it in that helmet’s crown, or keep it 

For yourself to use as a pen, note this 

Was the only option you were offered, 

Stylist or witness, witness with stylus, 

So that you’d circle down the drain with death, 

Mourning in either silence or sound bites, 

Surrounded by silence and sound bites, life 

Like this having been polished to shine 

In the normal ways that things shine these days, 

A dull lull, the type of insufficient glare 

We used to call out on sight as useless 

Glow but now, in new darkness, feel a need 

For, a consolation of presence, 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bf841abc47&e=d538c8f2e0
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As when my mother passed me the soft shield, 

The breastplate like rice paper, the helmet 

Bright as faux gold can be, we already 

Knew that this was part of the old cycle, 

That I would die soon, without a weapon, 

And she’d live on, and we’d do this again 

And again and again, without ever 

Knowing that we were the weapon ourselves, 

Stronger than steel, story, and hydrogen, 

Here in America, where we wonder, 

Still, after everything that’s happened, why 

Anyone bothers to read the classics. 

 

From issue no. 225 (Summer 2018) 

 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read another poem by Rowan Ricardo Phillips, like “Obsolete 

Machinery” from issue no. 223 (Winter 2017) or “Over the Counties of Kings and Queens Came the 

Second Idea,” from issue no. 199 (Winter 2011)? Or browse through the archive of his 2017 and 

2019 sports columns on the Daily? 
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Daddy Issues in the Fantasy Zone 

Final Fantasy X is a flawed game, but a flawless portrayal of patriarchal strife 

 

by Morgan Troper 

 

 

Every Final Fantasy game starts with a Guy. Sometimes the game names him, but usually, you do. You 

assume that, like you, he’s just an ordinary Guy, but it turns out he’s imbued with extraordinary magical 

powers and is destined to save the world. Your Guy meets some other people along the way—the cunning 

thief, the solemn “muscle,” a white mage-cum-romantic interest that specializes in healing spells—and 

eventually saves the world from a powerful demon. Usually, he succeeds and—again, usually—everyone 

lives happily ever after.  

Admittedly, this does not accurately, holistically describe every Final Fantasy game—the 11th and 14th 

entries are massive multiplayer online games that aren’t fettered to this linear narrative track. Final Fantasy 

XIII’s protagonist is not a guy at all, but a woman named Lightning. Similarly, Final Fantasy VI tells a more 

complicated story from multiple perspectives, and it remains a fan favorite for this reason—it rejects the oft-

gendered power fantasy that is part and parcel of the Japanese role-playing game experience. 

The plot to 2001’s Final Fantasy X—which was the first game in the series on the PlayStation 2, and the first 

Final Fantasy game to feature full voice-acting—falls somewhere in the middle, between novel and banal. It 

feels confined to its time in a way few other entries in this series do. This was the era when all video 

games had to double as a third rate film, and when developer Square, in particular, felt compelled to flaunt 

https://believermag.com/contributor/morgan-troper/
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their computer-generated prowess. As a result, Final Fantasy X takes a long time to start cooking. My friend, 

who is playing through the Nintendo Switch HD remaster with me, aptly described the game’s first few hours 

as “cutscene hell.”  

Final Fantasy X opens in Zanarkand, a partially suspended metropolis that looks like it was scraped off the 

Lucasfilm cutting room floor. The main character—who is nameable, but whose canonical name is Tidus—is 

a star “Blitzball” athlete, a type of soccer that occurs in a massive, floating sphere of water which couldn’t be 

less in accordance with the laws of physics or the logic of actual soccer. Tidus’ deceased father—Jecht—was 

also a star Blitzball player, and his celebrity is ubiquitous; he’s on billboards, despite being dead for years, 

and he remains an idol to Zanarkand’s athletes and featureless NPCs alike.  

This tension between Tidus and Jecht—or more specifically, the tension between Tidus and his father’s 

legacy—is one of Final Fantasy X’s few thrilling narrative beats. It becomes clear very early on in the game 

that Tidus has daddy issues. On his way to a Blitzball match during the game’s intro, Tidus glances up at a 

billboard of a grimacing, eerily lifelike Jecht and mumbles to himself: “What are you smiling at, old man?” 

Midway through the Blitzball match, Zanarkand is completely eviscerated by an entity called Sin—a massive, 

amorphous, iridescent blob. After being sucked up by Sin, Tidus is transported to Spira, Zanarkand’s parallel 

universe. Tidus realizes that Sin exists in this new reality, too, and through a series of plot twists discovers 

that he has merely traveled in time—1000 years in the future, to be precise. Since Zanarkand was initially 

destroyed by Sin back in Tidus’ timeline, the monster has terrorized the world for generations, interrupted by 

brief, ten year respites that the denizens of Spira refer to as “the Calm.” 

In Spira, Sin takes the form of a whale-like kaiju. This was the first Final Fantasy game where the tech finally 

caught up to the series’ aesthetic vision, and some of its monsters are truly repulsive behemoths. Sin’s 

indiscriminate destruction of entire villages—which could be read as both an allegory for climate disaster and 

the atomic bomb—remain some of the most disturbing moments in all of gaming. 

Sin’s motives are never clearly illustrated, which makes sense—Final Fantasy X is, first and foremost, a 

visceral exercise undaunted by logic. It wants to bowl you over with its gorgeous but illogically constructed 

worlds, its all-star cast of voice actors (John DiMaggio, the voice of Bender from Futurama and Jake the Dog 

from Adventure Time gets two massive acting credits here), and its exciting battle and character customization 

systems. The teachings of Yevon—the prevailing, cultish religion in Spira—suggests that Sin exists to 

“punish” humanity for their transgressions, and will not fully disappear until mankind sufficiently atones. 

Spira enters a Calm, and Sin temporarily recedes, when a summoner embarks on a holy pilgrimage, 

culminating in a religious sacrifice. 

By happenstance, Tidus meets Yuna, the summoner poised to bring about the world’s next Calm, shortly after 

arriving in Spira. He joins her ragtag gang of “guardians”—which at first include a huge, blue 

anthropomorphic lion named Kimhari, a sultry black mage named Lulu, and a meathead Blitzball coach 

named Wakka with an artificial patois so sketchy and gag-inducing it makes Adrian Brody introducing Sean 

Paul on SNL seem like an elegant tribute.  

Tidus quickly realizes that things aren’t as they seem. People in Spira speak of someone named Jecht in 

hushed tones—and, as is the case in our world, Jecht isn’t a very common name. It turns out that Jecht didn’t 

actually die at all—he, like Tidus, was transported to Spira from Zanarkand, and was the guardian to Yuna’s 

father and previous Calm initiator, Lord Braska. Even more disturbing is the discovery that Sin is Jecht—that 

Jecht was absorbed into Sin when he defeated a previous incarnation of the creature. The symbolism is heavy: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mv7sWpl6eNg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=mv7sWpl6eNg
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At the start of the game, in Zanarkand, Tidus is mocked by a billboard, the very embodiment of his father’s 

resilient and unrepeatable celebrity. In Spira, Sin literally looms over Tidus, serving as a constant reminder of 

his relative powerlessness. In either reality, Jecht’s shadow is inescapable. 

It’s implied that Tidus was brought to Spira by Sin, because Jecht believed Tidus was the only one who could 

defeat him. Tidus literally goes inside Sin to confront his dad, and finds a vacant, illusory world that bears an 

eerie resemblance to Zanarkand. For all the flashbacks and talk of Jecht this, Zanarkand that, it’s easy to 

forget that this is the first time Tidus and his dad—who he thought was dead until presumably a few days 

before the events of the game—confront each other in the present. The intensity of this moment—Tidus’ slow 

crawl to his dad’s stronghold—is expertly underscored by the music that plays during this part of the 

game. “Twilight” is among the handful of songs in Final Fantasy X not composed by series veteran Nobuo 

Uematsu—it was instead written by newcomer Junya Nakano—and it’s one of the game’s most compelling 

and gut-wrenching compositions. It’s a string of slow, crescendoing chords played on a wavy synthesizer. 

Nakano oscillates between conventional chords that might sound consonant in a different musical context and 

bizarre, off-kilter voicings. “Twilight” has no clear harmonic center, and no dominant key signature to speak 

of—the result is far more disorienting than anything archetypically spooky. 

When Tidus and Jecht finally confront each other, it’s about as emotionally charged as video games get, 

despite X‘s uneven English localization. Jecht has been terrorizing Tidus and his allies for the entire game, but 

there’s a certain softness when he finally turns around and acknowledges his son. “Hey,” he says, casually. 

“You’ve really grown.” It’s a side of Jecht the player hasn’t seen, and it’s a side of Jecht that Tidus probably 

hasn’t seen, either—in flashbacks we see Jecht constantly ragging on his son, denigrating his athletic 

performance, sadistically reinforcing his insecurities.  

“Dad?” Tidus says, as he and his allies assume a fighting stance. “I hate you.” 

* 

Tidus is, by far, the most punchable protagonist in the history of Final Fantasy. He lacks the magnetic soft boi 

intensity of series favorites Cloud Strife or Squall Leonhart from Final Fantasies VII and VIII, respectively, 

and he possesses none of the impish charm of his predecessor, Final Fantasy IX’s monkey-tailed Zidane 

Tribal. Tidus is instead a composite caricature of all these characters’ worst qualities: He’s immature but 

brooding, naive but obnoxiously vindictive. He complains when there’s nothing to complain about, and 

eagerly rushes into battle when there might be an alternative strategy worth considering. His overrated 

romance with Yuna is about as deep as a kiddie pool, and about as nuanced as a car bomb. 

This wasn’t my first Final Fantasy X play-through, and while I’m certainly no completionist, I dove headfirst 

into the game’s “sphere grid” character customization feature this time around. Instead of character attributes 

and move-sets expanding automatically as they do in some of the other Final Fantasy games, the sphere grid 

lets you carve out your own path for each character’s development. At its worst, this is one of the most 

tedious aspects of the game, yet it’s also a callback to the beloved “class” system from classic Final Fantasy 

titles. In the game’s default setting, you’re more or less “guided” along a set path of the grid, until you reach a 

certain point in the game and all of the characters’ waypoints inevitably overlap. But if you’re a seasoned 

player, you can break off from the recommended grid pretty early on, giving players move-sets and attributes 

they shouldn’t have. I tried to make Tidus a black mage like Lulu, teaching him a number of offensive spells 

as soon I could. But I didn’t spend enough time grinding for this to work out, so I ended up with a Tidus that 

was under-leveled as both a “warrior” and magic user. In other words, he became a liability to my party, 

which just so happens to be a terrific reflection of his scripted identity. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=i8HFNMSNc_I
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* 

Right before I graduated high school, my dad, who I didn’t have a relationship with at the time, started calling 

my house and leaving volatile messages on my landline answering machine. At one point he accused me of 

“stealing his identity.” My dad, like me, is a musician, and this was around the time I started taking my own 

music seriously and promoting it publicly.  

A parent—if they’re cruel—is able to identify and exploit their kid’s most private hangups. For a long time, 

music to me was synonymous with my dad, and playing it was my form of engaging with my memory of him. 

Separated by stateliness and years of silence, it was our only unassailable connection. And it required no 

uncomfortable, external upkeep: I inherited my dad’s good ear and vocal cords, and that could never change 

no matter what.  

This dynamic is both a blessing and a curse, and it can elicit an alloy of complex emotions: Awe, fear, 

indignation. You are inspired by and indebted to the person who gave you your gift—but you resent the 

fatalism of it all, you fear their judgment, and you’re haunted by the gnawing feeling that you’ll never be any 

better than second best.  

There is a point pretty early on in Final Fantasy X where you can approach a lone Blitzball and attempt the 

“Jecht Shot”—Tidus’ father’s signature move. No matter how many times I’ve played this game, and no 

matter what console I play it on, I cannot for the life of me figure out how to perform a Jecht Shot. In order to 

pull it off, you have to input a specific sequence of buttons in time with Tidus’ memories of Jecht’s negging, 

which appear as text on-screen (“I’m the best,” “You’re out of your league,” etc.) I feel like playing 

Blitzball in real life would be easier than following these prompts.  

This part of the game is intended as a goofy distraction from the main quest—but for me, it’s the emotional 

centerpiece. I’m familiar with this toxic inner voice—when I’m struggling to record vocals, I hear my dad, the 

objectively better singer, telling me he could “really teach me how to sing.” It’s a terrible and unshakable 

feeling. If you’re constantly moving the goalposts in your head, you’ll always fumble the ball. 

This likely says more about pernicious social conditioning than any individual fathers, fictional or otherwise. 

In this specific way, however, I can empathize with Tidus more than any other protagonist in the Final 

Fantasy series—and viewed through this lens, Tidus’ myriad character flaws are slightly less actionable. 

When Tidus finally defeats Sin, he faces off against Yu Yevon, the demiurge responsible for Sin’s eternal 

rebirth. When Tidus succeeds, he seemingly dies as well, evaporating into the ether with his nemesis. 

There is a barely comprehensible, in-game explanation for this, but the subtext is where it counts: The part of 

Tidus’ identity that is moored in his father’s—the vacuous, resentful, desperate, overly comparative part—

can’t exist without Jecht, just like a shadow can’t exist without the figure it belongs to. A post-credits scene 

reveals Tidus isn’t actually dead at all. When he comes to, he realizes he’s in the middle of the ocean, and as 

he swims to the surface the camera fades to white. Tidus has been born again, only this time as himself. The 

cycle can finally end.  

CONTRIBUTOR 

Morgan Troper is a freelance writer and (nearly) lifelong Portlander. He has written for Willamette 

Week, Vice, Bandcamp, and more. He releases music under the name Mo Troper. 

https://believermag.com/logger/daddy-issues-in-the-fantasy-zone/ 
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Fine-tuning the speed of magnetic devices 

 

Some metals, alloys and transition-element salts exhibit a form of magnetism called antiferromagnetism. This 

occurs below a certain temperature, named after Louis Néel, when an ordered array of atomic magnetic 

moments spontaneously forms in which alternate moments have opposite directions. There is therefore no net 

resultant magnetic moment in the absence of an applied field. Néel also showed that, in the presence of strong 

spin–orbit coupling on the ion and an interionic exchange interaction between the spins, these should be 

proportional, as observed, to what later became known as the de Gennes factor. 

Antiferromagnets, materials with multiple spin sublattices, can allow direct angular momentum transfer 

between opposing spins, something quite useful for ultrafast manipulation of magnetism and with great 

potential for future information technologies. 

Lanthanides are increasingly important in this respect because their 4f spin moments reach exceptionally large 

sizes compared to those of 3d transition metals. For applications involving ultrafast spin dynamics, however, 

the localized nature of 4f magnetism poses an additional challenge compared to its 3d counterpart. Highly 

confined to the space near their ion, the magnetic 4f electronic states generally are not conduction electrons as 

in the 3d case, but lie several electronvolts below the Fermi level. Therefore, 4f electrons are typically not 

directly optically excited. Instead, optical pulses excite the conduction electrons, which mediate the RKKY 

coupling between the 4f spins. 

As the participation of dispersive electronic states renders RKKY exceptionally sensitive to external factors, a 

systematic investigation into the role of 4f occupation on ultrafast magnetization dynamics is needed. This is 

easier said than done, though, because a systematic study of elemental lanthanide metals is hindered by the 

large variety of different crystal structures and magnetic phases they exhibit, further complicating a 

meaningful comparison. 

 

Now, a team of researchers facilitates 1 a direct comparison of 4f dynamics under comparable conditions by 

studying ultrafast magnetization dynamics in a series of lanthanide intermetallic antiferromagnets with nearly 

identical crystal and magnetic structures all across the lanthanide series. This way the influence of 

4f occupation can be singled out. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/RKKY_interaction
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/RKKY_interaction
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/03/03/fine-tuning-the-speed-of-magnetic-devices/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9258-1
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The antiferromagnets studied using time-resolved soft X-ray diffraction have the form LnRh2Si2 (where Ln is 

a lanthanide element). These share the same crystal structure and 4f spin arrangement, such that the only 

appreciable difference between them is the occupation of the Ln ions’ 4f shell. 

The researchers find that, while demagnetization timescales differ by nearly two orders of magnitude between 

materials, the corresponding angular momentum transfer rates clearly exhibit a linear relation to the de 

Gennes factor mentioned above, a so-called de Gennes scaling. The ab initio calculations performed identify 

this as transfer between antiparallel moments and show that it scales with the magnitude of the RKKY 

coupling between them. 

This approach provides a microscopic picture of such antiferromagnetic angular momentum transfer, yielding 

insight substantially beyond phenomenological models, which often do not consider this transfer channel. 

Given the high sensitivity of RKKY to the conduction electrons, these results offer a useful way for fine-

tuning the speed of magnetic devices. 

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. 
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Best American Male: An Essay About Masculinity. An Essay About Po wer. 

Rebecca Hazelton on Contemporary Templates For Public Confession  

By Rebecca Hazelton 

 

March 10, 2022 

A young boy learns a hard truth about masculinity from a withholding paternal figure while they perform 

together a male-coded activity. 

This activity may be fishing or football or basketball or hammering a nail. 

The withholding paternal figure almost always performs the task successfully, although in rare instances, his 

failure provides an unsettling moment of uncertainty for the young boy, putting into question all he has 

learned about being a man from his father and grandfather and older brother and uncle. 

More often, the father succeeds. The anecdote hinges on the success or failure of the young boy’s completion 

of the task: his success measures how well he presents masculinity. 

https://lithub.com/author/rebeccahazelton/
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If the boy sinks the basket, hammers the nail without hitting his thumb, lifts the heavy object while grunting 

the appropriate amount, then he will receive a coveted nod from the withholding parental figure. He may even 

(rarely) get praise. 

If the boy sinks the basket, hammers the nail without hitting his thumb, lifts the heavy object while grunting 

the appropriate amount, then he is a man. 

It is, however, possible for him to make the basket, hammer the nail without hitting the thumb, and lift the 

heavy object while grunting the appropriate amount, and still be seen as lacking by the withholding parental 

figure. 

It is the uncertainty of the result that deforms the soul. 

This leitmotif—uncertainty, not around what counts as masculine, but around how much of it the boy needs—

recedes and swells in the background, pulsing and thrumming whenever the fishhook slips into the meat of 

the young boy’s thumb. 

Masculinity, the leitmotif reminds us, must be assessed and tested. It is never a given. It must be constantly 

proven. 

No one can prove a negative. 

The essay will explore the ways in which he’s learned and unlearned the lessons of masculinity. 

* 
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Alternatively, the essay begins with a young boy engaging in behavior or play not typically coded as 

masculine. The boy is then discovered by the withholding parental figure. 

The boy might be, for example: 

• dancing with abandon 

• dressing up in the opposite sex’s clothes unironically 

• expressing emotion sincerely and deeply 

• attending to his physical appearance beyond basic hygiene 

• masturbating to the sight of inappropriate objects of desire such as androgynous bodies, feminine male 

bodies, masculine male bodies, all male bodies, zaftig women, or butch women 

• being quiet 

• being talkative 

• engaging in painting and/or drawing 

• expressing an appreciation or desire for necklaces, bracelets, earrings, jeweled hair pins, or other 

adornments 

• listening to the wrong music 

• reading 

• using a deodorant or cologne that is powdery, floral, or otherwise feminine 

• crying 

These behaviors can occur singly or as a cluster. 

The boy may perform these behaviors—until discovered—without shame. 

Or, the boy may perform them secretly, having already learned from peers and family members that his 

pleasures and desires are wrong, bad, or deviant. They do not want him to be teased, they say. 

If the former, the anecdote lays the groundwork for all the retrograde attitudes about masculinity that will 

manifest in the author’s grown-up life. The author will disavow these attitudes, and the behaviors that stem 

from them, later in the essay. (The author may blame these attitudes—or their childhood causes—for his own 

chauvinistic or misogynistic behavior.) 

It is very important to show one’s ugliness before revealing one’s triumph. 

If the latter, this anecdote will provide a foundation for various psychosexual dramas enacted again and again 

in later relationships. 

These psychosexual dramas also—according to the essay—explain the author’s internal and/or external 

homophobia. 
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The author may display discomfort with males exhibiting physical affection, sexual or otherwise. 

Conversely, the author may frequently hug his male friends and vocalize his platonic love ardently. 

If the author is not strictly or predominantly heterosexual, this pivotal incident may be used to justify the 

author staying in the closet for several years past puberty, sometimes even decades. 

Many formative moments viewed retrospectively take on a linear quality. 

No matter the truth of the narrative formed later, there’s no doubt that the moment the young boy looks up 

from his dance, or from carefully painting his toenail (which can be hid in the shoe, a secret slice of glamor 

known only to him), and sees the withholding parental figure watching him—that moment—is a moment of 

crisis that is lodged like a shard of glass in the young boy’s heart, in his eye, turning all that he feels cold, 

turning all the beauty he sees ugly. 

The essay will demonstrate how he’s learned to see differently, how his heart has opened just enough to thaw. 

* 

The essay then offers a humorous, self-deprecating aside in case the reader has felt a little overwhelmed with 

sadness for the young boy, and to reassure them that there is some hope to be had. 

Before or after the self-deprecating aside, the author will describe a beating. 

* 

A personal anecdote allows the author to position his experience as comparable to that of the reader, and 

attempts to bridge whatever gaps of privilege and visibility there may be between the two. 

Everyone was young once, and everyone remembers moments when we were told to adhere to a standard, 

when someone moved our bodies—gently or with force—into a new position. We’ve held that position for 

years. 

The reader feels a kind of kinship after reading this anecdote, and only rarely thinks about how the author’s 

essay appeared on a fashionable literary website, went viral after well-placed social media mentions, and later 

got reprinted, first in a collection of the author’s own essays, and then in a popular anthology regularly 

selected for classroom use by writing teachers too stressed and overworked to make course packets tailored to 

their own students’ needs. 

The essay will distract the reader from this truth: the author is white and male and began writing the essay—

even if he did not begin his life—with more resources, more access, and more power than most of us will ever 

have, although he’ll be the first to tell you he did not have it easy. Sometimes he will tell us how and when he 

had to root through his car to gather quarters in order to scrape up enough money for rent. 

That he was so careless with his money as to leave quarters scattered about his car speaks to a certain attitude 

toward money, an attitude only exhibited by people who know they can go to their parents for help if they 

cannot scrape up enough quarters from their car. 

This kind of play-acting poverty is maddening to anyone who has experienced true poverty, but the author’s 

social circle is unlikely to include anyone who has experienced true poverty. 
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The self-deprecating aside, in which the author shows he is not afraid to make fun of himself, encourages the 

reader to disregard these economic, social, and racial differences. 

The author may accomplish a similar outcome by rhetorically lamp-shading his privilege, proving himself to 

be the kind of white, male writer who acknowledges what being a white male has afforded him. 

This move shows how an act of speech can be mistaken for action. 

* 

The essay’s main thrust (a word whose phallic quality the author acknowledges) is to interrogate his own 

heterosexual masculinity, to expose the cultural standards that acted upon him, to excoriate himself for further 

enforcing these cultural standards on his peers as well as on his progeny, and finally, to examine how those 

attitudes (for which he is not at fault, not really, as we are all surely products of our environments) have 

affected his relationships with women. 

His relationships are almost always with women. He learned long ago that acting on any other desires had a 

social cost he was not willing to pay. He may have entirely forgotten the slender young man in a pub 

bathroom in Glasgow. 

The essay may be published after a minor scandal involving a woman, or as a pre-emptive strike in 

anticipation of a scandal not yet public. 

Even if he publishes excerpts from other people’s letters, from past lovers, this making-public will be seen as 

a self-flagellating move, and thus as permissible. 

By sharing material which casts himself in such a bad light, the author proves himself to be brave, honest, and 

unflinching. These painful moments insulate the author from criticism and suspicion. Such moments can be 

wrapped around the author like a warm blanket, fresh from the dryer. 

Some readers may look upon these authorial revelations with a critical eye, mentally posing unpleasant 

questions, such as, “Did ______ consent to have her emails published?” and “Did _____ wish to read a 

passage in which she is presented as a sun-dappled nymph stretched across the author’s bed by the open 

window, her pubic hair catching the window’s light?” 

Some readers may note that the women’s emails read as pleading, angered, mystified, politely requesting 

rational and legal behavior from the author. 

These moments create a feeling of cognitive dissonance in such a critical reader, because the potential privacy 

violation might feel justified by the author’s greater message, an important message that other men need to 

hear and consider. 

This ambivalence is heightened to a dizzying degree if the essay brings in the author’s childhood abuse, 

drawing a connection between his own experiences as a child, and abuse—emotional, mental, perhaps even 

physical (but only a little bit)—he’s enacted on others. 

The reader knows that abuse begets abuse. 

The reader may even know firsthand the ways that abuse, whether brief or sustained, can alter the way one 

views the world, the way one responds to minor slights and transgressions, the way anger can erupt, sudden 

and unstoppable. 
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The reader has also made mistakes. 

The reader is also flawed. 

The reader thinks back to that little boy in the beginning of the essay, dancing with abandon, at the moment 

before his uncle hit him. 

Does acknowledging wrong undo a wrong? 

Is context absolution? 

A reader with a critical eye doesn’t know how to answer these questions. 

Later, they will push the essay a few inches away from them on the kitchen table, unsure of what to do with 

what they’ve just read. 

* 

Here is where the author moves to power, a subject that allows him to reframe his previous confessions. 

The subject of all these essays is, ultimately, power. 

Establishing himself as powerless in the past and in the present, acknowledging his own abuses of power, 

petty or serious, or acknowledging the power bestowed on him by his race and gender, by his gentleman 

farmer New England heritage, by his blasé assurance in his rare encounters with the police, the author can 

thereby speak about power with full authority. 

In the way that someone infected with an illness can best attest to its bodily consequences, to the ravages it 

inflicts, the author knows how power has aided and abetted him, how even in the act of writing this essay he 

may be perpetuating the very power structures he desires to disrupt, as the attention generated by this essay 

might be better focused on a less-heard voice, but what can he do? He can’t stand by anymore. He can no 

longer be silent to the wrongs he’s witnessed and to the wrongs he’s done. He must speak to power via the 

power which power grants him. 

Powerful, the author writes, is what we call a man when he is perfectly complicit in society’s inequities. 

* 

How does the essay end? 

A casual reader will find that the essay ends as it began. We return to that primal scene, and the author 

rewrites it as he wishes it had gone, giving that little boy a fishing trip full of laughter and an empty bucket, or 

a scene in which the father takes his son’s hand and dances with him to Madonna’s “Lucky Star.” Perhaps he 

is the father, and comes upon his own son proudly standing in front of the mirror in his mother’s high heels 

and the author smiles and forces his own feet into his wife’s Manolo’s (she will scold him later for stretching 

her Manolos out, but she will scold him affectionately). The father stands beside his son and enjoys their 

mutual beauty. 

The circular structure combines familiarity and surprise. It works well. It signals the end, and it signals 

renewal. 
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The reader feels hope. 

The reader feels inspired to write their own essay about their own childhood struggles. They too have come to 

a realization of the damaging effects of trauma, of the binary gender paradigm, of compulsive heterosexuality. 

It is this essay that they bring to the writer’s conference for a manuscript consultation with the author. 

The ideal reader can be anywhere from sixteen to a sheltered twenty-four. 

The author is as warm and charming and generous as his essays, as his voice on the radio when interviewed 

by Terry Gross, as a man can be when he is fully complicit with society’s inequities. 

The author tells her she has talent. 

The author encourages her to send out her work. 

The author suggests she mention his name. 

The author asks for her email address. 

Her cheeks flush with delight. 

What is the reader to think when at the end of the conference the author sits beside her on the brick steps 

outside the library? 

He tells her again she is talented. 

She glows. She is an incandescent bulb thrumming with heat. 

What is she to think when he leans overs and takes a long, luxurious sniff of her shoulder? 

When he says, “I wanted to know what you smelled like”? 

* 

This reader, due to youth or naivete, may not realize the author did anything wrong. When she does come to 

this realization, years later, she will feel as if everything has moved two inches to the left. She will doubt her 

own history. She will doubt her own ability to see. 

This reader, due to the author’s flattery, may like the reflection she sees in his eyes. She will spend years 

looking into the eyes of other men for validation of her beauty and her talent, which become as conflated for 

her as they are to the men. 

This reader may mistake the moment the author smelled her shoulder for a kind of power. But that is because 

she has misread his work. 

This reader may question her actions. Why did she wear a tank top? It was hot that afternoon in Savannah, but 

she has shirts with sleeves. She will question the talent that he praised because his praise is tainted. 

Incandescent bulbs have short lifespans. When they pop and go dark, they are easily replaced. 

The cost is negligible. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 598  may  2022 

 

90 

The essay circulates among readers and the author circulates among readers. 

The essay will always be able to find new readers. Readers are easily replaced. 

The essay was never just about critiquing masculinity. 

The little boy was not a fiction. But the little boy was fictionalized. 

The essay was always about power. 

The essay doesn’t end. 

 

Rebecca Hazelton 

Rebecca Hazelton is the author of Fair Copy, Vow, and the chapbook Bad Star, and the coeditor of The 

Manifesto Project. Her poems have appeared in Boston Review, Poetry, and The New Yorker. A two-time 

Pushcart Prize winner, she is an assistant professor of English at North Central College. Her latest collection 

is Gloss. 

 

https://lithub.com/best-american-male-an-essay-about-masculinity-an-essay-about-power/  

  

https://lithub.com/author/rebeccahazelton/
https://lithub.com/best-american-male-an-essay-about-masculinity-an-essay-about-power/
https://lithub.com/author/rebeccahazelton/
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New DNA computer assesses water quality 

Genetic networks mimic electronic circuits 

 
 

Testing water from an area affected by wildfires in California. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

March 2, 2022 

Synthetic biologists at Northwestern University have developed a low-cost, easy-to-use, hand-held device that 

can let users know -- within minutes -- if their water is safe to drink. 

The new device works by using powerful and programmable genetic networks, which mimic electronic 

circuits, to perform a range of functions. 

Among the DNA-based circuits, for example, the researchers engineered cell-free molecules into an analog-

to-digital converter (ADC), a circuit type found in nearly all electronic devices. In the water quality device, 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304561&org=NSF
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the ADC circuit processes an analog input (contaminants) and generates a digital output (a visual signal to 

inform the user). 

The U.S. National Science Foundation-fostered research appears in the journal Nature Chemical Biology. 

"This project is an illustration of the incredible possibilities provided by discoveries in synthetic biology," 

said David Rockcliffe, a program director in NSF's Division of Molecular and Cellular Biosciences. 

Equipped with a series of eight small test tubes, the device glows green when it detects a contaminant. The 

number of tubes that glow depend on how much contamination is present. If only one tube glows, the water 

sample has a trace level of contamination. But if all eight tubes glow, the water is severely contaminated. The 

higher concentration of contamination leads to a higher signal. 

"We programmed each tube to have a different threshold for contaminations," said Northwestern's Julius 

Lucks, who led the research. "The tube with the lowest threshold will light up all the time. If all the tubes light 

up, there is a big problem. Building circuits and programmable DNA computing opens up many possibilities 

for other types of smart diagnostics." 

The new system builds off previous work. In that research, the team introduced ROSALIND (RNA Output 

Sensors Activated by Ligand Induction), an in vitro biosensing system named after chemist Rosalind 

Franklin, that detected 17 contaminants in a single drop of water. Now, in the new version -- dubbed 

ROSALIND 2.0 -- Lucks and his team have added a "molecular brain." 

"The initial platform was a biosensor, which acted like a taste bud," Lucks said. "Now we have added a 

genetic network that works like a brain. The biosensor detects contamination, but then the output of the 

biosensor feeds into the genetic network, or circuit, which works like a brain to perform logic." 

Researchers freeze-dried the reprogrammed "molecular brains" to become shelf-stable, and put them into test 

tubes. Adding a drop of water to each tube sets off a network of reactions, ultimately causing the freeze-dried 

pellet to glow in the presence of a contaminant. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304561&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1929912&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s41589-021-00962-9
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.mccormick.northwestern.edu/news/articles/2022/02/new-dna-computer-assesses-water-quality/
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304561&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304561&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Read from The Orphanage, a Novel of Occupied Ukraine 

New Writing from Serhiy Zhadan 

VIA YALE UNIVERSITY PRESS 

By Serhiy Zhadan 

 

March 4, 2022 

Editor’s note: Given the ongoing war in Ukraine, Literary Hub is amplifying its coverage of Ukrainian 

writers this month. The following is an excerpt from Serhiy Zhadan’s The Orphanage, which “excavates the 

human collateral damage wrought by the ongoing conflict in eastern Ukraine,” according to the book’s 

publisher. 

* 

A January morning, long and motionless, like a line at the hospital. Morning briskness in the kitchen, slate 

twilight outside. Pasha walks over to the stove, and his nose instantly catches the sweetish smell of gas. For 

Pasha that smell is always associated with vigorous mornings—getting up for work, tossing textbooks and 

graded assignments into his briefcase, ducking into the kitchen, breathing in sweet gas, drinking strong tea, 

following it with black bread, assuring himself he’s living the good life, and running off to work once he’s 

fully convinced. That smell has been with him his whole life; any time he wakes up somewhere outside his 

own home without the morning stove, its aged burners crusted with ash, he has no appetite. Pasha peers out 

the window, considers the black snow and black sky, sits down at the table, and shakes his head, trying to 

gather his wits. Six a.m., January, Monday, one more day with no job to go to. 

https://yalebooks.yale.edu/book/9780300243017/orphanage
https://lithub.com/author/serhiyzhadan/
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780300243017


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 598  may  2022 

 

94 

He grabs some assignments off the windowsill, leafs through them, puts them back immediately, gets up, goes 

over to the main room, peeks in. The old-timer’s sleeping in his chair. A blooddrenched man is crying out to 

him from the screen, to no avail—the sound’s been off since last night. Now you can’t get to him, no matter 

how loud you yell. Pasha stops for a second, looks at the blood. The yelling man shifts his eyes toward Pasha 

and starts yelling at him—don’t turn it off, listen, this is important, it involves you, too. But Pasha quickly 

finds the remote, squeezes the large red button like he’s trying to get toothpaste out of the tube, tosses the 

remote on the table, slips outside, and shuts the door carefully, so as not to wake his dad. But the door still 

creaks menacingly in the morning twilight. The old-timer wakes up immediately, finds the remote, and turns 

the TV back on. It’s showing something horrible, something that involves everyone. Pasha’s already running 

up to the station. 

“Something’s off,” he thinks. “Something’s definitely off around here.” Not a living soul, not a single voice. 

No locomotive noise. No peddlers. It’s just above freezing, and water is leaking from the dark blue 

snowbanks—clouds in the sky, moisture hanging in the air, sometimes turning to barely perceptible drizzle, 

fog settling on the far-off tracks, no voices or footsteps coming out of that fog. “It’s still early,” Pasha thinks, 

anxious. “It’s still early, that’s all.” In the south, over there, by the city limits, a suspicious silence has settled. 

No blasts, no shredded air. A bus comes around the corner. Pasha exhales in relief. The buses are running, 

everything’s fine. Yeah, it’s just early, that’s all. 

He nods to the driver, who tucks his head deeper into the collar of his leather coat, then walks through the 

empty bus and takes a seat on the left side. He sits for an instant, fidgets, then gets up and moves over to the 

right. The driver observes all this warily, as though he’s afraid of missing something important. Pasha locks 

eyes with him in the rearview mirror, which pushes him to look away, fire up the engine, and ease out the 

clutch. Disgruntled metal crunches, and the bus gets moving. The driver takes a victory lap in the empty fog, 

leaving the station behind. “They drive dead people to their funerals in buses like this,” Pasha thinks for some 

reason. “These same buses, just with a black ribbon running along the windows. I wonder if there’s any room 

for passengers? Or does the widow have to sit on top of the coffin? Where’s this hearse gonna take me, 

anyway?” The bus passes one empty street, then another. The market should be up ahead; old ladies are 

always selling some kind of frostbitten food there. They turn a corner—no old ladies, no pedestrians. Pasha’s 

starting to realize that something definitely is off, that something’s gone down, but he pretends everything is 

just fine. Come on, don’t freak out. The driver takes great pains to avoid making eye contact, goading the 

hearse through the fog and water. “Guess I should have checked the news,” Pasha thinks, his anxiety 

mounting. The thing is, there’s this silence—after all those days when the sky in the south, over the city, 

looked like scorched rebar. It’s quiet and empty, as if everyone just hopped on the night train and skipped 

town. Now Pasha and the driver are the only ones left. They pass two high-rises built on sand, then an auto 

repair shop, then they drive on out of the workers’ settlement. A long row of poplars leads out to the 

highway—the poplars peek out of the fog like children from behind their parents. The sun is moving 

somewhere up high, it’s already appeared somewhere up there, even though you can’t quite see it yet. You 

can feel it, though. You can’t feel anything else. Pasha’s watchful eyes consider the dampness all around him, 

trying to figure out what he’s missed and what that blood-drenched character was trying to communicate to 

him. The driver carefully dodges some cold potholes, reaches the highway, and turns right. The bus steals up 

to the stop, like usual. Generally, at least one person gets on here, but not today. The driver stays put, 

probably out of habit, without closing the doors, and then looks back at Pasha, as if asking for his permission 

to continue. The doors close. They get going, pick up speed—then there’s a checkpoint right in front of them. 

“Motherfucker,” the driver mutters. 
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The place is packed with soldiers. They’re standing behind some cinder blocks, underneath some frayed 

national flags, wordlessly looking toward the city. Just how many times has he driven through this area over 

the past six months, since the government returned after brief, intense fighting? When he was heading into the 

city or coming back home to the Station, he had to wait for them to check his papers—wait for trouble, that is. 

But they always let Pasha through, without saying a word—he was a local, with the papers to prove it. The 

government didn’t have a bone to pick with him. Pasha had gotten used to the soldiers’ apathetic eyes, 

smooth, mechanical movements, and black fingernails, and to the fact that you had to hand over your papers 

and wait for your own country to verify your standing as a law-abiding citizen. The soldiers would give Pasha 

his papers back, and he’d stuff them in his pocket, trying not to make eye contact with anyone. Rain had 

washed the color out of the national flags. It dissolved in the gray autumn air like snow in warm water. 

Pasha looks out the window and sees a jeep wrapped in dark metal armor streaking past them. Three men with 

assault rifles hop out of the jeep and run toward the pack of people clumped together up ahead, paying no 

mind to the express hearse. The soldiers are standing there, yelling back and forth, grabbing binoculars out of 

each other’s hands, scanning the highway, straining their eyes, red from smoke and sleepless nights, framed 

by deep wrinkles. But the highway is empty, so empty it’s unsettling. There’s generally always somebody 

driving through, even though the city’s been completely surrounded for a long period of time and the ring is 

tightening, someone or other is always making a run for the city or coming back along the only road. Mostly 

soldiers transporting ammunition or volunteers taking all sorts of useless crap like winter clothes or cold 

medicine from here, the north, where there isn’t any fighting, to the besieged city. Who needs cold medicine 

in a city getting pounded by heavy artillery, a city that’s going to fall any day now? But that wasn’t stopping 

anyone; every once in a while, a whole convoy would leave the mainland and make a run for the besieged 

area. Sometimes they’d come under fire, which was to be expected. It was obvious that the city would fall, the 

government troops would be forced to retreat and take the flags of Pasha’s country with them, and the front 

line would shift to the north, toward the station, and death would come a few miles closer. But did anyone 

actually care? Even civilians mustered up the courage to make a run for the city over the crumbling asphalt of 

the highway. The soldiers tried to talk them out of it, but nobody around here really trusted the soldiers. You 

just couldn’t tell people anything, they all thought they knew best. You’d see some old-timer hiking all the 

way into town in the middle of a mortar attack to file some paperwork for his pension. Well, if it comes down 

to death or bureaucracy, sometimes death is the right call. Sometimes the soldiers would get irritated enough 

to block off the crossings, but long lines would form at the checkpoints as soon as the shelling abated. Then 

they’d have to let people through. 

Now the highway is completely empty. Seems like something’s happening over there, in the city, something 

scary enough it’s even deterring the taxi drivers and speculators. A pack of unshaven men, pissed off from 

sleepless nights and fighting without gaining or losing ground, are standing by cinder blocks and barbed wire, 

and they’re all yelling to vent their hatred. One tall soldier emerges from the group and heads toward their 

bus, frenzied eyes beneath his oversized helmet, frenzied and open, wide open with fear, probably. He thrusts 

his hand forward. Stop, don’t move. They aren’t moving, though—they’re standing still, holding their breath. 

Suddenly, there’s so much space inside the bus, and the air is so thin. Gulp down as much as you can, it still 

won’t be enough. The soldier walks over to the doors and smacks the metal with his hand. The bus echoes 

like a sunken submarine. The driver opens the door a bit too abruptly. 

“Where the fuck are you goin’?” the soldier shouts as he ducks into the bus. He’s forced to hunch over a bit, 

so his helmet slips down over his eyes, and Pasha senses something familiar about him. Where does he 

remember him from? “Where have I seen him before?” Pasha asks himself. The soldier gives him a dirty 

look, comes over, adjusts his helmet, rubs his eyes, and yells right in Pasha’s face. 
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“Papers! Papers, for fuck’s sake!” 

Pasha rummages through his pockets and suddenly, there are pockets everywhere. He gets lost in them, can’t 

find anything except junk—the wet wipes he uses to clean the mud off his shoes when he gets to school, 

printed lesson plans, and a slip informing him that his package is ready for pickup at the post office. “Yep, 

yep,” Pasha thinks, looking into the soldier’s eyes in terror. “Gotta pick up that package, package, package. I 

completely forgot.” His skin is instantly cold and clammy, as if it’s him, all of him, getting scrubbed with a 

wet wipe. 

“Well?” the soldier yells, hovering over him. 

The thing is, Pasha can’t seem to figure out what language he’s speaking. The words are bursting out of him, 

choppy and broken—no intonation, no detectable accent—he’s just hollering, like he’s trying to cough up 

some mucus. “He must be speaking the official language.” Some unit from Zhytomyr was stationed here a 

month back. They were Ukrainian speakers, so they laughed at him for sliding back and forth between 

languages. “Are they those same guys? They’ve gotta be,” goes Pasha’s frenzied line of reasoning as he looks 

into the soldier’s enraged eyes that reflect his fear back at him. 

“Forgot ’em . . . ,” Pasha says. 

“What?” The soldier doesn’t believe him. 

The driver leaps out of his seat, still unsure what to do with himself. Run for it or stay put? Pasha doesn’t 

know what to do with himself either. He’s thinking, “How could this be? Just how could this be?” 

Somebody’s shouting outside, a sharp, prolonged shout that makes the soldier shudder. He turns around and 

bolts off the bus, shoving the driver, who falls down into his seat and then springs to his feet again and darts 

after the soldier. Pasha darts off the bus too, and all of them run over to the pack, which suddenly falls silent 

and makes way for them. Then men—one at a time, two abreast, large groups—start emerging into view from 

the south, the direction of the besieged city, like they’re pushing out of an invisible patch of turbulence. 

They’re coming this way, plodding away from the horizon and moving toward the pack that stands and waits 

wordlessly. Barely visible at first over there on the horizon, they grow gradually, like shadows in the 

afternoon. Nobody’s looking through binoculars anymore, and nobody’s yelling—it’s like they’re afraid of 

disturbing this procession as it slowly strings out to fill up three hundred yards of highway. The men are 

moving at a measured pace; at first they seem to be in no rush, but it soon becomes apparent that they simply 

cannot go any faster: they’re exhausted and this last stretch is taking too much out of them. But they have to 

keep going, so they do, forging on doggedly, moving toward their flag, out of the valley, toward the 

checkpoint, like people walking along the highway because they got kicked off the bus for trying to get a free 

ride. It’s as if time has sped up, and everything’s happening so quickly that nobody even has a chance to feel 

scared or happy. The first group is approaching the paint-stained cinder blocks, while more of them continue 

appearing on the horizon, descending the slope and then moving upward again, heading north to join their 

buddies. The closer they come, the more distinct their features become, and the quieter it gets, because you 

can see their eyes now, and there’s nothing good in those eyes—just exhaustion and frost. Their breath is so 

cold that you can’t even see it rising from their mouths. Faces black with dirt, the bright whites of their eyes. 

Helmets, torn black winter hats. Handkerchiefs, gray from brick dust, wrapped around their necks. Weapons, 

belts, empty pockets, bags hoisted over their shoulders, hands black with motor oil, shoes smeared with 

pulverized brick and soggy black earth. As they approach, the men in the first group glare at the ones standing 

and waiting for them, their eyes reproachful, mistrustful, like they’re the ones at fault. It’s as though 
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everything should have played out differently—the men who’ve just arrived should’ve been standing under 

the low-hanging January sky, looking toward the south, at the horizon, where there’s nothing but dirt and 

death. 

__________________________________ 

 

From The Orphanage by Serhiy Zhadan, translated from the Ukrainian by Reilly Costigan-Humes and Isaac 

Stackhouse Wheeler. Published by Yale University Press in February 2021 in the Margellos World Republic 

of Letters series. Reproduced by permission. 

 

Serhiy Zhadan 

Serhiy Zhadan, widely considered to be one of the most important young writers in Ukraine, is the author of 

Mesopotamia and What We Live For, What We Die For: Selected Poems. 

 

https://lithub.com/read-from-the-orphanage-a-novel-of-occupied-ukraine/ 

  

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780300243017
https://lithub.com/author/serhiyzhadan/
https://lithub.com/read-from-the-orphanage-a-novel-of-occupied-ukraine/
https://lithub.com/author/serhiyzhadan/
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Stuck 

Documented since antiquity and never fully understood, many continue to look for a cure to 

stuttering—but what has been lost in that endless search? 

DISCUSSED 

False Position, Unblaming Voices, Francine du Plessix Gray, Heaviness of the Tongue, Lionel Logue, 

Stuttering Solved, The Marriott Marquis in Times Square, Man’s Search for Meaning, An Interview with Bob 

Hope, Notting Hill, Eye Movement Desensitization and Reprocessing, The Burger Barn, Two Strangers  

Jeune Fille (à la lampe) 

(Young Girl by Lamplight), by Gwen John. 1915/1919. 
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by Amy Reardon 

 

I’m in the ballroom of a Boston hotel, trying to play it like I deserve to be there, when someone decides that 

we will go around the room and introduce ourselves. Thud, the dread hits first in my chest. I am a stutterer, 

and this is my worst-case scenario. I’m the lone PR rep among a hundred New York investment bankers 

dressed in slick suits competing to take my superhot tech client public. They begin, their effortless, pedigreed 

voices piping up one at a time. My throat tightens as each person speaks: first name, last name, firm name. 

Am I seeing stars or is it the jarring yellow of this room? Gold carpet, gold walls, gold words, gold everything 

except for the white tablecloth underneath my hands. The introductions creep closer, an unstoppable wave. I 

have no plan, only a desperate hope that my lips will allow the words to pass. When my turn comes, the entire 

room looks at me, my boss to my left, my client CEO next to her. I open my mouth: nothing comes out. I am 

twenty-nine years old. 

* 

John Updike attributed his stuttering to a “deep doubt” in the “dead center of one’s being.” In his 

memoir Self-Consciousness, he elaborated, “It happens when I feel myself in a false position.” Updike listed 

all the situations that made him stutter. When he felt “in the wrong.” When he was with “people of evident 

refinement or distinction.” In the presence of law enforcement. In the company of men. And last, total 

heartbreak, what happened to his ability to speak to his children when he divorced their mother and moved 

away. He’d always been fluent with them before, he wrote, but now, “their cheerful unblaming voices over 

the phone… summoned into my presence now by appointment and invitation, put a stopper in my throat.”  

* 

I’m in the high school science lab, a week before my graduation, the day of the highly anticipated “Krebs 

Cycle” race. All of us students line up in rows, each assigned to call out one of the eight steps in the 

biochemical sequence the body uses to convert energy. The fastest row wins. A beloved teacher-coach will 

time us with her lucky stopwatch. I am in seat three, silently negotiating with the slip of paper holding my 

assigned phrase, isocitrate dehydrogenase. Specifically, I am begging this vowel, the letter I, to grease my 

vocal cords and allow me to speak the multisyllabic phrase in front of my peers. My heart is thumping its 

familiar Edgar Allen Poe thump. Come on, this is fun, I implore myself as classmates bounce merrily with 

their slips of paper and their easy speech and their spring fever.  

That’s when I feel hands on my shoulders.  

“Hey,” a voice says. I turn to see the most popular girl in school, a soccer star who happens to be in my row. 

“You got this,” she says. She wants our team to win. Wants it bad, and she has identified me as her only 

obstacle. She gives my shoulders a happy shake, “You can do it!” It is the first time she has ever spoken to 

me. She knows, I realize, my heart falling, falling, falling. Someone told her. All this time—all through high 

school—I thought I had been hiding my stuttering. I am stunned as the race begins, and when my turn arrives 

the words, unexplainably, come out. The total body focus required to hold the shame of being discovered 

appears to have momentarily diverted the block from my throat. Our row wins. I am devastated. I am eighteen 

years old. 

https://believermag.com/contributor/amy-reardon/
https://believermag.com/contributor/amy-reardon/
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* 

I was eight when I met my first speech therapist. He had a beard like a mountain of coffee grounds and a body 

like a teddy bear, and he demonstrated how to “stretch” the vowels of my words.  

“Helloooo, I’m Daaaaan,” he said. 

“I’m Aaaaaaaamy,” I said back.  

Stretching in therapy was easy. Nonsense practice sentences didn’t matter when nothing was at stake. 

Afterward, I couldn’t wait to bolt to gymnastics practice, where my body did what I told it to do. There, I 

could push hard and get better, leaping, spinning, flip-flopping. This stood in contrast to speaking, where the 

greater my desire to be heard, the harder my throat fought to silence me. 

At home, in the kitchen with my mother, I always blocked up. She would interrupt my contortions. 

“Streeeeeetch,” she said. Dan had suggested these reminders. He also wanted us to come up with a private 

signal. We decided that my mom would tug on her ear, like Carol Burnett. But these reminders enraged me. 

When I was blocked, I couldn’t breathe, let alone stylize my words. Seeing my mother standing there tugging 

on her ear only reminded me how broken I was. 

Making new shapes with my mouth could not cure me, because stuttering does not live in my mouth. It lives 

in the long, ragged seam between my body and my soul.  

Dan didn’t know that place. How could he? He was not a stutterer.  

* 

No clear genetic origin has been found for stuttering, and neither have emotional origins like trauma been 

ruled out. Still there is no cure. Some techniques work for some stutterers, some of the time. A hundred years 

ago doctors tried cutting out portions of the tongues of stutterers, killing and maiming many, curing none. 

Online, there are testimonies from people who swear by certain techniques, people who are taking Vitamin 

B1, people who are gloriously fluent, and people in the midst of a tough recurrence.  

The late journalist Francine du Plessix Gray recalls a governess forcing her to stuff her mouth with pebbles 

and recite Lamartine’s “Le Lac” in French while standing on a seaside overlook. It was an idea from the 

ancient Greek orator Demosthenes, also a stutterer and advocate of the pebble cure. Recitations are a common 

prescription. Henry James found relief from stuttering by reciting poetry to friends, recalls Edith Wharton, 

who witnessed this. Joe Biden swears reciting Yeats in the mirror helped him “overcome” his affliction, a 

verb with which some of us have a tiny quibble. (Ask any stutterer: we can tell you exactly when he blocks up 

and when he switches out a word. We feel it in our big sad hearts. Those who criticized him for ending his 

debate answers before the time was up? They had it all wrong. He didn’t cede the time because he had 

nothing more to say, he felt a block coming so he wrapped it up quickly to remain fluent.) 

“The anxiety caused by stuttering has prevailed for millennia,” Gray wrote in The New York Review of Books. 

“A prayer to find release from it, dated several centuries before the Christian era, has been found on a 

cuneiform tablet from Mesopotamia.” Moses spoke of the heaviness of his tongue. Aristotle drank to ease his 

blocks. At the behest of his therapist of The King’s Speech fame, King George VI of England held vowel 

sounds for fifteen seconds each before an open window. Stuttering has been attributed to everything from the 

afflicted’s low intelligence to their tongues (too cold, too hard), to their family of origin. One expert theorized 
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“upwardly mobile perfectionist” parents seeking to “influence their children’s prosperity… often interrupting 

them,” were to blame.  

My favorite scene comes early in the film, when the future King George is asked to read a passage with 

headphones on. With the overture of Mozart’s Marriage of Figaro blasting so loud into his ears he can’t hear 

himself think, he is perfectly fluent. Yes, I thought, that’s exactly how it works. Research is slowly bearing out 

what all stutterers know intuitively. A recent study at New York University found that the perception of being 

heard by a listener determines whether a person will get stuck: because stutterers don’t block up when we’re 

alone, talking to ourselves or our pets. The authors of the study determined there exists a social component to 

stuttering. During his lifetime, King George’s beloved therapist, Lionel Logue, was dismissed as a quack for 

his irreverent methods, which were rooted in deep human connection, confronting fear, and a wicked sense of 

humor. 

* 

Most of us are only three or four years old when we begin stuttering. We don’t know to be bothered by it. But 

soon, we notice the people around us. How they look away, shift their weight, try to fill in words. The more 

uncomfortable the people in my life looked, the more I fought the force that had started like a thin pink rubber 

band pulling at my mouth. The more I fought the bigger it got, locking my jaw, lifting the base of my tongue 

and spreading down my throat. The effort to speak could leave me panting, face red and contorted. That’s 

when it really started to hurt: when I learned how ugly I was.  

The worst part of stuttering is not the block, it’s the shame. 

Friends offered hope. “You could grow out of it, some people do.”  

But this only made me feel in need of fixing. Throughout my childhood, nobody ever said the one thing I 

needed to hear most: It’s OK. No one ever said go ahead and stutter, it doesn’t bother me at all. How it could 

have freed me, had one adult suggested I accept my voice. What would have been the cost, really, to give one 

shy, serious little girl—who already was making herself so small she barely took up any space at all—

permission to be who she was? 

* 

When I was nine, my mother drove me to New York City to meet the rock star of stuttering, the author of a 

book called Stuttering Solved. I can see why the book appealed, promising “a revolutionary new treatment 

with an 89 percent success rate.” At home, we had the paperback with an incredibly loud cover that repeated 

the phrase, “Stu-, Stu-, Stu-, Stu-, Stu-, Stu-,” down the length of the page, mocking the act of stuttering itself, 

before giving way to the title at the bottom: Stuttering Solved. The book was written in the 1970s by a 

researcher with a PhD and, I imagine, the best of intentions. He also hosted seminars to teach his technique, 

and I had been signed up to attend. It was very expensive, my parents told me, but worth it. At this point, we 

were hoping for a cure. For what else were two perfectly fluent parents supposed to do with a daughter whose 

words got stuck in her throat?  

On the big day, my mom delivered me to a gray, windowless conference room at the Marriott Marquis in 

Times Square, where I joined twelve or so other stutterers around the outer edge of a square formed by four 

long tables pushed together. The first thing the stuttering expert asked us to do was what I dreaded most: to go 

around the table and introduce ourselves. Name, occupation, where you live, a hobby. At the age of nine, this 

suggestion already triggered the fight-or-flight response in my body, a reaction so deeply engrained that even 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 598  may  2022 

 

102 

now, although I am mostly called to introduce myself only in groups where I feel safe, my body still reacts. 

The dread begins small, then grows in a slow creep. As the next person goes, and then the next, and my turn 

ticks closer, my heart thumps and the familiar fist grips my throat.  

I was too young to think to ask: why would a doctor ask a group of stutterers, who showed up here in all their 

vulnerability, to begin by humiliating themselves? 

We all looked at our hands in despair, then began the slow, miserable loop around the table. Stutterers don’t 

talk about stuttering while it’s happening, we are too busy fighting to get the words out. I was the youngest in 

a group of mostly adults, but there was a boy too. His name was Toby, and he was a few years older than I 

was. He wore a rust-colored V-neck, a comb sticking out of his back pocket, and his hair was feathered over 

his ears. I may have only been nine, but I was old enough to know a cool teenage boy when I saw one. 

What I remember most about that day is this cute boy being stripped of his mask while we all watched. He 

struggled to say his name and every subsequent word. His lips twisted, syllables repeating, spewing tiny drops 

of spit. Before this, I had never met another stutterer. His was even worse than mine, and I felt his 

humiliation, an adrenaline surge, my heart pounding. With my eyes, I willed him to look at me—I know you, I 

wanted to say—but he refused. It was exactly what I would have done. 

There are two kinds of stutterers. Toby was a repeater, and unfortunately, his name began with a hard 

consonant. Every time he said it was an opportunity for humiliation. T-T-T-T-Toby. I block up on my name 

too; it’s common among stutterers. It has something to do with being seen. Every new introduction carries the 

fear of exposure. Also, you can’t substitute another word for your name, and word substitution is one of our 

best tricks. We can feel blocks coming, they gather like a warming, starting far away and gaining in strength. 

We become masterful at sensing them in the distance, managing them by quick-swapping a difficult word 

with an easier one. If I can’t say “Tchaikovsky” with its hard consonants, I might ask, now who’s that 

composer who wrote Swan Lake? Even though I know the answer. If I really want the pancakes, but I know 

I’ll block up on p, I might order waffles instead. I remain fluent, but now I’ve got waffles.  

I’m the second type of stutterer. We are so pained by our struggle that we swallow the repetition and fight 

silently. When I’m blocked, my lips are sealed, trembling from the pressure inside. This creates long, 

awkward silences. Baby stutterers start out as repeaters. I remember the exact moment I decided not to be a 

repeater. I was walking to kindergarten with a friend. I heard myself stutter, r-r-r-r. I hated it, got angry and 

stomped my foot, and the word was released. Recess. But I didn’t like how the word came out. From now on, 

my small self in pigtails resolved on the sidewalk, I will say the word the first time. We swallow our blocks 

because we want you to like us, and we can’t handle the look on your face when we stutter. I care more about 

what you think of me than the point I am trying to make.  

By fifth grade, when Mrs. Yamasaki called on me to read aloud in front of the class, I was a practiced 

swallower. The class went silent as I read, breathless and sputtering, my face growing hot and red while I 

stopped and started and looked ahead miserably at the endless passage, wondering how long it would be until 

she decided I’d read enough. My kind teacher never mentioned my stuttering and neither did the other 

students, but after the second time, Mrs. Yamasaki kept me after class and told me privately she wouldn’t call 

on me anymore. That’s also common, for stuttering to be unmentionable.  

At the seminar, our leader was not a stutterer; he was an academic and a businessman. Only someone trying to 

market an idea would cook up the concept of a “before” scenario, in which we all stuttered, and an “after,” 

showing we’d been cured. In between, we spent the day learning his air flow technique. The problem with the 
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before-after scenario was that this man didn’t know about the social pressure that builds when words are 

stuck, and someone wants information. By the time we repeated our miserable loop at the end of the day, our 

words of introduction had lost their charge. We stuttered less. He congratulated us and declared the day a 

success. For years afterward, I followed his single sheet of take-home instructions, sitting in the dark in a hot 

bath, reading breathy affirmations like “I will speak fluently” by candlelight.  

When the workshop was over, Toby’s mother was waiting for him too. 

“Did you talk to that boy?” My mom asked in the car on the way home. 

“Of course not,” I snapped. Toby and I weren’t anywhere close to accepting ourselves as stutterers. To speak 

to each other would have been to look in the mirror at our own pain.  

* 

There are a lot of alcoholic stutterers; drinking relaxes the knots in our throats. This I discovered as a 

teenager, the first time someone handed me a red Solo cup at a high school party. I leaned against a wall and 

marveled at the strange, light feeling in my head, and the looseness in my tongue. For the rest of the night, I 

blabbered, fluent and free, to anyone who would listen. 

Among Winston Churchill scholars, a debate lives on over his speech affectations. One side argues he both 

lisped and stuttered, while the other, seeking to protect his legacy, insists upon only the lisp. By many 

accounts, Churchill began his day with a scotch in bed, followed at lunch by champagne, brandy, and a nap. 

After this, he got down to the evening’s drinking. President Roosevelt was said to require three days to 

recover from a visit by Churchill.  

But I am not a Great Man or an orator or a world leader. I am a very good listener. I am someone who doesn’t 

want to waste anyone’s time or make anyone feel uncomfortable. What I have been searching for is 

something more like permission. 

* 

At the end of Man’s Search for Meaning, his memoir on surviving Auschwitz, Viktor Frankl describes what 

he calls “anticipatory anxiety” for which “the fear is mother of the event.” I am out for a walk, listening to the 

audiobook, when I feel something elemental click into place. Frankl, a psychologist and neurologist, details 

his technique for “reversing” the anxiety.  

A young physician consulted me because of his fear of perspiring. Whenever he expected an outbreak of 

perspiration, this anticipatory anxiety was enough to precipitate excessive sweating…. I advised the patient, 

in the event that sweating should recur, to resolve deliberately to show people how much he could sweat. A 

week later he returned to report that whenever he met anyone who triggered his anticipatory anxiety, he said 

to himself, “I only sweated out a quart before, but now I’m going to pour at least ten quarts!” The result 

was that, after suffering from his phobia for four years, he was able, after a single session, to free himself 

permanently of it within one week. The reader will note that this procedure consists of a reversal of the 

patient’s attitude, inasmuch as his fear is replaced by a paradoxical wish. By this treatment, the wind is taken 

out of the sails of the anxiety. 

Have you ever noticed how sometimes people who live with grief can recognize each other, no words 

required? Compassion and humility often are born in our suffering. Here is Frankl, stripped of his humanity in 

a Nazi death camp, describing the experience of stuttering better than anyone. He knew where sorrow lives. 
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* 

In college, I reported for my school’s daily newspaper, doing endless interviews, and never experienced a 

block. My personal list of stuttering situations includes an exception when I’m playing the role of active 

listener. I never stutter when the conversation is focused squarely on someone else. One day, as a reward for a 

big investigative scoop, my editor offered me a celebrity interview. Bob Hope was coming to campus to 

perform, did I want the advance interview?  

Hell, yes. 

I prepared my questions, pulled my best reporter buddy into the one office at the paper with a phone and 

dialed. My old enemy loomed. I started bravely because I never know if the words will pass, and often they 

do. But feeling unworthy in the face of celebrity (remember Updike’s false position) my throat seized wildly. 

By question three, I could not squeeze out a word. I handed the phone to my friend and pointed to my 

notebook. She read the questions into the phone, and together we listened, one ear each at the receiver while I 

took notes. After it was over, we giggled. We both got to interview Bob Hope, and he never noticed. Yay.   

But the truth is, I was sad. What if I had not brought a substitute speaker into the room to enable my 

avoidance tricks? The idea that I was this close to making a habit of opting out of my best opportunities 

because I was afraid of stuttering terrified me. That day, I learned what it felt like to give away my agency 

and my voice. It felt terrible, and I had done it to myself.  

* 

The woman known as Pablo Picasso’s muse is famous for the beauty that inspired the artist’s work. These are 

the well-known facts about her: she catered to Picasso’s every need so he could paint. She was twenty-one 

when they met, and he was sixty-one. She is the mother of their two children, Claude and Paloma. Less 

known is that Françoise Gilot lives in New York City, and she is an artist in her own right. Last year one of 

her paintings sold for $1.3M at Sotheby’s. Recently she told a reporter from The New York Times, “As young 

women, we were taught to keep silent.… that taking second place is easier than first. You tell yourself that’s 

all right, but it’s not all right. It is important that we learn to express ourselves, to say what it is that we like, 

that we want.”  

There are so many stories about people who have silenced themselves then decided to stop. “It’s very difficult 

to become who you are,” Gilot said. “People tell you to be natural. But what is natural, I would like to know?” 

* 

“The deaf don’t believe in silence,” writes the poet Ilya Kaminsky. “Silence is the invention of the hearing.”  

* 

Another walk, this time at night, in the cold with twinkly lights. “My silences had not protected me,” says the 

voice in my ears. Again, that remarkable feeling of the earth shifting, of a piece of me sliding into place. 

When asked to prepare a speech on silence, the poet and activist Audre Lorde tells her daughter she is afraid 

of the vulnerability that will be necessary. Her daughter responds, “Tell them about how you’re never really a 

whole person if you remain silent, because there’s always that one little piece inside you that wants to be 

spoken out, and if you keep ignoring it, it gets madder and madder and hotter and hotter, and if you don’t 

speak it out one day it will just up and punch you in the mouth from the inside.”  
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* 

Waiting to board a plane one day, inside the jet bridge, I hear something that splits me in half. Louder, sharper 

than the ordinary hum of voices, a trumpeting, a honk. My eyes search for its origin. Ten, twenty, thirty 

seconds later, there it is again. I locate the spot, fix my eyes on two men in quiet conversation. A young man, 

carefully groomed, shirt tucked tight into khakis, speaks earnestly with his neighbor in line, a tall pilot in 

uniform. At first, nothing stands out about their conversation. From their faces and gestures, I can see it is 

technical, perhaps involving the aerodynamics of flight. Suddenly, the young man’s head breaks hard to the 

right, lifts from the neck and emits the loud honk. Then, as if nothing happened, he’s back, and the 

conversation carries on at its much lower pitch. Inside, I crumple, because what I see is everything he’s trying 

to be, and the one small thing that cancels it all out. The pattern repeats, the strange, beautiful bird appears 

and disappears. Neither the young man nor the pilot acknowledges the tic, but my face goes red and hot. It 

never once occurs to me that the men might not be filled with shame.  

* 

Modern research tells us stuttering is distributed evenly among the world’s regions and languages, affecting 

slightly more than one percent of the population, with an estimated eighty percent of those being male. 

Though the British take it for granted, Francine du Plessix Gray writes, “seeing it as a mark of good 

breeding… it is chiefly Great Britain’s upper classes, who have been plagued by the hazing and corporeal 

misery imposed by the public school system, who stutter.” Indeed, one can watch a two-minute video 

supercut of every time the actor Hugh Grant stammers in the film, Notting Hill. I had not realized Grant was a 

childhood stutterer, but my stomach flips in recognition, watching him interrupt one line of dialogue after 

another with the bumbling “um” he has molded into his own special brand of charm. Um is a greasing word. I 

use it constantly to disrupt a block. I force myself to watch to the end of the video. 

The indignities of stuttering are as old as humanity, but since I live them, they hold no surprises for me. More 

interesting is a comment from Gray captured in her 2019 obituary. “I write out of a desire for revenge against 

reality, to destroy forever the stuttering powerless child I once was, to gain the love and attention that silenced 

child never had, to allay the dissatisfaction I still have with myself, to be something other than what I am.” 

* 

Eye Movement Desensitization and Reprocessing is a way to process trauma in therapy. As I watch dots on a 

screen to get my brain to cross back and forth between hemispheres, my therapist Sarah leads me through a 

visualization. A childhood memory comes to me.  

When I was three, I was sick with croup, and a fever so high I spent a night in the hospital. This much was 

family lore, but in the memory suddenly I could see it. A nurse settled me into an oxygen tent, a crib with a 

big square cover of clear plastic that zipped up to close me inside. She showed me a cord with a plastic button 

to press if I needed her. She pulled the buzzer outside the tent as she zipped closed the plastic. Sealed inside, I 

could see the problem. The buzzer was outside the tent so even if I wanted to press it I could not. But I was 

powerless to say anything. I did not have the words. 

In the night, I woke alone. Croup is scary because the vocal cords thicken and swell, inhibiting breathing. 

Congested and upset, I remembered the button, but when I reached for it, my hand was trapped behind the 

plastic wall. I scratched at it, panicking. Hot and sweaty and crying, my hair stuck to my face, wet with snot 

and tears, I gasped for air.  
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How long did this go on? Hours or just minutes? Did I lose consciousness? This was back when parents could 

only be with their hospitalized children during visiting hours. What’s most distinct about this memory is how 

sure I am that it happened. 

After the EMDR, I called my parents to discuss the memory. I was sure I had told them everything the next 

morning, when they showed up with a massive stuffed yellow bunny. 

“You never told us that,” my dad said.  

“Honey, you were too young to say anything like that,” my mom said.  

I filed a request for my records from the hospital. They wrote back later to say they couldn’t locate them. But 

the feeling in my throat when I remember this incident is exactly the same as when I stutter. Was this the 

moment it began?  

* 

Ed Sheeran says he never stuttered until, as a little boy, he had a laser treatment on his face. He was born with 

a large port-wine stain birthmark, which was removed in stages. One day the doctors forgot to give him 

anesthetic, and when he left his treatment that day, he was a stutterer. A few years later his dad bought him an 

Eminem album, and Sheeran became obsessed. He memorized every word. The repetition of rapping Eminem 

eased his vocal cords. 

Bruce Willis recalls acting in plays at his local YMCA, where he discovered that the stage was the only place 

he did not stutter. “A very wise woman named Eleanor Roosevelt once said, no one can make you feel bad 

about yourself without your permission,” he said, wiping tears from his face while telling this story to an 

audience of stutterers.  

Emily Blunt comes from a long line of stutterers, among them her father, uncle, and grandfather. Her 

avoidance trick was to do impressions. When she spoke in a voice that was not her own, she didn’t stutter. An 

observant teacher noticed and suggested she try out for the school play. Blunt thought it was a terrible idea 

until the teacher suggested she use a different voice. When Blunt did that, she didn’t stutter.  

Every time I hear someone talk openly about their stuttering, I feel a soothing blanket of calm press gently on 

my throat and chest, relaxing me all over.  

* 

When I was twenty-two, I met my last speech therapist, the one who changed everything, though it would 

take me decades to understand what she did for me one hot summer day. 

“Hello, I’m Brendan Webster,” she said. Brendan spoke in a distinct, breathy manner, like Marilyn Monroe. 

Marilyn was a stutterer. Her trademark sexy voice was, in fact, her trick. Breathiness can help with fluency. 

My new therapist’s eyes sparkled as if we shared a secret. She wore a complicated, many-layered hairstyle 

streaked with highlights. I trusted her immediately. She was head of the practice, so I would meet with her 

only twice, she explained, after which she would hand me off to a regular, less glamorous therapist.  

Mine was a small woman with scared eyes and a haircut like a black olive, and she and I sat on a sofa in her 

office for months, volleying mouth sounds back and forth like a tennis match. She was OK, but she did not 

know about that place where stuttering lives either. She was not a stutterer. 
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One day I showed up for my appointment, expecting the word tennis routine with my regular therapist, when 

Brendan surprised me. “You’ll be with me today,” she said in her windy way, then turned and walked outside. 

“Where are we going?” I asked, following. 

“The Burger Barn.” She pointed down the frontage road, lined by eucalyptus trees, to a small wooden shack. 

“You’re going to order a lemonade, and you are going to stutter.” 

The pavement was hot, and I watched my feet walking. “I won’t stutter,” I said.  

Brendan knew that. She knew all about my avoidance strategies. I had told her of the complicated system of 

word substitution, jokes and tics that allowed me to pretend no one could see me stutter. It worked most of the 

time. But if much of my world never had heard me stutter, the rumbling under the surface remained constant, 

and that was what I was there to address.  

Brendan stopped walking and turned to face me. “I need you to stutter on purpose.” 

“Ha!” I said. No one stuttered on purpose. Stuttering was to be shut down, beaten back, buried, and never, 

ever exposed. The suggestion that I should stutter intentionally was outrageous. I laughed at her and as I did, I 

felt the tension drain from my throat. With Brendan, who knew everything about my stuttering, the fist 

disappeared. Was this how it felt for everyone else? What kind of game was she playing? 

Only for her would I do this.  

I marched up to the wood-framed Burger Barn window and waited until the guy looked up. “Can I help you?” 

Then, for the first time ever, I didn’t swallow my block. I let it rip. “C-c-c-can I have a l-l-l-lemonade p-p-p-

please.” 

Time slows when you are stuttering. While you are fighting the steel noose, you also have time to 

reflect. First on how you hate your stuttering and then on how you hate yourself. Next you see it in the person 

to whom you’re talking. Recognition. Maybe you weren’t ordering a lemonade, but speaking up in class or 

telling a joke and you thought of something really good, or you were trying to be cute or smart or charming, 

but you stutter, so your personal score is wiped to zero because you can’t pull off clever or funny or cool 

while you are stuttering.  

Also, while your mouth is contorted and your fists squeeze and your face turns red for lack of air, your eyes 

work fine, and they look into the eyes of the other person, and you see them, seeing you. Watching my 

parents watch me stutter was the worst. My dad tried to guess, throwing words at me like a nervous juggler, 

hoping to guess the right one and end both our pain. His guesses were never correct, though, so I had to 

interrupt my struggling to say no, then get back to fighting for the word again. One time on the phone I told 

him about arranging a dinner in San Francisco for my team at work.  

“What restaurant?” he asked, pleased, for he knew the city well. This kind of anticipatory pressure tightens 

the fist. The words “McCormick and Kuleto’s” became impossibly jammed in my mouth. By the time I got 

them out, our attention had been hijacked to the fact of my horrible block, and then we both felt terrible. I 

wanted to please him, to be a confident, breezy daughter who could say restaurant names easily. He wanted 

that for me too. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 598  may  2022 

 

108 

My mom handled my stuttering by keeping her hands busy. Cooking, wiping the counters, ironing. With her 

back to me, she didn’t have to see me struggle. She gave me all the time in the world to say whatever it was I 

had to say. But somehow then what I said didn’t matter anymore. Because someone can’t really see you with 

their back to you.  

Looking into the Burger Barn guy’s face while I repeated p-, p-, p-, I saw the usual gears turning. Surprise. 

Confusion. Recognition. Then the worst part, pity. 

But something new happened after Brendan made me stutter on purpose at the Burger Barn. I survived. It 

changed me. Not all at once in a grand epiphany. Not, in fact, at all right then. But from time to time, I would 

consider that day, when Brendan made me stutter on purpose. The knowledge that I did the dreaded thing and 

didn’t die gradually found its way to that long, ragged seam between my body and soul. Years passed, always 

with my stuttering rumbling, sometimes better, sometimes worse. Without realizing it, I was developing the 

kind of awareness that doesn’t arrive until you are an adult and falls into the general category of most people 

are only thinking about themselves. Maybe my stuttering was a big deal only to me. I began experimenting 

with allowing tiny repetitions at the beginning of a block, finding that when I didn’t fight so hard, the block 

seemed more inclined to ease. Like those little basket-woven finger traps. Stick your fingers in from each 

side, and when you pull the tube gets tighter but when you stop it releases.  

I never asked Brendan if she was a stutterer.  

* 

Today, people say they’ve never noticed that I stutter. It’s true, the meaty fist around my neck has loosened 

over time. But stuttering lives inside me all day, every day. Typing these words, I feel the back of my tongue 

lifting. My mouth is an inactive volcano. You may not see hot lava and ash spewing, but underneath, I am 

rumbling with activity. Another stutterer would see the occasional pull in the lower corner of my lip, the 

sudden awkward laugh, the slightly too-long beat in response to a question, the substitutions. I’m on guard 

constantly, and I see it in others too. Even when we aren’t stuttering, we’re still stutterers.  

* 

When I first met my therapist Sarah a few years ago, she pulled out a clear plastic bin of miniature toy plastic 

people and handed it to me.  

“Choose one to be you,” she said.  

I sifted around until I found one little girl at the very bottom. She was tiny, half the size of the rest. She wore a 

pink plastic molded shirt, a plastic helmet of hair that looked like she’d cut her own bangs, and her tiny arms 

and legs were thick, giving her a small but mighty look.  

“This is her,” I said. 

Over the months, we talked a lot about my stuttering, then one day Sarah fished my little girl from the bin and 

set her on the table between us. “Do you think that you stutter,” she asked, “when you’re hustling for your 

worth?”  

“Yes,” I said. “That’s it exactly.”  

Can I tell you how much I love that little girl?  
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* 

When I need to remember who I’m trying to be, I open this screenshot I have saved on my desktop. It’s a 

page from Deborah Levy’s memoir, from the opening chapter entitled, “The Big Silver.” Levy is at a beach 

resort, watching a young woman in a swimsuit talk to a grey-haired man, who observes the young woman 

talks a lot. “It was not that easy to convey to him, a man much older than she was, that the world was her 

world too,” Levy writes. “After all, she came with a whole life and libido of her own. It had not occurred to 

him that she might not consider herself to be the minor character and him the major character. In this sense, 

she had unsettled a boundary, collapsed a social hierarchy, broken with the usual rituals.” 

* 

There is a novel for stutterers, when they are ready for it. In Dead Languages, written by David Shields surely 

as an act of love, a boy tells of his lifelong negotiation with stuttering. The story is structured as one long 

conversation with a fictional speech therapist Sandra, whose job is to utter truths. Reading it, I felt sure that 

Shields stutters too. When I finished the book, I emailed to thank him. He responded.  

Everything I know I’ve learned from stuttering, and the key is, as you say, to completely own it. “Voluntary 

stuttering” has helped me a lot in this regard. 

I read these words over and over until I memorize them. Maybe he gave me permission to accept myself. 

Maybe he just waved to me along the path I was already traveling. Maybe I was just sick of hustling. 

* 

Recently, I watched a man in his 60s stutter out his order at a restaurant. He was tall, elegant, and he was 

eating alone. He’d finished his duck entrée. For dessert, he would have the “s-s-souffle.”  

When the server left, I did something I’ve never done before.  

“Hi,” I said. “I stutter too.” 

The man turned to me, a stranger, and said this: “I had a stroke two years ago. My stuttering had been 

dormant for decades. Since the stroke, I can’t get through a sentence.” It was true, he stuttered about three 

times per sentence. After the stroke, he and his wife had attended a party, where he could hardly get a word 

out. He was so upset, he left. Stuttering had installed a permanent hook in his brain. We sat quietly 

considering this, two strangers who understood each other completely. 

CONTRIBUTOR 

AR 

Amy Reardon has an MFA in fiction from UC Riverside, and her work has appeared in Alta 

Journal, Electric Literature, Glamour, Los Angeles Review of Books, The Adroit Journal, The Rumpus, 

and The Coachella Review. She lives in Denver, Colorado. 

 

https://believermag.com/logger/stuck/ 
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Hotspots shed light on 'flash drought' causes 

Work could lay the groundwork for predicting flash droughts 

 
 

New research could help predict flash droughts; areas in red are those hardest-hit. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

February 15, 2022 

Two Clemson University engineers say their research is the most comprehensive analysis so far of what 

causes flash drought, a weather phenomenon that has been blamed for billions of dollars in crop damage and 

increased wildfire risk. The work is supported by the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

Civil engineers Sourav Mukherjee and Ashok Mishra believe the study could lay the groundwork for 

predicting flash droughts so measures could be taken to prevent or alleviate the effects. 

They came up with a novel way of identifying the globe's flash-drought "hot spots," which include most of the 

eastern and central United States and a swath of the coast in the Pacific Northwest. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304458&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.clemson.edu/hot-spots-help-shed-light-on-flash-drought-causes-clemson-university-civil-engineers-say
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1841629&HistoricalAwards=false
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"This information could be used to develop a forecasting model in the near future," Mishra said. "We can use 

the information from hot spots to help identify the most important precursors for flash drought." 

Mukherjee and Mishra reported their findings in the journal Geophysical Research Letters. 

While standard droughts evolve slowly over months or years, flash droughts intensify quickly, sometimes in 

as little as a few days, with potentially disastrous results. 

For example, the 2017 flash drought in North Dakota, South Dakota, Montana and Canada was the worst to 

hit the Northern Plains in decades, causing extensive agricultural damage and losses totaling $2.6 billion in 

the United States alone, according to the National Integrated Drought Information System. 

As part of the research, the engineers created a way of measuring how hard each of the world's 26 climate 

divisions had been hit by flash drought during the period studied. The analysis considered the number of 

flash-drought events, mean severity and average rate of intensification as measured by depleted soil moisture. 

The result was the Multivariate Flash Drought Indicator, which boils down the potential impact of flash 

drought to a single number for each location. 

The results suggest potential hot spots across the majority of central and eastern North America; the Amazon 

basin; southern and western South America; Southern, Southeastern and Eastern Asia; and Central and 

Northern Europe. 

"Drought, including flash drought, is an immensely impactful phenomenon for our nation," said Bruce 

Hamilton, a program director in NSF's Directorate for Engineering. "This research helps to build a foundation 

for adapting to, and potentially mitigating these effects." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304458&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://agupubs.onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/10.1029/2021GL096804
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304458&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304458&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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The Brazilian Cat 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

"Suddenly I heard, amidst the roar of the storm, the creak and whine of the winch-handle turning and the 

rattle of the grating as it passed through the slot. Great God, he was letting loose the Brazilian cat!" 

 

Peter M., Puma in the Belgrade Zoo, 2010 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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It is hard luck on a young fellow to have expensive tastes, great expectations, aristocratic connections, but no 

actual money in his pocket, and no profession by which he may earn any. The fact was that my father, a good, 

sanguine, easy-going man, had such confidence in the wealth and benevolence of his bachelor elder brother, 

Lord Southerton, that he took it for granted that I, his only son, would never be called upon to earn a living for 

myself. He imagined that if there were not a vacancy for me on the great Southerton Estates, at least there 

would be found some post in that diplomatic service which still remains the special preserve of our privileged 

classes. He died too early to realize how false his calculations had been. Neither my uncle nor the State took 

the slightest notice of me, or showed any interest in my career. An occasional brace of pheasants, or basket of 

hares, was all that ever reached me to remind me that I was heir to Otwell House and one of the richest estates 

in the country. In the meantime, I found myself a bachelor and man about town, living in a suite of apartments 

in Grosvenor Mansions, with no occupation save that of pigeon-shooting and polo-playing at Hurlingham. 

Month by month I realized that it was more and more difficult to get the brokers to renew my bills, or to cash 

any further post-obits upon an unentailed property. Ruin lay right across my path, and every day I saw it 

clearer, nearer, and more absolutely unavoidable. 

What made me feel my own poverty the more was that, apart from the great wealth of Lord Southerton, all 

my other relations were fairly well-to-do. The nearest of these was Everard King, my father's nephew and my 

own first cousin, who had spent an adventurous life in Brazil, and had now returned to this country to settle 

down on his fortune. We never knew how he made his money, but he appeared to have plenty of it, for he 

bought the estate of Greylands, near Clipton-on-the-Marsh, in Suffolk. For the first year of his residence in 

England he took no more notice of me than my miserly uncle; but at last one summer morning, to my very 

great relief and joy, I received a letter asking me to come down that very day and spend a short visit at 

Greylands Court. I was expecting a rather long visit to Bankruptcy Court at the time, and this interruption 

seemed almost providential. If I could only get on terms with this unknown relative of mine, I might pull 

through yet. For the family credit he could not let me go entirely to the wall. I ordered my valet to pack my 

valise, and I set off the same evening for Clipton-on-the-Marsh. 

After changing at Ipswich, a little local train deposited me at a small, deserted station lying amidst a rolling 

grassy country, with a sluggish and winding river curving in and out amidst the valleys, between high, silted 

banks, which showed that we were within reach of the tide. No carriage was awaiting me (I found afterwards 

that my telegram had been delayed), so I hired a dogcart at the local inn. The driver, an excellent fellow, was 

full of my relative's praises, and I learned from him that Mr. Everard King was already a name to conjure with 

in that part of the county. He had entertained the school-children, he had thrown his grounds open to visitors, 

he had subscribed to charities—in short, his benevolence had been so universal that my driver could only 

account for it on the supposition that he had parliamentary ambitions. 

My attention was drawn away from my driver's panegyric by the appearance of a very beautiful bird which 

settled on a telegraph- post beside the road. At first I thought that it was a jay, but it was larger, with a 

brighter plumage. The driver accounted for its presence at once by saying that it belonged to the very man 

whom we were about to visit. It seems that the acclimatization of foreign creatures was one of his hobbies, 

and that he had brought with him from Brazil a number of birds and beasts which he was endeavouring to rear 

in England. When once we had passed the gates of Greylands Park we had ample evidence of this taste of his. 

Some small spotted deer, a curious wild pig known, I believe, as a peccary, a gorgeously feathered oriole, 

some sort of armadillo, and a singular lumbering in-toed beast like a very fat badger, were among the 

creatures which I observed as we drove along the winding avenue. 

Mr. Everard King, my unknown cousin, was standing in person upon the steps of his house, for he had seen us 

in the distance, and guessed that it was I. His appearance was very homely and benevolent, short and stout, 
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forty-five years old, perhaps, with a round, good-humoured face, burned brown with the tropical sun, and shot 

with a thousand wrinkles. He wore white linen clothes, in true planter style, with a cigar between his lips, and 

a large Panama hat upon the back of his head. It was such a figure as one associates with a verandahed 

bungalow, and it looked curiously out of place in front of this broad, stone English mansion, with its solid 

wings and its Palladio pillars before the doorway. 

"My dear!" he cried, glancing over his shoulder; "my dear, here is our guest! Welcome, welcome to 

Greylands! I am delighted to make your acquaintance, Cousin Marshall, and I take it as a great compliment 

that you should honour this sleepy little country place with your presence." 

Nothing could be more hearty than his manner, and he set me at my ease in an instant. But it needed all his 

cordiality to atone for the frigidity and even rudeness of his wife, a tall, haggard woman, who came forward at 

his summons. She was, I believe, of Brazilian extraction, though she spoke excellent English, and I excused 

her manners on the score of her ignorance of our customs. She did not attempt to conceal, however, either 

then or afterwards, that I was no very welcome visitor at Greylands Court. Her actual words were, as a rule, 

courteous, but she was the possessor of a pair of particularly expressive dark eyes, and I read in them very 

clearly from the first that she heartily wished me back in London once more. 

However, my debts were too pressing and my designs upon my wealthy relative were too vital for me to allow 

them to be upset by the ill-temper of his wife, so I disregarded her coldness and reciprocated the extreme 

cordiality of his welcome. No pains had been spared by him to make me comfortable. My room was a 

charming one. He implored me to tell him anything which could add to my happiness. It was on the tip of my 

tongue to inform him that a blank cheque would materially help towards that end, but I felt that it might be 

premature in the present state of our acquaintance. The dinner was excellent, and as we sat together 

afterwards over his Havanas and coffee, which later he told me was specially prepared upon his own 

plantation, it seemed to me that all my driver's eulogies were justified, and that I had never met a more large-

hearted and hospitable man. 

But, in spite of his cheery good nature, he was a man with a strong will and a fiery temper of his own. Of this 

I had an example upon the following morning. The curious aversion which Mrs. Everard King had conceived 

towards me was so strong, that her manner at breakfast was almost offensive. But her meaning became 

unmistakable when her husband had quitted the room. 

"The best train in the day is at twelve-fifteen," said she. 

"But I was not thinking of going today," I answered, frankly—perhaps even defiantly, for I was determined 

not to be driven out by this woman. 

"Oh, if it rests with you—" said she, and stopped with a most insolent expression in her eyes. 

"I am sure," I answered, "that Mr. Everard King would tell me if I were outstaying my welcome." 

"What's this? What's this?" said a voice, and there he was in the room. He had overheard my last words, and a 

glance at our faces had told him the rest. In an instant his chubby, cheery face set into an expression of 

absolute ferocity. 

"Might I trouble you to walk outside, Marshall?" said he. (I may mention that my own name is Marshall 

King.) 
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He closed the door behind me, and then, for an instant, I heard him talking in a low voice of concentrated 

passion to his wife. This gross breach of hospitality had evidently hit upon his tenderest point. I am no 

eavesdropper, so I walked out on to the lawn. Presently I heard a hurried step behind me, and there was the 

lady, her face pale with excitement, and her eyes red with tears. 

"My husband has asked me to apologize to you, Mr. Marshall King," said she, standing with downcast eyes 

before me. 

"Please do not say another word, Mrs. King." 

Her dark eyes suddenly blazed out at me. 

"You fool!" she hissed, with frantic vehemence, and turning on her heel swept back to the house. 

The insult was so outrageous, so insufferable, that I could only stand staring after her in bewilderment. I was 

still there when my host joined me. He was his cheery, chubby self once more. 

"I hope that my wife has apologized for her foolish remarks," said he. 

"Oh, yes—yes, certainly!" 

He put his hand through my arm and walked with me up and down the lawn. 

"You must not take it seriously," said he. "It would grieve me inexpressibly if you curtailed your visit by one 

hour. The fact is—there is no reason why there should be any concealment between relatives—that my poor 

dear wife is incredibly jealous. She hates that anyone—male or female—should for an instant come between 

us. Her ideal is a desert island and an eternal tete-a-tete. That gives you the clue to her actions, which are, I 

confess, upon this particular point, not very far removed from mania. Tell me that you will think no more of 

it." 

"No, no; certainly not." 

"Then light this cigar and come round with me and see my little menagerie." 

The whole afternoon was occupied by this inspection, which included all the birds, beasts, and even reptiles 

which he had imported. Some were free, some in cages, a few actually in the house. He spoke with 

enthusiasm of his successes and his failures, his births and his deaths, and he would cry out in his delight, like 

a schoolboy, when, as we walked, some gaudy bird would flutter up from the grass, or some curious beast 

slink into the cover. Finally he led me down a corridor which extended from one wing of the house. At the 

end of this there was a heavy door with a sliding shutter in it, and beside it there projected from the wall an 

iron handle attached to a wheel and a drum. A line of stout bars extended across the passage. 

"I am about to show you the jewel of my collection," said he. "There is only one other specimen in Europe, 

now that the Rotterdam cub is dead. It is a Brazilian cat." 

"But how does that differ from any other cat?" 

"You will soon see that," said he, laughing. "Will you kindly draw that shutter and look through?" 

I did so, and found that I was gazing into a large, empty room, with stone flags, and small, barred windows 

upon the farther wall. In the centre of this room, lying in the middle of a golden patch of sunlight, there was 
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stretched a huge creature, as large as a tiger, but as black and sleek as ebony. It was simply a very enormous 

and very well-kept black cat, and it cuddled up and basked in that yellow pool of light exactly as a cat would 

do. It was so graceful, so sinewy, and so gently and smoothly diabolical, that I could not take my eyes from 

the opening. 

"Isn't he splendid?" said my host, enthusiastically. 

"Glorious! I never saw such a noble creature." 

"Some people call it a black puma, but really it is not a puma at all. That fellow is nearly eleven feet from tail 

to tip. Four years ago he was a little ball of back fluff, with two yellow eyes staring out of it. He was sold me 

as a new-born cub up in the wild country at the head-waters of the Rio Negro. They speared his mother to 

death after she had killed a dozen of them." 

"They are ferocious, then?" 

"The most absolutely treacherous and bloodthirsty creatures upon earth. You talk about a Brazilian cat to an 

up-country Indian, and see him get the jumps. They prefer humans to game. This fellow has never tasted 

living blood yet, but when he does he will be a terror. At present he won't stand anyone but me in his den. 

Even Baldwin, the groom, dare not go near him. As to me, I am his mother and father in one." 

As he spoke he suddenly, to my astonishment, opened the door and slipped in, closing it instantly behind him. 

At the sound of his voice the huge, lithe creature rose, yawned and rubbed its round, black head affectionately 

against his side, while he patted and fondled it. 

"Now, Tommy, into your cage!" said he. 

The monstrous cat walked over to one side of the room and coiled itself up under a grating. Everard King 

came out, and taking the iron handle which I have mentioned, he began to turn it. As he did so the line of bars 

in the corridor began to pass through a slot in the wall and closed up the front of this grating, so as to make an 

effective cage. When it was in position he opened the door once more and invited me into the room, which 

was heavy with the pungent, musty smell peculiar to the great carnivora. 

"That's how we work it," said he. "We give him the run of the room for exercise, and then at night we put him 

in his cage. You can let him out by turning the handle from the passage, or you can, as you have seen, coop 

him up in the same way. No, no, you should not do that!" 

I had put my hand between the bars to pat the glossy, heaving flank. He pulled it back, with a serious face. 

"I assure you that he is not safe. Don't imagine that because I can take liberties with him anyone else can. He 

is very exclusive in his friends—aren't you, Tommy? Ah, he hears his lunch coming to him! Don't you, boy?" 

A step sounded in the stone-flagged passage, and the creature had sprung to his feet, and was pacing up and 

down the narrow cage, his yellow eyes gleaming, and his scarlet tongue rippling and quivering over the white 

line of his jagged teeth. A groom entered with a coarse joint upon a tray, and thrust it through the bars to him. 

He pounced lightly upon it, carried it off to the corner, and there, holding it between his paws, tore and 

wrenched at it, raising his bloody muzzle every now and then to look at us. It was a malignant and yet 

fascinating sight. 
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"You can't wonder that I am fond of him, can you?" said my host, as we left the room, "especially when you 

consider that I have had the rearing of him. It was no joke bringing him over from the centre of South 

America; but here he is safe and sound—and, as I have said, far the most perfect specimen in Europe. The 

people at the Zoo are dying to have him, but I really can't part with him. Now, I think that I have inflicted my 

hobby upon you long enough, so we cannot do better than follow Tommy's example, and go to our lunch." 

My South American relative was so engrossed by his grounds and their curious occupants, that I hardly gave 

him credit at first for having any interests outside them. That he had some, and pressing ones, was soon borne 

in upon me by the number of telegrams which he received. They arrived at all hours, and were always opened 

by him with the utmost eagerness and anxiety upon his face. Sometimes I imagined that it must be the Turf, 

and sometimes the Stock Exchange, but certainly he had some very urgent business going forwards which 

was not transacted upon the Downs of Suffolk. During the six days of my visit he had never fewer than three 

or four telegrams a day, and sometimes as many as seven or eight. 

I had occupied these six days so well, that by the end of them I had succeeded in getting upon the most cordial 

terms with my cousin. Every night we had sat up late in the billiard-room, he telling me the most 

extraordinary stories of his adventures in America—stories so desperate and reckless, that I could hardly 

associate them with the brown little, chubby man before me. In return, I ventured upon some of my own 

reminiscences of London life, which interested him so much, that he vowed he would come up to Grosvenor 

Mansions and stay with me. He was anxious to see the faster side of city life, and certainly, though I say it, he 

could not have chosen a more competent guide. It was not until the last day of my visit that I ventured to 

approach that which was on my mind. I told him frankly about my pecuniary difficulties and my impending 

ruin, and I asked his advice—though I hoped for something more solid. He listened attentively, puffing hard 

at his cigar. 

"But surely," said he, "you are the heir of our relative, Lord Southerton?" 

"I have every reason to believe so, but he would never make me any allowance." 

"No, no, I have heard of his miserly ways. My poor Marshall, your position has been a very hard one. By the 

way, have you heard any news of Lord Southerton's health lately?" 

"He has always been in a critical condition ever since my childhood." 

"Exactly—a creaking hinge, if ever there was one. Your inheritance may be a long way off. Dear me, how 

awkwardly situated you are!" 

"I had some hopes, sir, that you, knowing all the facts, might be inclined to advance—" 

"Don't say another word, my dear boy," he cried, with the utmost cordiality; "we shall talk it over tonight, and 

I give you my word that whatever is in my power shall be done." 

I was not sorry that my visit was drawing to a close, for it is unpleasant to feel that there is one person in the 

house who eagerly desires your departure. Mrs. King's sallow face and forbidding eyes had become more and 

more hateful to me. She was no longer actively rude—her fear of her husband prevented her—but she pushed 

her insane jealousy to the extent of ignoring me, never addressing me, and in every way making my stay at 

Greylands as uncomfortable as she could. So offensive was her manner during that last day, that I should 

certainly have left had it not been for that interview with my host in the evening which would, I hoped, 

retrieve my broken fortunes. 
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It was very late when it occurred, for my relative, who had been receiving even more telegrams than usual 

during the day, went off to his study after dinner, and only emerged when the household had retired to bed. I 

heard him go round locking the doors, as custom was of a night, and finally he joined me in the billiard- 

room. His stout figure was wrapped in a dressing-gown, and he wore a pair of red Turkish slippers without 

any heels. Settling down into an arm-chair, he brewed himself a glass of grog, in which I could not help 

noticing that the whisky considerably predominated over the water. 

"My word!" said he, "what a night!" 

It was, indeed. The wind was howling and screaming round the house, and the latticed windows rattled and 

shook as if they were coming in. The glow of the yellow lamps and the flavour of our cigars seemed the 

brighter and more fragrant for the contrast. 

"Now, my boy," said my host, "we have the house and the night to ourselves. Let me have an idea of how 

your affairs stand, and I will see what can be done to set them in order. I wish to hear every detail." 

Thus encouraged, I entered into a long exposition, in which all my tradesmen and creditors from my landlord 

to my valet, figured in turn. I had notes in my pocket-book, and I marshalled my facts, and gave, I flatter 

myself, a very businesslike statement of my own unbusinesslike ways and lamentable position. I was 

depressed, however, to notice that my companion's eyes were vacant and his attention elsewhere. When he 

did occasionally throw out a remark it was so entirely perfunctory and pointless, that I was sure he had not in 

the least followed my remarks. Every now and then he roused himself and put on some show of interest, 

asking me to repeat or to explain more fully, but it was always to sink once more into the same brown study. 

At last he rose and threw the end of his cigar into the grate. 

"I'll tell you what, my boy," said he. "I never had a head for figures, so you will excuse me. You must jot it all 

down upon paper, and let me have a note of the amount. I'll understand it when I see it in black and white." 

The proposal was encouraging. I promised to do so. 

"And now it's time we were in bed. By Jove, there's one o'clock striking in the hall." 

The tingling of the chiming clock broke through the deep roar of the gale. The wind was sweeping past with 

the rush of a great river. 

"I must see my cat before I go to bed," said my host. "A high wind excites him. Will you come?" 

"Certainly," said I. 

"Then tread softly and don't speak, for everyone is asleep." 

We passed quietly down the lamp-lit Persian-rugged hall, and through the door at the farther end. All was 

dark in the stone corridor, but a stable lantern hung on a hook, and my host took it down and lit it. There was 

no grating visible in the passage, so I knew that the beast was in its cage. 

"Come in!" said my relative, and opened the door. 

A deep growling as we entered showed that the storm had really excited the creature. In the flickering light of 

the lantern, we saw it, a huge black mass coiled in the corner of its den and throwing a squat, uncouth shadow 

upon the whitewashed wall. Its tail switched angrily among the straw. 
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"Poor Tommy is not in the best of tempers," said Everard King, holding up the lantern and looking in at him. 

"What a black devil he looks, doesn't he? I must give him a little supper to put him in a better humour. Would 

you mind holding the lantern for a moment?" 

I took it from his hand and he stepped to the door. 

"His larder is just outside here," said he. "You will excuse me for an instant won't you?" He passed out, and 

the door shut with a sharp metallic click behind him. 

That hard crisp sound made my heart stand still. A sudden wave of terror passed over me. A vague perception 

of some monstrous treachery turned me cold. I sprang to the door, but there was no handle upon the inner 

side. 

"Here!" I cried. "Let me out!" 

"All right! Don't make a row!" said my host from the passage. "You've got the light all right." 

"Yes, but I don't care about being locked in alone like this." 

"Don't you?" I heard his hearty, chuckling laugh. "You won't be alone long." 

"Let me out, sir!" I repeated angrily. "I tell you I don't allow practical jokes of this sort." 

"Practical is the word," said he, with another hateful chuckle. And then suddenly I heard, amidst the roar of 

the storm, the creak and whine of the winch-handle turning and the rattle of the grating as it passed through 

the slot. Great God, he was letting loose the Brazilian cat! 

In the light of the lantern I saw the bars sliding slowly before me. Already there was an opening a foot wide at 

the farther end. With a scream I seized the last bar with my hands and pulled with the strength of a madman. I 

WAS a madman with rage and horror. For a minute or more I held the thing motionless. I knew that he was 

straining with all his force upon the handle, and that the leverage was sure to overcome me. I gave inch by 

inch, my feet sliding along the stones, and all the time I begged and prayed this inhuman monster to save me 

from this horrible death. I conjured him by his kinship. I reminded him that I was his guest; I begged to know 

what harm I had ever done him. His only answers were the tugs and jerks upon the handle, each of which, in 

spite of all my struggles, pulled another bar through the opening. Clinging and clutching, I was dragged 

across the whole front of the cage, until at last, with aching wrists and lacerated fingers, I gave up the 

hopeless struggle. The grating clanged back as I released it, and an instant later I heard the shuffle of the 

Turkish slippers in the passage, and the slam of the distant door. Then everything was silent. 

The creature had never moved during this time. He lay still in the corner, and his tail had ceased switching. 

This apparition of a man adhering to his bars and dragged screaming across him had apparently filled him 

with amazement. I saw his great eyes staring steadily at me. I had dropped the lantern when I seized the bars, 

but it still burned upon the floor, and I made a movement to grasp it, with some idea that its light might 

protect me. But the instant I moved, the beast gave a deep and menacing growl. I stopped and stood still, 

quivering with fear in every limb. The cat (if one may call so fearful a creature by so homely a name) was not 

more than ten feet from me. The eyes glimmered like two disks of phosphorus in the darkness. They appalled 

and yet fascinated me. I could not take my own eyes from them. Nature plays strange tricks with us at such 

moments of intensity, and those glimmering lights waxed and waned with a steady rise and fall. Sometimes 

they seemed to be tiny points of extreme brilliancy—little electric sparks in the black obscurity—then they 
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would widen and widen until all that corner of the room was filled with their shifting and sinister light. And 

then suddenly they went out altogether. 

The beast had closed its eyes. I do not know whether there may be any truth in the old idea of the dominance 

of the human gaze, or whether the huge cat was simply drowsy, but the fact remains that, far from showing 

any symptom of attacking me, it simply rested its sleek, black head upon its huge forepaws and seemed to 

sleep. I stood, fearing to move lest I should rouse it into malignant life once more. But at least I was able to 

think clearly now that the baleful eyes were off me. Here I was shut up for the night with the ferocious beast. 

My own instincts, to say nothing of the words of the plausible villain who laid this trap for me, warned me 

that the animal was as savage as its master. How could I stave it off until morning? The door was hopeless, 

and so were the narrow, barred windows. There was no shelter anywhere in the bare, stone- flagged room. To 

cry for assistance was absurd. I knew that this den was an outhouse, and that the corridor which connected it 

with the house was at least a hundred feet long. Besides, with the gale thundering outside, my cries were not 

likely to be heard. I had only my own courage and my own wits to trust to. 

And then, with a fresh wave of horror, my eyes fell upon the lantern. The candle had burned low, and was 

already beginning to gutter. In ten minutes it would be out. I had only ten minutes then in which to do 

something, for I felt that if I were once left in the dark with that fearful beast I should be incapable of action. 

The very thought of it paralysed me. I cast my despairing eyes round this chamber of death, and they rested 

upon one spot which seemed to promise I will not say safety, but less immediate and imminent danger than 

the open floor. 

I have said that the cage had a top as well as a front, and this top was left standing when the front was wound 

through the slot in the wall. It consisted of bars at a few inches' interval, with stout wire netting between, and 

it rested upon a strong stanchion at each end. It stood now as a great barred canopy over the crouching figure 

in the corner. The space between this iron shelf and the roof may have been from two or three feet. If I could 

only get up there, squeezed in between bars and ceiling, I should have only one vulnerable side. I should be 

safe from below, from behind, and from each side. Only on the open face of it could I be attacked. There, it is 

true, I had no protection whatever; but at least, I should be out of the brute's path when he began to pace about 

his den. He would have to come out of his way to reach me. It was now or never, for if once the light were out 

it would be impossible. With a gulp in my throat I sprang up, seized the iron edge of the top, and swung 

myself panting on to it. I writhed in face downwards, and found myself looking straight into the terrible eyes 

and yawning jaws of the cat. Its fetid breath came up into my face like the steam from some foul pot. 

It appeared, however, to be rather curious than angry. With a sleek ripple of its long, black back it rose, 

stretched itself, and then rearing itself on its hind legs, with one forepaw against the wall, it raised the other, 

and drew its claws across the wire meshes beneath me. One sharp, white hook tore through my trousers—for I 

may mention that I was still in evening dress—and dug a furrow in my knee. It was not meant as an attack, 

but rather as an experiment, for upon my giving a sharp cry of pain he dropped down again, and springing 

lightly into the room, he began walking swiftly round it, looking up every now and again in my direction. For 

my part I shuffled backwards until I lay with my back against the wall, screwing myself into the smallest 

space possible. The farther I got the more difficult it was for him to attack me. 

He seemed more excited now that he had begun to move about, and he ran swiftly and noiselessly round and 

round the den, passing continually underneath the iron couch upon which I lay. It was wonderful to see so 

great a bulk passing like a shadow, with hardly the softest thudding of velvety pads. The candle was burning 

low—so low that I could hardly see the creature. And then, with a last flare and splutter it went out altogether. 

I was alone with the cat in the dark! 
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It helps one to face a danger when one knows that one has done all that possibly can be done. There is nothing 

for it then but to quietly await the result. In this case, there was no chance of safety anywhere except the 

precise spot where I was. I stretched myself out, therefore, and lay silently, almost breathlessly, hoping that 

the beast might forget my presence if I did nothing to remind him. I reckoned that it must already be two 

o'clock. At four it would be full dawn. I had not more than two hours to wait for daylight. 

Outside, the storm was still raging, and the rain lashed continually against the little windows. Inside, the 

poisonous and fetid air was overpowering. I could neither hear nor see the cat. I tried to think about other 

things—but only one had power enough to draw my mind from my terrible position. That was the 

contemplation of my cousin's villainy, his unparalleled hypocrisy, his malignant hatred of me. Beneath that 

cheerful face there lurked the spirit of a mediaeval assassin. And as I thought of it I saw more clearly how 

cunningly the thing had been arranged. He had apparently gone to bed with the others. No doubt he had his 

witness to prove it. Then, unknown to them, he had slipped down, had lured me into his den and abandoned 

me. His story would be so simple. He had left me to finish my cigar in the billiard-room. I had gone down on 

my own account to have a last look at the cat. I had entered the room without observing that the cage was 

opened, and I had been caught. How could such a crime be brought home to him? Suspicion, perhaps—but 

proof, never! 

How slowly those dreadful two hours went by! Once I heard a low, rasping sound, which I took to be the 

creature licking its own fur. Several times those greenish eyes gleamed at me through the darkness, but never 

in a fixed stare, and my hopes grew stronger that my presence had been forgotten or ignored. At last the least 

faint glimmer of light came through the windows—I first dimly saw them as two grey squares upon the black 

wall, then grey turned to white, and I could see my terrible companion once more. And he, alas, could see me! 

It was evident to me at once that he was in a much more dangerous and aggressive mood than when I had 

seen him last. The cold of the morning had irritated him, and he was hungry as well. With a continual growl 

he paced swiftly up and down the side of the room which was farthest from my refuge, his whiskers bristling 

angrily, and his tail switching and lashing. As he turned at the corners his savage eyes always looked upwards 

at me with a dreadful menace. I knew then that he meant to kill me. Yet I found myself even at that moment 

admiring the sinuous grace of the devilish thing, its long, undulating, rippling movements, the gloss of its 

beautiful flanks, the vivid, palpitating scarlet of the glistening tongue which hung from the jet-black muzzle. 

And all the time that deep, threatening growl was rising and rising in an unbroken crescendo. I knew that the 

crisis was at hand. 

It was a miserable hour to meet such a death—so cold, so comfortless, shivering in my light dress clothes 

upon this gridiron of torment upon which I was stretched. I tried to brace myself to it, to raise my soul above 

it, and at the same time, with the lucidity which comes to a perfectly desperate man, I cast round for some 

possible means of escape. One thing was clear to me. If that front of the cage was only back in its position 

once more, I could find a sure refuge behind it. Could I possibly pull it back? I hardly dared to move for fear 

of bringing the creature upon me. Slowly, very slowly, I put my hand forward until it grasped the edge of the 

front, the final bar which protruded through the wall. To my surprise it came quite easily to my jerk. Of 

course the difficulty of drawing it out arose from the fact that I was clinging to it. I pulled again, and three 

inches of it came through. It ran apparently on wheels. I pulled again . . . and then the cat sprang! 

It was so quick, so sudden, that I never saw it happen. I simply heard the savage snarl, and in an instant 

afterwards the blazing yellow eyes, the flattened black head with its red tongue and flashing teeth, were 

within reach of me. The impact of the creature shook the bars upon which I lay, until I thought (as far as I 

could think of anything at such a moment) that they were coming down. The cat swayed there for an instant, 
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the head and front paws quite close to me, the hind paws clawing to find a grip upon the edge of the grating. I 

heard the claws rasping as they clung to the wire-netting, and the breath of the beast made me sick. But its 

bound had been miscalculated. It could not retain its position. Slowly, grinning with rage, and scratching 

madly at the bars, it swung backwards and dropped heavily upon the floor. With a growl it instantly faced 

round to me and crouched for another spring. 

I knew that the next few moments would decide my fate. The creature had learned by experience. It would not 

miscalculate again. I must act promptly, fearlessly, if I were to have a chance for life. In an instant I had 

formed my plan. Pulling off my dress-coat, I threw it down over the head of the beast. At the same moment I 

dropped over the edge, seized the end of the front grating, and pulled it frantically out of the wall. 

It came more easily than I could have expected. I rushed across the room, bearing it with me; but, as I rushed, 

the accident of my position put me upon the outer side. Had it been the other way, I might have come off 

scathless. As it was, there was a moment's pause as I stopped it and tried to pass in through the opening which 

I had left. That moment was enough to give time to the creature to toss off the coat with which I had blinded 

him and to spring upon me. I hurled myself through the gap and pulled the rails to behind me, but he seized 

my leg before I could entirely withdraw it. One stroke of that huge paw tore off my calf as a shaving of wood 

curls off before a plane. The next moment, bleeding and fainting, I was lying among the foul straw with a line 

of friendly bars between me and the creature which ramped so frantically against them. 

Too wounded to move, and too faint to be conscious of fear, I could only lie, more dead than alive, and watch 

it. It pressed its broad, black chest against the bars and angled for me with its crooked paws as I have seen a 

kitten do before a mouse-trap. It ripped my clothes, but, stretch as it would, it could not quite reach me. I have 

heard of the curious numbing effect produced by wounds from the great carnivora, and now I was destined to 

experience it, for I had lost all sense of personality, and was as interested in the cat's failure or success as if it 

were some game which I was watching. And then gradually my mind drifted away into strange vague dreams, 

always with that black face and red tongue coming back into them, and so I lost myself in the nirvana of 

delirium, the blessed relief of those who are too sorely tried. 

Tracing the course of events afterwards, I conclude that I must have been insensible for about two hours. 

What roused me to consciousness once more was that sharp metallic click which had been the precursor of 

my terrible experience. It was the shooting back of the spring lock. Then, before my senses were clear enough 

to entirely apprehend what they saw, I was aware of the round, benevolent face of my cousin peering in 

through the open door. What he saw evidently amazed him. There was the cat crouching on the floor. I was 

stretched upon my back in my shirt-sleeves within the cage, my trousers torn to ribbons and a great pool of 

blood all round me. I can see his amazed face now, with the morning sunlight upon it. He peered at me, and 

peered again. Then he closed the door behind him, and advanced to the cage to see if I were really dead. 

I cannot undertake to say what happened. I was not in a fit state to witness or to chronicle such events. I can 

only say that I was suddenly conscious that his face was away from me—that he was looking towards the 

animal. 

"Good old Tommy!" he cried. "Good old Tommy!" 

Then he came near the bars, with his back still towards me. 

"Down, you stupid beast!" he roared. "Down, sir! Don't you know your master?" 
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Suddenly even in my bemuddled brain a remembrance came of those words of his when he had said that the 

taste of blood would turn the cat into a fiend. My blood had done it, but he was to pay the price. 

"Get away!" he screamed. "Get away, you devil! Baldwin! Baldwin! Oh, my God!" 

And then I heard him fall, and rise, and fall again, with a sound like the ripping of sacking. His screams grew 

fainter until they were lost in the worrying snarl. And then, after I thought that he was dead, I saw, as in a 

nightmare, a blinded, tattered, blood-soaked figure running wildly round the room—and that was the last 

glimpse which I had of him before I fainted once again. 

I was many months in my recovery—in fact, I cannot say that I have ever recovered, for to the end of my days 

I shall carry a stick as a sign of my night with the Brazilian cat. Baldwin, the groom, and the other servants 

could not tell what had occurred, when, drawn by the death-cries of their master, they found me behind the 

bars, and his remains—or what they afterwards discovered to be his remains—in the clutch of the creature 

which he had reared. They stalled him off with hot irons, and afterwards shot him through the loophole of the 

door before they could finally extricate me. I was carried to my bedroom, and there, under the roof of my 

would-be murderer, I remained between life and death for several weeks. They had sent for a surgeon from 

Clipton and a nurse from London, and in a month I was able to be carried to the station, and so conveyed back 

once more to Grosvenor Mansions. 

I have one remembrance of that illness, which might have been part of the ever-changing panorama conjured 

up by a delirious brain were it not so definitely fixed in my memory. One night, when the nurse was absent, 

the door of my chamber opened, and a tall woman in blackest mourning slipped into the room. She came 

across to me, and as she bent her sallow face I saw by the faint gleam of the night-light that it was the 

Brazilian woman whom my cousin had married. She stared intently into my face, and her expression was 

more kindly than I had ever seen it. 

"Are you conscious?" she asked. 

I feebly nodded—for I was still very weak. 

"Well; then, I only wished to say to you that you have yourself to blame. Did I not do all I could for you? 

From the beginning I tried to drive you from the house. By every means, short of betraying my husband, I 

tried to save you from him. I knew that he had a reason for bringing you here. I knew that he would never let 

you get away again. No one knew him as I knew him, who had suffered from him so often. I did not dare to 

tell you all this. He would have killed me. But I did my best for you. As things have turned out, you have been 

the best friend that I have ever had. You have set me free, and I fancied that nothing but death would do that. I 

am sorry if you are hurt, but I cannot reproach myself. I told you that you were a fool—and a fool you have 

been." She crept out of the room, the bitter, singular woman, and I was never destined to see her again. With 

what remained from her husband's property she went back to her native land, and I have heard that she 

afterwards took the veil at Pernambuco. 

It was not until I had been back in London for some time that the doctors pronounced me to be well enough to 

do business. It was not a very welcome permission to me, for I feared that it would be the signal for an inrush 

of creditors; but it was Summers, my lawyer, who first took advantage of it. 

"I am very glad to see that your lordship is so much better," said he. "I have been waiting a long time to offer 

my congratulations." 
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"What do you mean, Summers? This is no time for joking." 

"I mean what I say," he answered. "You have been Lord Southerton for the last six weeks, but we feared that 

it would retard your recovery if you were to learn it." 

Lord Southerton! One of the richest peers in England! I could not believe my ears. And then suddenly I 

thought of the time which had elapsed, and how it coincided with my injuries. 

"Then Lord Southerton must have died about the same time that I was hurt?" 

"His death occurred upon that very day." Summers looked hard at me as I spoke, and I am convinced—for he 

was a very shrewd fellow—that he had guessed the true state of the case. He paused for a moment as if 

awaiting a confidence from me, but I could not see what was to be gained by exposing such a family scandal. 

"Yes, a very curious coincidence," he continued, with the same knowing look. "Of course, you are aware that 

your cousin Everard King was the next heir to the estates. Now, if it had been you instead of him who had 

been torn to pieces by this tiger, or whatever it was, then of course he would have been Lord Southerton at the 

present moment." 

"No doubt," said I. 

"And he took such an interest in it," said Summers. "I happen to know that the late Lord Southerton's valet 

was in his pay, and that he used to have telegrams from him every few hours to tell him how he was getting 

on. That would be about the time when you were down there. Was it not strange that he should wish to be so 

well informed, since he knew that he was not the direct heir?" 

"Very strange," said I. "And now, Summers, if you will bring me my bills and a new cheque-book, we will 

begin to get things into order." 

It is hard luck on a young fellow to have expensive tastes, great expectations, aristocratic connections, but no 

actual money in his pocket, and no profession by which he may earn any. The fact was that my father, a good, 

sanguine, easy-going man, had such confidence in the wealth and benevolence of his bachelor elder brother, 

Lord Southerton, that he took it for granted that I, his only son, would never be called upon to earn a living for 

myself. He imagined that if there were not a vacancy for me on the great Southerton Estates, at least there 

would be found some post in that diplomatic service which still remains the special preserve of our privileged 

classes. He died too early to realize how false his calculations had been. Neither my uncle nor the State took 

the slightest notice of me, or showed any interest in my career. An occasional brace of pheasants, or basket of 

hares, was all that ever reached me to remind me that I was heir to Otwell House and one of the richest estates 

in the country. In the meantime, I found myself a bachelor and man about town, living in a suite of apartments 

in Grosvenor Mansions, with no occupation save that of pigeon-shooting and polo-playing at Hurlingham. 

Month by month I realized that it was more and more difficult to get the brokers to renew my bills, or to cash 

any further post-obits upon an unentailed property. Ruin lay right across my path, and every day I saw it 

clearer, nearer, and more absolutely unavoidable. 

What made me feel my own poverty the more was that, apart from the great wealth of Lord Southerton, all 

my other relations were fairly well-to-do. The nearest of these was Everard King, my father's nephew and my 

own first cousin, who had spent an adventurous life in Brazil, and had now returned to this country to settle 

down on his fortune. We never knew how he made his money, but he appeared to have plenty of it, for he 

bought the estate of Greylands, near Clipton-on-the-Marsh, in Suffolk. For the first year of his residence in 
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England he took no more notice of me than my miserly uncle; but at last one summer morning, to my very 

great relief and joy, I received a letter asking me to come down that very day and spend a short visit at 

Greylands Court. I was expecting a rather long visit to Bankruptcy Court at the time, and this interruption 

seemed almost providential. If I could only get on terms with this unknown relative of mine, I might pull 

through yet. For the family credit he could not let me go entirely to the wall. I ordered my valet to pack my 

valise, and I set off the same evening for Clipton-on-the-Marsh. 

After changing at Ipswich, a little local train deposited me at a small, deserted station lying amidst a rolling 

grassy country, with a sluggish and winding river curving in and out amidst the valleys, between high, silted 

banks, which showed that we were within reach of the tide. No carriage was awaiting me (I found afterwards 

that my telegram had been delayed), so I hired a dogcart at the local inn. The driver, an excellent fellow, was 

full of my relative's praises, and I learned from him that Mr. Everard King was already a name to conjure with 

in that part of the county. He had entertained the school-children, he had thrown his grounds open to visitors, 

he had subscribed to charities—in short, his benevolence had been so universal that my driver could only 

account for it on the supposition that he had parliamentary ambitions. 

My attention was drawn away from my driver's panegyric by the appearance of a very beautiful bird which 

settled on a telegraph- post beside the road. At first I thought that it was a jay, but it was larger, with a 

brighter plumage. The driver accounted for its presence at once by saying that it belonged to the very man 

whom we were about to visit. It seems that the acclimatization of foreign creatures was one of his hobbies, 

and that he had brought with him from Brazil a number of birds and beasts which he was endeavouring to rear 

in England. When once we had passed the gates of Greylands Park we had ample evidence of this taste of his. 

Some small spotted deer, a curious wild pig known, I believe, as a peccary, a gorgeously feathered oriole, 

some sort of armadillo, and a singular lumbering in-toed beast like a very fat badger, were among the 

creatures which I observed as we drove along the winding avenue. 

Mr. Everard King, my unknown cousin, was standing in person upon the steps of his house, for he had seen us 

in the distance, and guessed that it was I. His appearance was very homely and benevolent, short and stout, 

forty-five years old, perhaps, with a round, good-humoured face, burned brown with the tropical sun, and shot 

with a thousand wrinkles. He wore white linen clothes, in true planter style, with a cigar between his lips, and 

a large Panama hat upon the back of his head. It was such a figure as one associates with a verandahed 

bungalow, and it looked curiously out of place in front of this broad, stone English mansion, with its solid 

wings and its Palladio pillars before the doorway. 

"My dear!" he cried, glancing over his shoulder; "my dear, here is our guest! Welcome, welcome to 

Greylands! I am delighted to make your acquaintance, Cousin Marshall, and I take it as a great compliment 

that you should honour this sleepy little country place with your presence." 

Nothing could be more hearty than his manner, and he set me at my ease in an instant. But it needed all his 

cordiality to atone for the frigidity and even rudeness of his wife, a tall, haggard woman, who came forward at 

his summons. She was, I believe, of Brazilian extraction, though she spoke excellent English, and I excused 

her manners on the score of her ignorance of our customs. She did not attempt to conceal, however, either 

then or afterwards, that I was no very welcome visitor at Greylands Court. Her actual words were, as a rule, 

courteous, but she was the possessor of a pair of particularly expressive dark eyes, and I read in them very 

clearly from the first that she heartily wished me back in London once more. 

However, my debts were too pressing and my designs upon my wealthy relative were too vital for me to allow 

them to be upset by the ill-temper of his wife, so I disregarded her coldness and reciprocated the extreme 
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cordiality of his welcome. No pains had been spared by him to make me comfortable. My room was a 

charming one. He implored me to tell him anything which could add to my happiness. It was on the tip of my 

tongue to inform him that a blank cheque would materially help towards that end, but I felt that it might be 

premature in the present state of our acquaintance. The dinner was excellent, and as we sat together 

afterwards over his Havanas and coffee, which later he told me was specially prepared upon his own 

plantation, it seemed to me that all my driver's eulogies were justified, and that I had never met a more large-

hearted and hospitable man. 

But, in spite of his cheery good nature, he was a man with a strong will and a fiery temper of his own. Of this 

I had an example upon the following morning. The curious aversion which Mrs. Everard King had conceived 

towards me was so strong, that her manner at breakfast was almost offensive. But her meaning became 

unmistakable when her husband had quitted the room. 

"The best train in the day is at twelve-fifteen," said she. 

"But I was not thinking of going today," I answered, frankly—perhaps even defiantly, for I was determined 

not to be driven out by this woman. 

"Oh, if it rests with you—" said she, and stopped with a most insolent expression in her eyes. 

"I am sure," I answered, "that Mr. Everard King would tell me if I were outstaying my welcome." 

"What's this? What's this?" said a voice, and there he was in the room. He had overheard my last words, and a 

glance at our faces had told him the rest. In an instant his chubby, cheery face set into an expression of 

absolute ferocity. 

"Might I trouble you to walk outside, Marshall?" said he. (I may mention that my own name is Marshall 

King.) 

He closed the door behind me, and then, for an instant, I heard him talking in a low voice of concentrated 

passion to his wife. This gross breach of hospitality had evidently hit upon his tenderest point. I am no 

eavesdropper, so I walked out on to the lawn. Presently I heard a hurried step behind me, and there was the 

lady, her face pale with excitement, and her eyes red with tears. 

"My husband has asked me to apologize to you, Mr. Marshall King," said she, standing with downcast eyes 

before me. 

"Please do not say another word, Mrs. King." 

Her dark eyes suddenly blazed out at me. 

"You fool!" she hissed, with frantic vehemence, and turning on her heel swept back to the house. 

The insult was so outrageous, so insufferable, that I could only stand staring after her in bewilderment. I was 

still there when my host joined me. He was his cheery, chubby self once more. 

"I hope that my wife has apologized for her foolish remarks," said he. 

"Oh, yes—yes, certainly!" 

He put his hand through my arm and walked with me up and down the lawn. 
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"You must not take it seriously," said he. "It would grieve me inexpressibly if you curtailed your visit by one 

hour. The fact is—there is no reason why there should be any concealment between relatives—that my poor 

dear wife is incredibly jealous. She hates that anyone—male or female—should for an instant come between 

us. Her ideal is a desert island and an eternal tete-a-tete. That gives you the clue to her actions, which are, I 

confess, upon this particular point, not very far removed from mania. Tell me that you will think no more of 

it." 

"No, no; certainly not." 

"Then light this cigar and come round with me and see my little menagerie." 

The whole afternoon was occupied by this inspection, which included all the birds, beasts, and even reptiles 

which he had imported. Some were free, some in cages, a few actually in the house. He spoke with 

enthusiasm of his successes and his failures, his births and his deaths, and he would cry out in his delight, like 

a schoolboy, when, as we walked, some gaudy bird would flutter up from the grass, or some curious beast 

slink into the cover. Finally he led me down a corridor which extended from one wing of the house. At the 

end of this there was a heavy door with a sliding shutter in it, and beside it there projected from the wall an 

iron handle attached to a wheel and a drum. A line of stout bars extended across the passage. 

"I am about to show you the jewel of my collection," said he. "There is only one other specimen in Europe, 

now that the Rotterdam cub is dead. It is a Brazilian cat." 

"But how does that differ from any other cat?" 

"You will soon see that," said he, laughing. "Will you kindly draw that shutter and look through?" 

I did so, and found that I was gazing into a large, empty room, with stone flags, and small, barred windows 

upon the farther wall. In the centre of this room, lying in the middle of a golden patch of sunlight, there was 

stretched a huge creature, as large as a tiger, but as black and sleek as ebony. It was simply a very enormous 

and very well-kept black cat, and it cuddled up and basked in that yellow pool of light exactly as a cat would 

do. It was so graceful, so sinewy, and so gently and smoothly diabolical, that I could not take my eyes from 

the opening. 

"Isn't he splendid?" said my host, enthusiastically. 

"Glorious! I never saw such a noble creature." 

"Some people call it a black puma, but really it is not a puma at all. That fellow is nearly eleven feet from tail 

to tip. Four years ago he was a little ball of back fluff, with two yellow eyes staring out of it. He was sold me 

as a new-born cub up in the wild country at the head-waters of the Rio Negro. They speared his mother to 

death after she had killed a dozen of them." 

"They are ferocious, then?" 

"The most absolutely treacherous and bloodthirsty creatures upon earth. You talk about a Brazilian cat to an 

up-country Indian, and see him get the jumps. They prefer humans to game. This fellow has never tasted 

living blood yet, but when he does he will be a terror. At present he won't stand anyone but me in his den. 

Even Baldwin, the groom, dare not go near him. As to me, I am his mother and father in one." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 598  may  2022 

 

128 

As he spoke he suddenly, to my astonishment, opened the door and slipped in, closing it instantly behind him. 

At the sound of his voice the huge, lithe creature rose, yawned and rubbed its round, black head affectionately 

against his side, while he patted and fondled it. 

"Now, Tommy, into your cage!" said he. 

The monstrous cat walked over to one side of the room and coiled itself up under a grating. Everard King 

came out, and taking the iron handle which I have mentioned, he began to turn it. As he did so the line of bars 

in the corridor began to pass through a slot in the wall and closed up the front of this grating, so as to make an 

effective cage. When it was in position he opened the door once more and invited me into the room, which 

was heavy with the pungent, musty smell peculiar to the great carnivora. 

"That's how we work it," said he. "We give him the run of the room for exercise, and then at night we put him 

in his cage. You can let him out by turning the handle from the passage, or you can, as you have seen, coop 

him up in the same way. No, no, you should not do that!" 

I had put my hand between the bars to pat the glossy, heaving flank. He pulled it back, with a serious face. 

"I assure you that he is not safe. Don't imagine that because I can take liberties with him anyone else can. He 

is very exclusive in his friends—aren't you, Tommy? Ah, he hears his lunch coming to him! Don't you, boy?" 

A step sounded in the stone-flagged passage, and the creature had sprung to his feet, and was pacing up and 

down the narrow cage, his yellow eyes gleaming, and his scarlet tongue rippling and quivering over the white 

line of his jagged teeth. A groom entered with a coarse joint upon a tray, and thrust it through the bars to him. 

He pounced lightly upon it, carried it off to the corner, and there, holding it between his paws, tore and 

wrenched at it, raising his bloody muzzle every now and then to look at us. It was a malignant and yet 

fascinating sight. 

"You can't wonder that I am fond of him, can you?" said my host, as we left the room, "especially when you 

consider that I have had the rearing of him. It was no joke bringing him over from the centre of South 

America; but here he is safe and sound—and, as I have said, far the most perfect specimen in Europe. The 

people at the Zoo are dying to have him, but I really can't part with him. Now, I think that I have inflicted my 

hobby upon you long enough, so we cannot do better than follow Tommy's example, and go to our lunch." 

My South American relative was so engrossed by his grounds and their curious occupants, that I hardly gave 

him credit at first for having any interests outside them. That he had some, and pressing ones, was soon borne 

in upon me by the number of telegrams which he received. They arrived at all hours, and were always opened 

by him with the utmost eagerness and anxiety upon his face. Sometimes I imagined that it must be the Turf, 

and sometimes the Stock Exchange, but certainly he had some very urgent business going forwards which 

was not transacted upon the Downs of Suffolk. During the six days of my visit he had never fewer than three 

or four telegrams a day, and sometimes as many as seven or eight. 

I had occupied these six days so well, that by the end of them I had succeeded in getting upon the most cordial 

terms with my cousin. Every night we had sat up late in the billiard-room, he telling me the most 

extraordinary stories of his adventures in America—stories so desperate and reckless, that I could hardly 

associate them with the brown little, chubby man before me. In return, I ventured upon some of my own 

reminiscences of London life, which interested him so much, that he vowed he would come up to Grosvenor 

Mansions and stay with me. He was anxious to see the faster side of city life, and certainly, though I say it, he 

could not have chosen a more competent guide. It was not until the last day of my visit that I ventured to 
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approach that which was on my mind. I told him frankly about my pecuniary difficulties and my impending 

ruin, and I asked his advice—though I hoped for something more solid. He listened attentively, puffing hard 

at his cigar. 

"But surely," said he, "you are the heir of our relative, Lord Southerton?" 

"I have every reason to believe so, but he would never make me any allowance." 

"No, no, I have heard of his miserly ways. My poor Marshall, your position has been a very hard one. By the 

way, have you heard any news of Lord Southerton's health lately?" 

"He has always been in a critical condition ever since my childhood." 

"Exactly—a creaking hinge, if ever there was one. Your inheritance may be a long way off. Dear me, how 

awkwardly situated you are!" 

"I had some hopes, sir, that you, knowing all the facts, might be inclined to advance—" 

"Don't say another word, my dear boy," he cried, with the utmost cordiality; "we shall talk it over tonight, and 

I give you my word that whatever is in my power shall be done." 

I was not sorry that my visit was drawing to a close, for it is unpleasant to feel that there is one person in the 

house who eagerly desires your departure. Mrs. King's sallow face and forbidding eyes had become more and 

more hateful to me. She was no longer actively rude—her fear of her husband prevented her—but she pushed 

her insane jealousy to the extent of ignoring me, never addressing me, and in every way making my stay at 

Greylands as uncomfortable as she could. So offensive was her manner during that last day, that I should 

certainly have left had it not been for that interview with my host in the evening which would, I hoped, 

retrieve my broken fortunes. 

It was very late when it occurred, for my relative, who had been receiving even more telegrams than usual 

during the day, went off to his study after dinner, and only emerged when the household had retired to bed. I 

heard him go round locking the doors, as custom was of a night, and finally he joined me in the billiard- 

room. His stout figure was wrapped in a dressing-gown, and he wore a pair of red Turkish slippers without 

any heels. Settling down into an arm-chair, he brewed himself a glass of grog, in which I could not help 

noticing that the whisky considerably predominated over the water. 

"My word!" said he, "what a night!" 

It was, indeed. The wind was howling and screaming round the house, and the latticed windows rattled and 

shook as if they were coming in. The glow of the yellow lamps and the flavour of our cigars seemed the 

brighter and more fragrant for the contrast. 

"Now, my boy," said my host, "we have the house and the night to ourselves. Let me have an idea of how 

your affairs stand, and I will see what can be done to set them in order. I wish to hear every detail." 

Thus encouraged, I entered into a long exposition, in which all my tradesmen and creditors from my landlord 

to my valet, figured in turn. I had notes in my pocket-book, and I marshalled my facts, and gave, I flatter 

myself, a very businesslike statement of my own unbusinesslike ways and lamentable position. I was 

depressed, however, to notice that my companion's eyes were vacant and his attention elsewhere. When he 

did occasionally throw out a remark it was so entirely perfunctory and pointless, that I was sure he had not in 
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the least followed my remarks. Every now and then he roused himself and put on some show of interest, 

asking me to repeat or to explain more fully, but it was always to sink once more into the same brown study. 

At last he rose and threw the end of his cigar into the grate. 

"I'll tell you what, my boy," said he. "I never had a head for figures, so you will excuse me. You must jot it all 

down upon paper, and let me have a note of the amount. I'll understand it when I see it in black and white." 

The proposal was encouraging. I promised to do so. 

"And now it's time we were in bed. By Jove, there's one o'clock striking in the hall." 

The tingling of the chiming clock broke through the deep roar of the gale. The wind was sweeping past with 

the rush of a great river. 

"I must see my cat before I go to bed," said my host. "A high wind excites him. Will you come?" 

"Certainly," said I. 

"Then tread softly and don't speak, for everyone is asleep." 

We passed quietly down the lamp-lit Persian-rugged hall, and through the door at the farther end. All was 

dark in the stone corridor, but a stable lantern hung on a hook, and my host took it down and lit it. There was 

no grating visible in the passage, so I knew that the beast was in its cage. 

"Come in!" said my relative, and opened the door. 

A deep growling as we entered showed that the storm had really excited the creature. In the flickering light of 

the lantern, we saw it, a huge black mass coiled in the corner of its den and throwing a squat, uncouth shadow 

upon the whitewashed wall. Its tail switched angrily among the straw. 

"Poor Tommy is not in the best of tempers," said Everard King, holding up the lantern and looking in at him. 

"What a black devil he looks, doesn't he? I must give him a little supper to put him in a better humour. Would 

you mind holding the lantern for a moment?" 

I took it from his hand and he stepped to the door. 

"His larder is just outside here," said he. "You will excuse me for an instant won't you?" He passed out, and 

the door shut with a sharp metallic click behind him. 

That hard crisp sound made my heart stand still. A sudden wave of terror passed over me. A vague perception 

of some monstrous treachery turned me cold. I sprang to the door, but there was no handle upon the inner 

side. 

"Here!" I cried. "Let me out!" 

"All right! Don't make a row!" said my host from the passage. "You've got the light all right." 

"Yes, but I don't care about being locked in alone like this." 

"Don't you?" I heard his hearty, chuckling laugh. "You won't be alone long." 

"Let me out, sir!" I repeated angrily. "I tell you I don't allow practical jokes of this sort." 
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"Practical is the word," said he, with another hateful chuckle. And then suddenly I heard, amidst the roar of 

the storm, the creak and whine of the winch-handle turning and the rattle of the grating as it passed through 

the slot. Great God, he was letting loose the Brazilian cat! 

In the light of the lantern I saw the bars sliding slowly before me. Already there was an opening a foot wide at 

the farther end. With a scream I seized the last bar with my hands and pulled with the strength of a madman. I 

WAS a madman with rage and horror. For a minute or more I held the thing motionless. I knew that he was 

straining with all his force upon the handle, and that the leverage was sure to overcome me. I gave inch by 

inch, my feet sliding along the stones, and all the time I begged and prayed this inhuman monster to save me 

from this horrible death. I conjured him by his kinship. I reminded him that I was his guest; I begged to know 

what harm I had ever done him. His only answers were the tugs and jerks upon the handle, each of which, in 

spite of all my struggles, pulled another bar through the opening. Clinging and clutching, I was dragged 

across the whole front of the cage, until at last, with aching wrists and lacerated fingers, I gave up the 

hopeless struggle. The grating clanged back as I released it, and an instant later I heard the shuffle of the 

Turkish slippers in the passage, and the slam of the distant door. Then everything was silent. 

The creature had never moved during this time. He lay still in the corner, and his tail had ceased switching. 

This apparition of a man adhering to his bars and dragged screaming across him had apparently filled him 

with amazement. I saw his great eyes staring steadily at me. I had dropped the lantern when I seized the bars, 

but it still burned upon the floor, and I made a movement to grasp it, with some idea that its light might 

protect me. But the instant I moved, the beast gave a deep and menacing growl. I stopped and stood still, 

quivering with fear in every limb. The cat (if one may call so fearful a creature by so homely a name) was not 

more than ten feet from me. The eyes glimmered like two disks of phosphorus in the darkness. They appalled 

and yet fascinated me. I could not take my own eyes from them. Nature plays strange tricks with us at such 

moments of intensity, and those glimmering lights waxed and waned with a steady rise and fall. Sometimes 

they seemed to be tiny points of extreme brilliancy—little electric sparks in the black obscurity—then they 

would widen and widen until all that corner of the room was filled with their shifting and sinister light. And 

then suddenly they went out altogether. 

The beast had closed its eyes. I do not know whether there may be any truth in the old idea of the dominance 

of the human gaze, or whether the huge cat was simply drowsy, but the fact remains that, far from showing 

any symptom of attacking me, it simply rested its sleek, black head upon its huge forepaws and seemed to 

sleep. I stood, fearing to move lest I should rouse it into malignant life once more. But at least I was able to 

think clearly now that the baleful eyes were off me. Here I was shut up for the night with the ferocious beast. 

My own instincts, to say nothing of the words of the plausible villain who laid this trap for me, warned me 

that the animal was as savage as its master. How could I stave it off until morning? The door was hopeless, 

and so were the narrow, barred windows. There was no shelter anywhere in the bare, stone- flagged room. To 

cry for assistance was absurd. I knew that this den was an outhouse, and that the corridor which connected it 

with the house was at least a hundred feet long. Besides, with the gale thundering outside, my cries were not 

likely to be heard. I had only my own courage and my own wits to trust to. 

And then, with a fresh wave of horror, my eyes fell upon the lantern. The candle had burned low, and was 

already beginning to gutter. In ten minutes it would be out. I had only ten minutes then in which to do 

something, for I felt that if I were once left in the dark with that fearful beast I should be incapable of action. 

The very thought of it paralysed me. I cast my despairing eyes round this chamber of death, and they rested 

upon one spot which seemed to promise I will not say safety, but less immediate and imminent danger than 

the open floor. 
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I have said that the cage had a top as well as a front, and this top was left standing when the front was wound 

through the slot in the wall. It consisted of bars at a few inches' interval, with stout wire netting between, and 

it rested upon a strong stanchion at each end. It stood now as a great barred canopy over the crouching figure 

in the corner. The space between this iron shelf and the roof may have been from two or three feet. If I could 

only get up there, squeezed in between bars and ceiling, I should have only one vulnerable side. I should be 

safe from below, from behind, and from each side. Only on the open face of it could I be attacked. There, it is 

true, I had no protection whatever; but at least, I should be out of the brute's path when he began to pace about 

his den. He would have to come out of his way to reach me. It was now or never, for if once the light were out 

it would be impossible. With a gulp in my throat I sprang up, seized the iron edge of the top, and swung 

myself panting on to it. I writhed in face downwards, and found myself looking straight into the terrible eyes 

and yawning jaws of the cat. Its fetid breath came up into my face like the steam from some foul pot. 

It appeared, however, to be rather curious than angry. With a sleek ripple of its long, black back it rose, 

stretched itself, and then rearing itself on its hind legs, with one forepaw against the wall, it raised the other, 

and drew its claws across the wire meshes beneath me. One sharp, white hook tore through my trousers—for I 

may mention that I was still in evening dress—and dug a furrow in my knee. It was not meant as an attack, 

but rather as an experiment, for upon my giving a sharp cry of pain he dropped down again, and springing 

lightly into the room, he began walking swiftly round it, looking up every now and again in my direction. For 

my part I shuffled backwards until I lay with my back against the wall, screwing myself into the smallest 

space possible. The farther I got the more difficult it was for him to attack me. 

He seemed more excited now that he had begun to move about, and he ran swiftly and noiselessly round and 

round the den, passing continually underneath the iron couch upon which I lay. It was wonderful to see so 

great a bulk passing like a shadow, with hardly the softest thudding of velvety pads. The candle was burning 

low—so low that I could hardly see the creature. And then, with a last flare and splutter it went out altogether. 

I was alone with the cat in the dark! 

It helps one to face a danger when one knows that one has done all that possibly can be done. There is nothing 

for it then but to quietly await the result. In this case, there was no chance of safety anywhere except the 

precise spot where I was. I stretched myself out, therefore, and lay silently, almost breathlessly, hoping that 

the beast might forget my presence if I did nothing to remind him. I reckoned that it must already be two 

o'clock. At four it would be full dawn. I had not more than two hours to wait for daylight. 

Outside, the storm was still raging, and the rain lashed continually against the little windows. Inside, the 

poisonous and fetid air was overpowering. I could neither hear nor see the cat. I tried to think about other 

things—but only one had power enough to draw my mind from my terrible position. That was the 

contemplation of my cousin's villainy, his unparalleled hypocrisy, his malignant hatred of me. Beneath that 

cheerful face there lurked the spirit of a mediaeval assassin. And as I thought of it I saw more clearly how 

cunningly the thing had been arranged. He had apparently gone to bed with the others. No doubt he had his 

witness to prove it. Then, unknown to them, he had slipped down, had lured me into his den and abandoned 

me. His story would be so simple. He had left me to finish my cigar in the billiard-room. I had gone down on 

my own account to have a last look at the cat. I had entered the room without observing that the cage was 

opened, and I had been caught. How could such a crime be brought home to him? Suspicion, perhaps—but 

proof, never! 

How slowly those dreadful two hours went by! Once I heard a low, rasping sound, which I took to be the 

creature licking its own fur. Several times those greenish eyes gleamed at me through the darkness, but never 

in a fixed stare, and my hopes grew stronger that my presence had been forgotten or ignored. At last the least 
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faint glimmer of light came through the windows—I first dimly saw them as two grey squares upon the black 

wall, then grey turned to white, and I could see my terrible companion once more. And he, alas, could see me! 

It was evident to me at once that he was in a much more dangerous and aggressive mood than when I had 

seen him last. The cold of the morning had irritated him, and he was hungry as well. With a continual growl 

he paced swiftly up and down the side of the room which was farthest from my refuge, his whiskers bristling 

angrily, and his tail switching and lashing. As he turned at the corners his savage eyes always looked upwards 

at me with a dreadful menace. I knew then that he meant to kill me. Yet I found myself even at that moment 

admiring the sinuous grace of the devilish thing, its long, undulating, rippling movements, the gloss of its 

beautiful flanks, the vivid, palpitating scarlet of the glistening tongue which hung from the jet-black muzzle. 

And all the time that deep, threatening growl was rising and rising in an unbroken crescendo. I knew that the 

crisis was at hand. 

It was a miserable hour to meet such a death—so cold, so comfortless, shivering in my light dress clothes 

upon this gridiron of torment upon which I was stretched. I tried to brace myself to it, to raise my soul above 

it, and at the same time, with the lucidity which comes to a perfectly desperate man, I cast round for some 

possible means of escape. One thing was clear to me. If that front of the cage was only back in its position 

once more, I could find a sure refuge behind it. Could I possibly pull it back? I hardly dared to move for fear 

of bringing the creature upon me. Slowly, very slowly, I put my hand forward until it grasped the edge of the 

front, the final bar which protruded through the wall. To my surprise it came quite easily to my jerk. Of 

course the difficulty of drawing it out arose from the fact that I was clinging to it. I pulled again, and three 

inches of it came through. It ran apparently on wheels. I pulled again . . . and then the cat sprang! 

It was so quick, so sudden, that I never saw it happen. I simply heard the savage snarl, and in an instant 

afterwards the blazing yellow eyes, the flattened black head with its red tongue and flashing teeth, were 

within reach of me. The impact of the creature shook the bars upon which I lay, until I thought (as far as I 

could think of anything at such a moment) that they were coming down. The cat swayed there for an instant, 

the head and front paws quite close to me, the hind paws clawing to find a grip upon the edge of the grating. I 

heard the claws rasping as they clung to the wire-netting, and the breath of the beast made me sick. But its 

bound had been miscalculated. It could not retain its position. Slowly, grinning with rage, and scratching 

madly at the bars, it swung backwards and dropped heavily upon the floor. With a growl it instantly faced 

round to me and crouched for another spring. 

I knew that the next few moments would decide my fate. The creature had learned by experience. It would not 

miscalculate again. I must act promptly, fearlessly, if I were to have a chance for life. In an instant I had 

formed my plan. Pulling off my dress-coat, I threw it down over the head of the beast. At the same moment I 

dropped over the edge, seized the end of the front grating, and pulled it frantically out of the wall. 

It came more easily than I could have expected. I rushed across the room, bearing it with me; but, as I rushed, 

the accident of my position put me upon the outer side. Had it been the other way, I might have come off 

scathless. As it was, there was a moment's pause as I stopped it and tried to pass in through the opening which 

I had left. That moment was enough to give time to the creature to toss off the coat with which I had blinded 

him and to spring upon me. I hurled myself through the gap and pulled the rails to behind me, but he seized 

my leg before I could entirely withdraw it. One stroke of that huge paw tore off my calf as a shaving of wood 

curls off before a plane. The next moment, bleeding and fainting, I was lying among the foul straw with a line 

of friendly bars between me and the creature which ramped so frantically against them. 
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Too wounded to move, and too faint to be conscious of fear, I could only lie, more dead than alive, and watch 

it. It pressed its broad, black chest against the bars and angled for me with its crooked paws as I have seen a 

kitten do before a mouse-trap. It ripped my clothes, but, stretch as it would, it could not quite reach me. I have 

heard of the curious numbing effect produced by wounds from the great carnivora, and now I was destined to 

experience it, for I had lost all sense of personality, and was as interested in the cat's failure or success as if it 

were some game which I was watching. And then gradually my mind drifted away into strange vague dreams, 

always with that black face and red tongue coming back into them, and so I lost myself in the nirvana of 

delirium, the blessed relief of those who are too sorely tried. 

Tracing the course of events afterwards, I conclude that I must have been insensible for about two hours. 

What roused me to consciousness once more was that sharp metallic click which had been the precursor of 

my terrible experience. It was the shooting back of the spring lock. Then, before my senses were clear enough 

to entirely apprehend what they saw, I was aware of the round, benevolent face of my cousin peering in 

through the open door. What he saw evidently amazed him. There was the cat crouching on the floor. I was 

stretched upon my back in my shirt-sleeves within the cage, my trousers torn to ribbons and a great pool of 

blood all round me. I can see his amazed face now, with the morning sunlight upon it. He peered at me, and 

peered again. Then he closed the door behind him, and advanced to the cage to see if I were really dead. 

I cannot undertake to say what happened. I was not in a fit state to witness or to chronicle such events. I can 

only say that I was suddenly conscious that his face was away from me—that he was looking towards the 

animal. 

"Good old Tommy!" he cried. "Good old Tommy!" 

Then he came near the bars, with his back still towards me. 

"Down, you stupid beast!" he roared. "Down, sir! Don't you know your master?" 

Suddenly even in my bemuddled brain a remembrance came of those words of his when he had said that the 

taste of blood would turn the cat into a fiend. My blood had done it, but he was to pay the price. 

"Get away!" he screamed. "Get away, you devil! Baldwin! Baldwin! Oh, my God!" 

And then I heard him fall, and rise, and fall again, with a sound like the ripping of sacking. His screams grew 

fainter until they were lost in the worrying snarl. And then, after I thought that he was dead, I saw, as in a 

nightmare, a blinded, tattered, blood-soaked figure running wildly round the room—and that was the last 

glimpse which I had of him before I fainted once again. 

I was many months in my recovery—in fact, I cannot say that I have ever recovered, for to the end of my days 

I shall carry a stick as a sign of my night with the Brazilian cat. Baldwin, the groom, and the other servants 

could not tell what had occurred, when, drawn by the death-cries of their master, they found me behind the 

bars, and his remains—or what they afterwards discovered to be his remains—in the clutch of the creature 

which he had reared. They stalled him off with hot irons, and afterwards shot him through the loophole of the 

door before they could finally extricate me. I was carried to my bedroom, and there, under the roof of my 

would-be murderer, I remained between life and death for several weeks. They had sent for a surgeon from 

Clipton and a nurse from London, and in a month I was able to be carried to the station, and so conveyed back 

once more to Grosvenor Mansions. 
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I have one remembrance of that illness, which might have been part of the ever-changing panorama conjured 

up by a delirious brain were it not so definitely fixed in my memory. One night, when the nurse was absent, 

the door of my chamber opened, and a tall woman in blackest mourning slipped into the room. She came 

across to me, and as she bent her sallow face I saw by the faint gleam of the night-light that it was the 

Brazilian woman whom my cousin had married. She stared intently into my face, and her expression was 

more kindly than I had ever seen it. 

"Are you conscious?" she asked. 

I feebly nodded—for I was still very weak. 

"Well; then, I only wished to say to you that you have yourself to blame. Did I not do all I could for you? 

From the beginning I tried to drive you from the house. By every means, short of betraying my husband, I 

tried to save you from him. I knew that he had a reason for bringing you here. I knew that he would never let 

you get away again. No one knew him as I knew him, who had suffered from him so often. I did not dare to 

tell you all this. He would have killed me. But I did my best for you. As things have turned out, you have been 

the best friend that I have ever had. You have set me free, and I fancied that nothing but death would do that. I 

am sorry if you are hurt, but I cannot reproach myself. I told you that you were a fool—and a fool you have 

been." She crept out of the room, the bitter, singular woman, and I was never destined to see her again. With 

what remained from her husband's property she went back to her native land, and I have heard that she 

afterwards took the veil at Pernambuco. 

It was not until I had been back in London for some time that the doctors pronounced me to be well enough to 

do business. It was not a very welcome permission to me, for I feared that it would be the signal for an inrush 

of creditors; but it was Summers, my lawyer, who first took advantage of it. 

"I am very glad to see that your lordship is so much better," said he. "I have been waiting a long time to offer 

my congratulations." 

"What do you mean, Summers? This is no time for joking." 

"I mean what I say," he answered. "You have been Lord Southerton for the last six weeks, but we feared that 

it would retard your recovery if you were to learn it." 

Lord Southerton! One of the richest peers in England! I could not believe my ears. And then suddenly I 

thought of the time which had elapsed, and how it coincided with my injuries. 

"Then Lord Southerton must have died about the same time that I was hurt?" 

"His death occurred upon that very day." Summers looked hard at me as I spoke, and I am convinced—for he 

was a very shrewd fellow—that he had guessed the true state of the case. He paused for a moment as if 

awaiting a confidence from me, but I could not see what was to be gained by exposing such a family scandal. 

"Yes, a very curious coincidence," he continued, with the same knowing look. "Of course, you are aware that 

your cousin Everard King was the next heir to the estates. Now, if it had been you instead of him who had 

been torn to pieces by this tiger, or whatever it was, then of course he would have been Lord Southerton at the 

present moment." 

"No doubt," said I. 
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"And he took such an interest in it," said Summers. "I happen to know that the late Lord Southerton's valet 

was in his pay, and that he used to have telegrams from him every few hours to tell him how he was getting 

on. That would be about the time when you were down there. Was it not strange that he should wish to be so 

well informed, since he knew that he was not the direct heir?" 

"Very strange," said I. "And now, Summers, if you will bring me my bills and a new cheque-book, we will 

begin to get things into order." 

 

The Brazilian Cat was featured as The Short Story of the Day on Sat, Sep 01, 2018 

 

If you enjoyed this story, you may like Richard Connell's story, The Most Dangerous Game. Both are featured 

in our Mystery Stories. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-brazilian-cat 

  

https://americanliterature.com/short-story-of-the-day
https://americanliterature.com/author/richard-connell
https://americanliterature.com/author/richard-connell/short-story/the-most-dangerous-game
https://americanliterature.com/mystery-stories
https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-brazilian-cat
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VIA DOUBLEDAY 

“When? Where? How?” Margaret Atwood Considers the Burning Questions of the Writing Life 

“Failed again to find recipe box. Used this as an excuse for not working on overdue bird piece.” 

By Margaret Atwood 

 

March 1, 2022 

Ah yes. Writing. Life. When? Where? How? That’s the problem. You can have a life or you can do some 

writing, but not both at once, because although life may be the subject of writing, it is also the enemy. For 

instance: 

MONDAY: My daughter drives us back to Toronto from the small house in the snowy woods acquired, in 

part, for writing. But we hadn’t done any writing. Instead, we’d colored in the white spots on the walls left by 

the previous owner’s pictures, using aquarelle crayons. We’d filled the bird feeders, then watched the winter 

birds— chickadees, nuthatches, hairy woodpeckers, goldfinches—a soporific activity that causes you to drool 

if you overindulge. We’d gone for a snowshoe, she striding along, me puffing. I did write a dozen long-

overdue snail-mail notes. I’d also obsessed about: (1) the editing of the novel that will come out in the fall; (2) 

my piece on birdwatching; (3) other procrastinations. Obsession is the better part of valor. 

PRH Audio · BURNING QUESTIONS Clip – Ah yes… 

TUESDAY: In the early morning, aided by my friend Coleen, we formed a line—along the hall, out the front 

door, and down to the car—along which we passed the bags of food-bank food collected at our annual maple-

syrup baked-bean drop-in—an event that removes three days annually from the writing life. I couldn’t get the 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/673327/burning-questions-by-margaret-atwood/
https://lithub.com/author/margaret-atwood/
https://soundcloud.com/penguin-audio
https://soundcloud.com/penguin-audio/burning-questions-clip-ah-yes/s-VCBuYzI8I83
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new Cuisinart to work—the former one broke last year, causing a dearth of carrot salad. However, that’s 

backtracking. The obsession of this Tuesday: What happened to my small metal recipe box? Had burning 

questions someone pinched it and sold it on eBay? It’s full of “writing,” illegible, mine: wheat-germ muffins 

and the like. Good luck reading it, recipe-box pilferer, I thought. Questioned everyone who might know. 

Blanks all round. 

Started 2009 Journal, a mere two weeks late. Drew nice picture at the beginning, however. Glued in a movie 

ticket: Frost/Nixon. Or vice versa. 

WEDNESDAY: Did do some writing today, on a speech to be delivered at another writer’s birthday party on 

Saturday. A delicate matter, as this relationship dated from the late 1960s and early 1970s, when I was not the 

Pillar of Society I am today and we were all somewhat more tempestuous. Speech to be five minutes or so. 

Wrote it. Showed to Life Partner, who advised me to take out the snider parts. Obsessed more about the recipe 

box. Phoned daughter: Had she seen it? She said, “You already asked me that.” Decided that recipe-box loss 

was causing major writer’s block. Started reading a fine book by Joan Acocella, who said that writer’s block 

was a twentieth-century American concoction. Decided not to have it anymore. This decision did not help. 

THURSDAY: Went for bloodletting but standard medical tests. As usual, felt I had failed the test of peeing 

in the jar. Went to bank. Rewrote birthday party speech. Slightly funnier, less dire. Began to make notes on 

another deadline project: “Five Predictions,” meant to raise money for a deserving cause—a Canadian 

magazine called The Walrus. Why The Walrus? Not sure, except that the walrus spirit is supposed to be the 

strongest one. Stronger than the clam, for instance. Not only that, but you can make a stellar dogsled-team 

whip out of a walrus penis. Doubt the editors knew that when choosing the name. 

Failed again to find recipe box. Used this as an excuse for not working on overdue bird piece. 

But The Walrus does good investigative articles, and I’m all for it. The predictions conceit is that I am 

clairvoyant (untrue but supported by the eerie timing of my Payback lectures about debt, which appeared in 

October of 2008, just as the economy was melting down). The predictions are to be rolled up into a scroll, 

stuffed into a crystal vase, and auctioned off at a dinner that is now a week away. Today’s obsession: What to 

predict? This enterprise was not helped by the fact that a Toronto magazine has published a creepy photo of 

me in yellow TV makeup and purple lipstick that looks—said one mean newspaper commentator—like 

Edward Scissorhands. Too true. 

Failed again to find recipe box. Used this as an excuse for not working on overdue bird piece. 

FRIDAY: Snow poured down. Went for usual morning walk despite that. Bought things, including bathmats 

for small house in snowy woods that is supposed to be for “writing.” Rewrote other writer’s birthday speech 

again. Made Life Partner read it. He said it was okay. Had my doubts. Answered a lot of emails. Thought 

about how much writing I could get done if it weren’t for the emails. 

SATURDAY: Having rewritten speech yet again, waded through snow to writer’s birthday party. In 

cloakroom was the familiar Canadian winter scene of boots being removed and indoor shoes stuck on. Many 

other writers there—we are all looking a bit like Edward Scissorhands, except a few who are looking—in 

their winter coats—like characters in War and Peace. Life becomes increasingly valedictory. Delivered 

speech. Not too bad. Conferred with editor of novel—who was at party—about when she might be ready with 

final comments. Said I was in no rush (a lie). Waded home through snow. Looked on pedometer to see how 

many steps I’d taken—a new obsession. Still no recipe box. Wondered if the inheriting of my mother’s recipe 

box (larger, neater, wooden) had caused my own to vaporize. Thought: That way madness lies. 
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Started reading a fine book by Joan Acocella, who said that writer’s block was a twentieth-century American 

concoction. Decided not to have it anymore. This decision did not help. 

SUNDAY: Life Partner drove us up to small house in snowy woods, through appalling sleet and slush. Glad 

that car has anti-skid mechanism. Got to house just in time to refill the empty bird feeders. Set up table so I 

could actually write something, somewhere. Failed to access email, a blessing in disguise. The woods are 

lovely, dark, and deep. Why write? 

MONDAY: No water pressure. Fooled with pump, uselessly. Life Partner entered tool room to find steaming 

hot water gushing from ceiling. He turned off the taps, but we feared frozen and burst pipe. Expert arrived to 

say, Not frozen—simply a bad soldering job. Pipes fixed. 

So pleased by this narrow escape that I actually wrote the predictions, all five pages of them. Worried that 

they wouldn’t fit into crystal bottle. Went for walk along white-blue snowy road as pink-yellow sun was 

setting. Very Arthur Lismer (Canadian painter). Looked for deer tracks. None. 

TUESDAY: Sister visited with news of where the deer actually were, bringing wheat-germ-muffin articles 

made from the recipe in missing box. Sister said box was an Heirloom, and understood the significance of its 

loss. 

Returned to city. Printed the predictions in 11 point with big margins, cut off the margins, rolled pages up in 

orange rice paper, sealed them with sealing wax, added string so they could be got out of bottle without 

smashing it, stuffed them in. Checked this item off the list. 

Looked again for recipe box, discovered it fallen down behind a drawer, along with an elderly Annie’s 

Organic Oat Bar and some tinned gingko nuts. Very happy to recover this box—I am not yet going mad! Got 

an email suggesting I write about the Writing Life; and, blockage released by the recipe-box rescue, I sat right 

down, and here it is: 1,208 words, 120 minutes. Now I can write the bird piece. Maybe. 

________________________________________________________ 

 

Excerpted from BURNING QUESTIONS: Essays and Occasional Pieces by Margaret Atwood Copyright © 

2022 by O. W. Toad, LTD. Excerpted by permission of Doubleday, a division of Penguin Random House, 

LLC. All rights reserved. No part of this excerpt may be reproduced or reprinted without permission in 

writing from the publisher. 

Audio excerpted courtesy Penguin Random House Audio from BURNING QUESTIONS by Margaret 

Atwood. Excerpt read by Esi Edugyan; audiobook read by a full cast of 36 narrators. 

Burning QuestionsDoubledayMargaret Atwoodprocrastinationwritingwriting life  

 

 

https://bookshop.org/books/burning-questions-essays-and-occasional-pieces-2004-to-2021/9780385547482/?aid=132
https://www.penguinrandomhouseaudio.com/book/673327/burning-questions/?ref=PRHD9DF6A1939
https://lithub.com/tag/burning-questions/
https://lithub.com/tag/doubleday/
https://lithub.com/tag/margaret-atwood/
https://lithub.com/tag/procrastination/
https://lithub.com/tag/writing/
https://lithub.com/tag/writing-life/
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Margaret Atwood 

Margaret Atwood, whose work has been published in more than forty-five countries, is the author of more 

than fifty books of fiction, poetry, critical essays, and graphic novels. In addition to The Handmaid’s Tale, 

now an award-winning TV series, her novels include Cat’s Eye, short-listed for the 1989 Booker Prize; Alias 

Grace, which won the Giller Prize in Canada and the Premio Mondello in Italy; The Blind Assassin, winner of 

the 2000 Booker Prize; The MaddAddam Trilogy; The Heart Goes Last; and Hag-Seed. She is the recipient of 

numerous awards, including the Peace Prize of the German Book Trade, the Franz Kafka International 

Literary Prize, the PEN Center USA Lifetime Achievement Award, and the Los Angeles Times Innovator’s 

Award. In 2019 she was made a member of the Order of the Companions of Honour in Great Britain for 

services to literature and her novel The Testaments won the Booker Prize and was longlisted for The Giller 

Prize. She lives in Toronto. 

 

https://lithub.com/when-where-how-margaret-atwood-considers-the-burning-questions-of-the-writing-life/ 
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An Interview with S.W. Lauden 

by Morgan Troper 

 

 

S.W. Lauden is a multi-hyphenate with at least two names. 

https://believermag.com/contributor/morgan-troper/
https://believermag.com/contributor/morgan-troper/
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As Steve Coulter, he’s the former drummer for power popping punk combo Tsar. That band was mostly active 

in the late ‘90s and early ‘00s, though they experienced a brief resurgence in the early ‘10s when their 

guitarmony-laden single “Calling All Destroyers” was featured in James Gunn’s 2010 superhero 

sendup, Super. Currently, Lauden drums in The Brothers Steve alongside fellow Tsar alumni Jeff Whalen and 

Jeff Solomon.  

And as S.W. Lauden, he’s an author, editor, music critic, and rock historian. He co-edited two collections of 

essays on power pop with Paul Myers–Go All The Way: A Literary Appreciation of Power Pop, and Go 

Further: More Literary Appreciations of Power Pop. 

Lauden’s latest, Forbidden Beat: Perspectives on Punk Drumming, isn’t merely 224 pages of One Guy’s 

ruminating on the meaning of punk. Like the secondary title suggests, Forbidden Beat is a collection of many 

different drummers’ perspectives–which take the form of anecdotes, listicles, and historical essays–that 

Lauden has molded into a cohesive, eminently readable whole. 

–Morgan Troper 

* 

THE BELIEVER: This is not really a part of the interview. But I wanted to ask, what’s your background 

with writing? Were you a musician first, a writer first, or were you always interested in both? 

S.W. LAUDEN: There’s that point in your teen years, or at least there was for me in my teen years, where 

my mind was kind of being blown every fifteen minutes by something. I don’t know if maybe some synapses 

connected or what. But music became a real thing, a real pursuit for me, and at the same time the guitar player 

in my first real band handed me a book. I would go hang out at the cool hippie bookstore on my way to band 

practice for my punk band in high school and read Charles Bukowski, John Fante, Jack Kerouac and Kurt 

Vonnegut. I ended up getting a degree in journalism but I was always playing music. Then I lived in Europe 

for about a year and a half, and I played in some bands over there. And when I came back, I fell in with this 

Hollywood band called Ridel High who made a record with Joey Cape from Lagwagon. Then I joined Tsar 

around 1998 and made a couple of records. I mostly put writing on hold until I left Tsar in 2003 or 2004. 

BLVR: Were there any music writers who you admired? 

SWL: You know, it wasn’t music writers initially. I read all of Vonnegut’s books three times before I was 

like, wait, they publish other books? It wasn’t really about rock journalism for me. When I studied journalism, 

I ended up being an arts guy. But fiction was the dream. And actually, the first three books I published were a 

trilogy, starting with Bad Citizen Corporation in 2015, about a punk rock singer who’s a P.I. living in the 

Hermosa Beach area. That’s where I grew up. 

http://swlauden.com/go-all-the-way/
https://rarebirdlit.com/go-further-more-literary-appreciations-of-power-pop-signed-by-paul-myers-and-s-w-lauden/
https://rarebirdlit.com/go-further-more-literary-appreciations-of-power-pop-signed-by-paul-myers-and-s-w-lauden/
https://www.powells.com/book/forbidden-beat-perspectives-on-punk-drumming-9781644282274
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BLVR: It’s funny because every music writer gets there a different way, but I sometimes make the mistake of 

assuming it’s all the same path. I found out about a lot of fiction from reading Lester Bangs as a teenager—a 

lot of beat stuff especially that he would reference, and I was always wondering, what the fuck is he talking 

about?  

SWL: I graduated high school in the ‘80s, and there was a pronounced “Beat Generation hangover” when we 

were kids, because our parents and teachers read that stuff growing up. We also had guys like Tom Waits, 

who were contemporary but who embodied the beat philosophy. I sometimes think about how the Beats’ 

influence finally sort of tapered off in the late ‘80s, similar to how The Beatles lost their stranglehold on pop 

culture in the early 2000s. 

BLVR: Okay, so—why drums? And why punk drumming specifically? You’re a drummer, but even you 

describe this book as being a labor of love and sort of niche. How did you figure you’d fill an entire book with 

essays on this topic? 

SWL: There’s not a lot of writing on punk drumming, first of all. So I felt like there was an empty lane to 

explore something that hadn’t been explored, specifically in this way.  

I had two older brothers and they’re eight and nine years older than me. And they played a lot of what you 

would now call classic rock, and heavy metal. And that was sort of what I was brought up on. And then I 

heard the Dead Kennedys when I was probably twelve. Some neighborhood high schoolers played it for me. 

And it just kind of grabbed onto me. And that was really the music that felt like it was mine for the first time. 

Like, I didn’t feel like I was getting it through osmosis, or it wasn’t being handed down to me, which is an 

important evolution in anyone’s discovery of the arts. And it’s right around the time that I got my first drum 

set. So all these things were colliding in my little tween brain. And over the next couple of years, I just kind of 

slowly moved away from stuff like Aerosmith and Def Leppard a little and started embracing more punk 

rock, and it provided this freedom for me, not only in terms of self-expression and self-identity, but also in 

terms of being a new drummer and knowing I was never gonna be Neil Peart. But I would hear The Damned 

or The Sex Pistols or Ramones, and think, Man, that’s awesome. I might be able to play that in a couple 

months. So this collection very much came from that place, as a personal passion project. 

BLVR: You’ve done this format a couple of times now, previously with your two collections of power pop 

essays. It feels very generous that you’re compiling essays and presenting them in this cohesive way, as 

opposed to writing a “book” book, where there’s just one author’s voice the whole time. Was that always the 

obvious direction for this project? 

SWL: I’ve thought about this quite a bit actually, especially during the whole proposal process for the book. 

It’s funny—it’s such a drummer personality trait to want to turn the limelight over to other people. Originally, 

I wanted to write an essay about power pop drummers like Bun E. Carlos and Clem Burke for Go All The 

Way, the book I co-edited with Paul Myers. And then I met Ira Elliot from Nada Surf and saw his passion for 

it. And I was like, Oh, no, you’re the guy who should write that. When we got through the two power pop 

books, my publisher asked what I wanted to do next. And I was like, “Well, I’m still kind of noodling on this 
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drummer idea. I’d still like to write about drummers in some way. And I was thinking maybe punk 

drummers.” 

Initially I toyed with this being the 400-page, impeccably-researched, sprawling opus. But I realized I’m more 

interested as a reader in the perspectives of other people on this topic that is always in flux. To my ears, punk 

rock drummers have more room than in other forms of heavy music that came before it. So they can be heard 

more, and they’re allowed to take more risks because it’s a style of music that’s not as technically rigid in a 

lot of ways—although it has gotten that way in recent years. And so I feel like punk drummers in particular 

stand out in the music more and really are this beating heart of energy that propels this genre forward. I 

wanted there to be multiple views on punk rock from behind the kit, so to speak. 

BLVR: I think anyone can relate to what you’re describing—having your parents’ or family’s tastes foisted 

on you, and then you discover this new thing that they have no awareness of that becomes entirely yours. I 

think for me that took the form of discovering Pitchfork, or listening to the Unicorns or whatever, and 

suddenly thinking like, man, now I’m cool. But now I’m at a place where all the music I’ve ever enjoyed can 

coexist, and I’m old enough to know that I’ll never grow out of anything permanently. Did you reach an age 

where you experienced that too? Like, with Def Leppard and Aerosmith and punk rock. 

SWL: Yeah, I mean, I grew up in an area where there were some real dedicated, hardcore punk dudes. And I 

knew I was never gonna be one of them. I was never going to be the guy with the boots and a flight jacket, or 

sleeve tattoos. When I started seriously playing it was with some people who were perhaps more interested in 

the freedom of expression and art damaged side of punk rock. Once I started playing with those guys, we had 

no rules around music, and in fact, that first high school band was this mind-blowing music discovery club as 

much as it was a band. I mean, we made some music and played some shows. But we were listening to The 

Velvet Underground, and then The Stooges and MC5, and then The Replacements and Hawkwind all back to 

back. At the same time, we’re getting heavy into all the punk stuff, but we didn’t ditch Aerosmith. Aerosmith 

was great! I love their ‘70s Records, and I saw them when I was twelve because of my older brothers. So it’s 

always been a mixed bag for me. I don’t have a lot of hard, fast rules about genre. I’ve fallen into that trap 

over the years, as one does. But generally speaking, I can listen to Dead Kennedys and then listen to INXS or 

Dio. And you know, that never really troubled me all that much. 

BLVR: You mentioned something about how punk drumming isn’t as technically challenging as some other 

forms of music, but that it’s gotten to be. I want you to elaborate on that. 

SWL: Punk drumming, at its core, is primal, I think. Ira Elliot writes the first essay in this book, and he goes 

way back—to Fred Below, who played in Chuck Berry’s band, or Bob Bennett in The Sonics. And he’s also 

talking about Moe Tucker from The Velvet Underground, who flipped over her kick drum and played it like a 

timpani. And one characteristic element of punk is its acceptance of the novice. For me as a young punk fan, 

it was like, Give me a drum set, I’m starting a band tomorrow. 

But then, of course, punk drumming mutates and evolves in the ‘80s. You get hardcore, you get the UK 82 

movement, you get d-beat, it all blends with heavy metal. Then there’s pop-punk, and skate punk, which is 
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when things start getting a little more overtly technical, the drummers in particular. Someone like Derrick 

Plourde from Lagwagon—he was not at all from the same garage rock, self-taught school as me. He probably 

could have easily played in a progressive metal band. An incredible drummer with tons of chops and style. 

BLVR: Right, or Blink-182 comes to mind immediately, which is also very removed from that garage school 

you’re describing. I think that band, and maybe Travis Barker specifically, set this precedent we’re still seeing 

echoes of, and now technical drumming feels characteristic of modern pop-punk. 

SWL: And the ‘90s really is where that shift occurred in a big way, as far as I can tell. But here’s what’s 

interesting. You have Travis Barker, who is incredible, and then the other big pop-punk drummer of the era, 

who is Tré Cool. And I love his drumming specifically because it reminds me of ‘60s rock. 

BLVR: Oh yeah, you are totally right. 

SWL: They’re both super talented drummers, but on opposite ends of the drumming spectrum.  

BLVR: When you start navigating the industry, you realize how fussy so many people are about drums, even 

in these punk circles. They need to be mic’d a certain way, they need to be played a certain way, a kit needs to 

be set up a certain way—drumming feels really beholden to all of these rules still, at least when compared to, 

like, punk guitar. But then—and this is touched on in Ira’s essay—you have all these seminal punk recordings 

where the drums were recorded with one mic, and the image is very mono. Do you think we’ll ever return to 

that aesthetic with drumming? Where the scrappy recording matches the spirit of the playing? 

SWL: It’s a matter of personal taste, but yeah, if you’re a recording drummer now it seems like the 

expectation is that you are super versatile, which is totally understandable from a business perspective. But 

there’s always a small part of me in those situations that’s like, “I’m just going to play drums the way I play 

them, you guys record it.” I’m being kind of obnoxious about it because I never want to let anybody down if 

they’re inviting me into their project but to act that way now almost seems like willful defiance. Again, it’s all 

a matter of personal taste, but I happen to like it when the wheels feel like they’re about to fall off a little. As 

a listener, I like it to sound human. A good example is Charlie Watts—there are times in The Rolling Stones’ 

catalog where it feels a little wobbly. He’s playing to the song perfectly and I love it. I look forward to those 

moments. Same with some of Keith Moon’s early drumming. 

Rat Scabies from The Damned makes some interesting points about all of this in the interview I did with him 

for Forbidden Beat. He basically says that being a self-taught drummer in a punk band forced him to be 

inventive. I think that’s really similar to how I’ve always thought about drums, for better or worse, as a form 

of brutal self-expression. I’ve been lucky to work with a lot of musicians who let me do my thing. 

BLVR: I think in terms of readability, the mix of voices is really nice. And not every piece in here is just a 

straightforward essay—like Jon Wurster’s piece, for example, is a Top 5 on punk songs that will help whip 
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you into shape as a drummer quickly. Were there any drummers you wanted to include in the book that you 

couldn’t for whatever reason? And how did you go about soliciting contributors? 

SWL: I started with a wish list, but I realized pretty quickly that it was just ‘80s drummers I grew up listening 

to, so I had to check myself. And then I took the approach of a timeline—let’s say it begins in ’65 with proto-

punk and garage rock, and then I moved through the decades. And then as the book evolved, I realized I 

didn’t need more essays, specifically—what I needed were more recent perspectives. That was a big evolution 

in developing this project, because it motivated me to reach out to people I didn’t know as well, like Phanie 

Diaz from Fea, Urian Hackney from Rough Francis, and Benny Horowitz from Gaslight Anthem. And those 

turned out to be some of my favorite stories in the book. 

BLVR: What, to you, is the ideal punk drummer? 

SWL: It’s somebody who’s not afraid to take risks. Again, I’ll probably point to somebody like Rat Scabies 

from The Damned. You practically hear him learning as he’s playing on that incredible first Damned album. 

But it doesn’t matter because he’s putting every inch of his soul into it, and he’s beating those drums within 

an inch of their life. And even after all these years, when I listen to that music, my body responds to it and I’m 

immediately drawn to that energy. 

CONTRIBUTOR 

MT 

Morgan Troper is a freelance writer and (nearly) lifelong Portlander. He has written for Willamette 

Week, Vice, Bandcamp, and more. He releases music under the name Mo Troper. 

https://believermag.com/logger/an-interview-with-s-w-

lauden/?utm_source=The+Believer&utm_campaign=2f1c0f70d5-

Renew+Your+Subscription_COPY_01&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_fcee9688a6-2f1c0f70d5-

160198133&mc_cid=2f1c0f70d5&mc_eid=d216a9697e 
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Warming of the oceans due to climate change will mean fewer productive fish species 

Study results present a mixed picture of ocean health 

 
 

Warming of the oceans will mean fewer productive fish species. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

May 16, 2022 

Warming of the oceans due to climate change will mean fewer productive fish species to catch in the future, 

according to a new study. As temperatures warm, changing predator-prey interactions will prevent species 

from keeping up with conditions where they could thrive, the researchers found. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=305185&org=NSF
https://royalsocietypublishing.org/doi/10.1098/rspb.2021.2755
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The U.S. National Science Foundation-funded results, published in the journal Proceedings of the Royal 

Society B, present a mixed picture of ocean health. "The impact of a warming ocean on marine ecosystems 

will be complex and difficult to predict," said Mike Sieracki, a program director in NSF's Division of Ocean 

Sciences. "This study helps us know what to look for as the ocean changes so we can best manage our 

resources." 

Not only will large species and commercially important fisheries shift out of their historical ranges as climate 

warms, but they will likely not be as abundant even in their new geographic ranges. A cod fisher in the 

Atlantic, for example, might still find fish 200 years from now, but in significantly fewer numbers. 

"While the species we fish today will be there tomorrow, they will not be there in the same abundance," said 

study coauthor Malin Pinsky of Rutgers University. "Overfishing becomes easier because the population 

growth rates are low. Warming coupled with food-web dynamics will be like putting marine biodiversity in a 

blender." 

Previous studies of shifting habitat ranges focused on the direct impacts of climate change on individual 

species. While these "one-at-a-time" species projections offer insights into the composition of ocean 

communities in a warming world, they have largely failed to consider how food-web interactions will affect 

the pace of change, the researchers said. 

The new study looked at trophic interactions -- the process of one species being nourished at the expense of 

another -- and other food-web dynamics to determine how climate change affects species' ranges. 

Using sophisticated computer models, the researchers determined that predator-prey interactions are likely to 

cause many species, especially large predators, to shift their ranges more slowly than climate is changing. 

"The model suggests that over the next 200 years of warming, species are going to continually reshuffle and 

be in the process of shifting their ranges," said lead author E.W. Tekwa at the University of British Columbia. 

"Even after 200 years, marine species will still be lagging behind temperature shifts. That’s particularly true 

for those at the top of the food web." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=305185&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1426891&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.rutgers.edu/news/climate-change-will-reshuffle-marine-ecosystems-unexpected-ways-rutgers-study-finds
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=305185&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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New regional diagnostic uses DNA testing to evaluate microbial ocean life 

Results improve understanding of forces that drive seafood supply, planet's ability to remove 

greenhouse gases 

 
 

Conditions at the base of the ocean food web affect the abundance of commercially important fishes. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

May 16, 2022 

Scientists at the Scripps Institution of Oceanography and other institutions have used tools of genetics akin to 

those in genealogical research to evaluate the diversity of marine life off the California coast.  

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=305186&org=NSF
https://scripps.ucsd.edu/news/scientists-announce-comprehensive-regional-diagnostic-microbial-ocean-life-using-dna-testing
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Researchers will be able to use the technique, called metabarcoding, to diagnose conditions at the base of the 

ocean food web that affect the abundance of commercially important fishes or create harmful algal blooms. 

The team reports on the findings in the journal Nature Communications. The work was funded by the U.S. 

National Science Foundation through its California Current Ecosystem Long-Term Ecological Research site. 

"It's the ecological sampling method of the future," said study first author Chase James of Scripps 

Oceanography. "This study represents the first deployment of this approach in a long-term ecological 

sampling context. It reveals what you can view when hidden diversity is revealed." 

The new way of assessing ocean microbiomes -- collections of microscopic plants, animals and other 

organisms -- vastly improves scientists' ability to perform diagnostics on the oceans. 

Researchers used the new genetic information to identify the most important factors governing how many 

organisms are in surface waters off the California coast, and where they are distributed. James likened the 

process to scanning the barcodes of all the products in a grocery store to obtain an inventory. 

"This study is a combination of new molecular tools that allow us to understand ocean microbes and a multi-

year dataset that offers an environmental context," said Cynthia Suchman, a program director in NSF's 

Division of Ocean Sciences. "The result is a more complete picture of the entire California Current ecosystem 

and how its components change with ocean conditions." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=305186&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

 

https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-022-30139-4
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1637632&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1637632&HistoricalAwards=false
https://cce.lternet.edu/
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov

