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Alexander in the Bathysphere 

Miniature from a French manuscript of Roman d'Alexandre, ca. 1486, f. 56v – Source 

While the bathysphere was not named until the 1930s (“bathy” from the Greek prefix for deep), humans may 

have been using diving bells for millennia. In the Problemata, a text contentiously credited to Aristotle, the 

philosopher tells how his student Alexander the Great descends to the depths of the sea in “a very fine barrel 

made entirely of white glass”, as a later poet would put it. The reasons for this descent differ across time. For 

some, it was to scout submarine defenses surrounding the city of Tyre during its siege. Others depict the 

Macedonian king met with a cruel vision of the great chain of being, stating, upon resurfacing, that “the world 

is damned and lost. The large and powerful fish devour the small fry”. In one particularly elaborate version, 

Alexander submerges with companions — a dog, cat, and cock — entrusting his life to a mistress who holds 

the cord used to retrieve the bathysphere. However, during his dive, she is seduced by a lover and persuaded 

to elope, dropping the chains that anchor Alexander and his animal companions to their boat. Through a 

gruesome utility, the pets help him survive: the cock keeps track of time in the lightless fathoms, the cat 

serves as a rebreather to purify the vessel’s atmosphere, and the poor hound’s body becomes a kind of airbag, 

propelling Alexander back to the sea’s surface. 

In the visual arts, Alexander’s primitive submarine did not prove popular until more than a millennium after 

his death, when various vernacular adaptations of the Alexander Romance, a largely fictional biographical 

account, became a common subject for illuminated manuscripts. The miniatures, folios, and tapestry gathered 

below show Alexander menaced by denizens of the deep. A fourteenth-century illumination made in Flanders 

has a gigantic fish hovering above the glass keg — where the sceptered emperor sits framed by flaming 

sconces — while his dog deserts him for ghostly nudes, who seem to taunt the cuckolded king. A twin-tailed 

siren appears to wear Alexander’s crown, while the submariner crouches helplessly, in a miniature from 

Johannes Harlieb’s fifteenth-century Alexander, and an illumination featured in Jean Wauquelin’s version of 

the romance imagines the king flanked by tusked mammals and Gog-and-Magog-style cannibals eating 

https://portail.biblissima.fr/ark:/43093/mdataa07caee8ff244e47c3630ed9475f88d10e3899d8
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/bruegel-big-fish-little-fish
https://hungarians.weebly.com/uploads/2/0/0/3/20035969/gog_and_magog.pdf
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underwater apples. From chalk-and-ink drawings, through half-colored scenes, to a seventeenth-century 

version of the “Serbian Alexandria” — where a seemingly depthless crowd of bowler-hatted men watch as a 

creature, resembling the lovechild of a scorpion and lobster, blindsides Alexander — this fantastical episode 

has led to diverse representations across countries, languages, and centuries. “Although not part of the 

original narrative and only later attached to the Romance in European, Arabic, and Persian traditions”, 

writes Su Fang Ng, the diving bell became iconic, “recasting the conqueror into an ‘inventor and sage’”. A 

particularly stunning sixteenth-century visualization was inspired from a Perisan epic poem, made, as Kanishk 

Tharoor recounts, by “a Hindu artist in India for a Turkic Muslim ruler with strong ties to Central Asia”. Here 

Alexander leaves behind a rolling landscape of castles and ice-encrusted mountains for the uncharted world 

below. 

The bathysphere’s formal containment mirrors two other episodes from the Alexander legend: his aerial 

flight (f. 20v), charioted by griffins, which served as an exemplum superbiae (example of pride) on medieval 

church facades, and his meeting with Diogenes of Sinope, the philosopher who lived in a barrel. As 

Plutarch recounts in Alexander, the king was impressed by how the Cynic paid him no mind, desiring only 

that the monarch not cast a shadow over the patch of sun in which he was lazing. “It is said that Alexander 

was so struck by this”, writes Plutarch, that he declared: “But verily, if I were not Alexander, I would be 

Diogenes”. Perhaps a similar longing for alternative lives shows through in the images featured here. Not 

content with having conquered large swaths of the earth, the emperor seeks a newer world. During one first-

person rendering of the tale, after his diving bell has been crushed by an aquatic beast, the king tells himself: 

“Alexander, now you must give up attempting the impossible, or you may lose your life in attempting to 

explore the deep.” 

 

SOURCE Various  

 

UNDERLYING WORK RIGHTS PD Worldwide  

 DIGITAL COPY RIGHTS Various  

 DOWNLOAD Right click on image, or see source for higher-res 

https://collections-louvre-fr.translate.goog/en/ark:/53355/cl020101119?_x_tr_sl=auto&_x_tr_tl=en&_x_tr_hl=en-US&_x_tr_pto=wapp
http://ica.themorgan.org/manuscript/page/42/113135
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Alexandria_serbskaya.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Alexandria_serbskaya.jpg
https://books.google.fi/books?id=SiiPDwAAQBAJ&pg=PT99
https://www.theparisreview.org/blog/2017/02/10/alexander-is-lowered-into-the-sea/
https://www.theparisreview.org/blog/2017/02/10/alexander-is-lowered-into-the-sea/
https://www.bl.uk/manuscripts/Viewer.aspx?ref=royal_ms_15_e_vi_f004r
https://www.bl.uk/manuscripts/Viewer.aspx?ref=royal_ms_15_e_vi_f004r
http://ica.themorgan.org/manuscript/page/20/77039
http://www.perseus.tufts.edu/hopper/text?doc=Perseus:abo:tlg,0007,047:14
https://books.google.fi/books?id=_LAPEAAAQBAJ&pg=PA71
https://books.google.fi/books?id=_LAPEAAAQBAJ&pg=PA71
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/Various,%20see%20link%20with%20images
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#pd-worldwide
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#digital-various
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Miniature from a Flanders-made manuscript, ca. 1325, f. 67r – Source 

https://smb.museum-digital.de/object/84910
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Miniature from the “Talbot Shrewsbury Book”, ca. 1444, f. 20v – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Underwater_diving_of_Alexander_the_Great#/media/File:Alexander_in_a_submarine_-_British_Library_Royal_MS_15_E_vi_f20v_(detail).jpg
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Miniature from a manuscript of Jean Wauquelin's Faicts et conquestes d'Alexandre le Grand, ca. 1448, f. 182r 

– Source 

https://portail.biblissima.fr/ark:/43093/mdataeafb3fb13e682bdf7dab2fe8e7f933a06a00a26b
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Detail from a Tournai tapestry illustrating the maturation of Alexander the Great, ca. 1460 – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Tournai,_arazzo_con_maturit%C3%A0_di_alessandro_magno,_1460_ca,_probab._fatti_fare_da_pasquier_grenet_per_filippo_il_buono,_28.JPG
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Miniature from a manuscript of Rudolf von Ems' Weltchronik in Versen (World Chronicle in Verse), ca. 

1370, depicting Alexander in the bathysphere before his abandonment, f. 179v – Source 

https://www.digitale-sammlungen.de/de/view/bsb00079954?page=364,365
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Miniatures from a manuscript of Rudolf von Ems‘ Weltchronik in Versen (World Chronicle in Verse), ca. 

1370, depicting Alexander abandoned and exiting the bathysphere, f. 180r – Source 

https://www.digitale-sammlungen.de/de/view/bsb00079954?page=364,365
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Miniature from Le Livre et le vraye hystoire du bon roy Alixandre, ca. 1420, f. 77v – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Alex-macedonian-a80011-06a.jpg
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Miniature from a manuscript of Johannes Hartlieb's Alexander, ca. 1455 – Source 

 

https://www.digitale-sammlungen.de/en/view/bsb00096733?page=273
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“Alexanders Tauchfahrt” (Alexander's diving trip), from a manuscript of Jansen Enikel's Weltchronik (World 

Chronicle), ca. 1420, f. 152r – Source 

 

Miniature from a French manuscript of Roman d'Alexandre, ca. 1486, f. 56v – Source 

https://digi.ub.uni-heidelberg.de/diglit/cpg336/0315/image,info,thumbs
https://portail.biblissima.fr/ark:/43093/mdataa07caee8ff244e47c3630ed9475f88d10e3899d8
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Miniature from a manuscript of Jean Wauquelin's Faicts et conquestes d'Alexandre le Grand, ca. 1467 or 

earlier, f. 259r – Source 

https://bvmm.irht.cnrs.fr/iiif/19017/canvas/canvas-1660907/view
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Miniature from a manuscript containing Roman d'Alexandre en prose, ca. 1335, f. 37v – Source 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Alexander_the_Great_%E2%80%94_diving_bell_332_BC_(medieval_art).jpg
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Folio from a Khamsa (Quintet) of Amir Khusrau Dihlavi titled “Alexander is Lowered into the Sea”, ca. 1597 

– Source 

https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/446561
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Miniature by an unknown artist for Jansen Enikel's contribution to the World Chronicle, ca. 1400 – Source 

https://www.getty.edu/art/collection/object/103RYQ
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Miniature from a manuscript of the Romance of Alexander, ca. 1400 – Source 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/alexander-bathysphere   

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Underwater_diving_of_Alexander_the_Great#/media/File:Alejandro_Magno_en_submarino.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/alexander-bathysphere
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Your Brain on Grief, Your Heart on Healing 

“Grief is a heart-wrenchingly painful problem for the brain to solve… to live in the world with the absence of 

someone… ingrained in your understanding of the world… For the brain, [they are] simultaneously gone and 

also everlasting, and you are walking through two worlds at the same time.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“‘Tis good — the looking back on Grief,” Emily Dickinson wrote as she calibrated love and loss. But she did 

not mean that it is good to ruminate and wallow — Dickinson so deftly played with the surface of meaning, so 

delighted in startling us into a flinch or furrow before plunging us into the deeper truths she fathomed. She 

meant, I think, that a love lost is grieved forever, whatever the nature of the loss — this she knew, and turned 

the ongoingness of it into a lifetime of art — but by looking back, we are reminded over and over that the 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/05/28/emily-dickinson-grief/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/12/10/emily-dickinson-love-letters-susan-gilbert/
https://www.maryfrancesoconnor.com/book
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sharp edge of grief does smooth over time, that today’s blunt ache is worlds apart from the first stabs, until 

grief becomes, as Abraham Lincoln wrote in his stirring letter of consolation to a bereaved young woman, “a 

sad sweet feeling in your heart, of a purer and holier sort than you have known before.” 

Art by Sophie Blackall for “Dirge Without Music” from The Universe in Verse. 

And besides, what does it mean to lose a love anyway? We never lose people, not really. I don’t mean this in 

some mystical sense — let there be no confusion about what actually happens when we die. I don’t even 

mean it in the poetic sense. I am speaking strictly from the point of view of the mind emerging from the 

dazzling materiality of the brain — that majestic cathedral of cortex and synapse shaping every thought we 

have and every feeling we tremble with. 

I am speaking of the paradox inside the brain: 

On the one hand, we lose people all the time — to death, to distance, to differences; from the brain’s point of 

view, these varieties of loss differ not by kind but only by degree, triggering the same neural circuitry, 

producing sorrow along a spectrum of intensity shaped by the level of closeness and the finality of the loss. 

On the other hand, no person we have loved is ever fully gone. When they die or vanish, they are physically 

no longer present, but their personhood permeates our synapses with memories and habits of mind, saturates 

an all-pervading atmosphere of feeling we don’t just carry with us all the time but live and breathe inside. Or 

the opposite happens, which is its own devastation — the physical body remains present, but the person we 

have known and loved, that safehouse of shared memories and trust, is gone — lost to mental illness, to 

addiction, to neurodegenerative disease. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/03/13/letters-of-consolation/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/25/dirge-without-music-emmy-noether/
https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/10/alan-lightman-death/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/07/the-more-loving-one-auden-universe-in-verse/
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Art by Sophie Blackall for “Dirge Without Music” from The Universe in Verse. 

In both cases, the brain is tasked with the slow, painful work of reconstituting its map of the world, so that the 

world makes sense again without the beloved person in it. Mapping, in fact, is not a mere metaphor but what 

is actually going on in the brain, since our orientation in spacetime and our autonoeic consciousness — the 

capacity for mental self-representation — share a cortical region. 

Where the missed and missing person goes on the map, how the remapping actually unfolds, and what it takes 

to redraw the map in such a way that the world feels whole again are the questions coursing through The 

Grieving Brain: The Surprising Science of How We Learn from Love and Loss (public library) by 

neuroscientist Mary-Frances O’Connor — a pioneer in fMRI research since the technology first became 

available, who has devoted a quarter century to studying the particular neurophysiology of grief. She writes: 

The brain devotes lots of effort to mapping where our loved ones are while they are alive, so that we can find 

them when we need them. And the brain often prefers habits and predictions over new information. But it 

struggles to learn new information that cannot be ignored, like the absence of our loved one. 

[…] 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/25/dirge-without-music-emmy-noether/
https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/09/24/wayfinding-m-r-oconnor/
https://www.maryfrancesoconnor.com/book
https://www.maryfrancesoconnor.com/book
https://www.worldcat.org/title/grieving-brain-the-surprising-science-of-how-we-learn-from-love-and-loss/oclc/1314227228&referer=brief_results
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Grief is a heart-wrenchingly painful problem for the brain to solve, and grieving necessitates learning to live 

in the world with the absence of someone you love deeply, who is ingrained in your understanding of the 

world. This means that for the brain, your loved one is simultaneously gone and also everlasting, and you are 

walking through two worlds at the same time. You are navigating your life despite the fact that they have 

been stolen from you, a premise that makes no sense, and that is both confusing and upsetting. 

Making an important distinction between grief (“the intense emotion that crashes over you like a wave, 

completely overwhelming, unable to be ignored”) and grieving (an ongoing process punctuated by recurring 

moments of grief but stringing the moments into a larger trajectory), O’Connor adds: 

Grieving requires the difficult task of throwing out the map we have used to navigate our lives together and 

transforming our relationship with this person who has died. Grieving, or learning to live a meaningful life 

without our loved one, is ultimately a type of learning. Because learning is something we do our whole lives, 

seeing grieving as a type of learning may make it feel more familiar and understandable and give us the 

patience to allow this remarkable process to unfold. 

[…] 

Grief never ends, and it is a natural response to loss. You will experience pangs of grief over this specific 

person forever. You will have discrete moments that overwhelm you, even years after the death when you 

have restored your life to a meaningful, fulfilling experience. But… even if the feeling of grief is the same, 

your relationship to the feeling changes. Feeling grief years after your loss may make you doubt whether you 

have really adapted. If you think of the emotion and the process of adaptation as two different things, 

however, then it isn’t a problem that you experience grief even when you have been grieving for a long time. 
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Discus chronologicus — a German depiction of time from the early 1720s, included in Cartographies of 

Time. (Available as a print and as a wall clock.) 

Although volumes have been written about the psychology, philosophy, and poetics of grief — none more 

piercing than the Joan Didion classic, none more practical than Seneca’s advice to his bereaved mother — 

there is something singularly revealing about exploring grief from the point of view of the brain beneath the 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/02/07/cartographies-of-time/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/02/07/cartographies-of-time/
https://society6.com/product/discus-chronologicus-german-time-model-from-the-1720s_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/discus-chronologicus-german-time-model-from-the-1720s_wall-clock?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/12/05/joan-didion-on-grief/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/05/02/seneca-consolation-to-helvia/
https://society6.com/product/discus-chronologicus-german-time-model-from-the-1720s_print?curator=brainpicker
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mind, which must begin at the developmental beginning. Childhood — the brain’s most fertile growth period, 

when most of its major infrastructure is laid out — is also our training ground for loss. Every time we are 

separated from our primary caregivers, we experience scale-models of loss; every time they return, we learn 

that the loss of their presence is not a loss of their person, of their love. (A pause worth taking: every 

abandonment is a miniature of grief.) 

In those formative attachments, we also learn the role we ourselves play in the relationship. Because, in 

building its relational world-map, the brain is constantly computing our loved ones’ position in three 

dimensions — time, space, and closeness, also known as psychological distance — we learn the causal link 

between our behavior and a caregiver’s position in the closeness dimension, just like we learn the causal link 

between our bodily movements and our position in space. When there is secure attachment, the child learns 

that throughout various surface disruptions, situational factors, and passing emotional weather patterns, there 

is a steadfast underlying closeness. O’Connor writes: 

Closeness is partially under our control, and we learn how to maintain and nurture this closeness, but we also 

trust those who love us to maintain that closeness as well. 

The obvious — and heartbreaking — corollary is that children who grow up without secure attachment 

experience the pangs of miniature grief much more readily throughout life, with each departure of a loved 

one, however temporary, because trusting a continuity of closeness does not come naturally to us. But no 

matter the formative experience of closeness, human beings are universally undone by the death of someone 

close — the final abandonment, at once the most abstract and the most absolute absence, in which our brains 

simply cannot compute the total removal of a person so proximate and important from the fabric of 

psychological spacetime. 
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Vanish by Maria Popova. (Available as a print.) 

Citing the disoriented devastation of a woman ghosted by a lover, O’Connor notes that “ghosting” is the 

neurologically appropriate word-choice for such abandonments — studied under fMRI, the brain of a person 

who has lost a loved one to “ghosting” behaves much the same way as the brain of a person who has lost a 

loved one to death, the mental map suddenly crumbled and torn to pieces. O’Connor describes the strange yet 

strangely sensical way in which the brain copes with this incomprehensible disruption of reality: 

https://society6.com/product/vanish5800978_print?sku=s6-21581797p4a1v46?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/vanish5800978_print?sku=s6-21581797p4a1v46?curator=brainpicker
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If your brain cannot comprehend that something as abstract as death has happened, it cannot understand 

where the deceased is in space and time, or why they are not here, now, and close. From your brain’s 

perspective, ghosting is exactly what happens when a loved one dies. As far as the brain is concerned, they 

have not died. The loved one has, with no explanation, stopped returning our calls — stopped communicating 

with us altogether. How could someone who loves us do that? They have become distant, or unbelievably 

mean, and that is infuriating. Your brain doesn’t understand why; it doesn’t understand that dimensions can 

simply disappear. If they don’t feel close, then they just feel distant, and you want to fix it rather than believe 

they are permanently gone. This (mis)belief leads to an intense upwelling of emotions. 

[…] 

If a person we love is missing, then our brain assumes they are far away and will be found later. The idea that 

the person is simply no longer in this dimensional world, that there are no here, now, and close dimensions, is 

not logical. 

Drawing on brain imaging studies, she adds: 

The ephemeral sense of closeness with our loved ones exists in the physical, tangible hardware of our brain. 

The particular bit of hardware is the brain’s posterior cingulate cortex — our built-in GPS of love. Scanning 

the environment and processing innumerable bits of sensory information, the PCC is constantly calibrating 

and recalibrating the psychological distance between us and the people we love, tightening the bond the closer 

we feel and loosening it when we sense distancing. Death turns the GPS into a crude compass trying to orient 

to an all-pervading, ever-shifting magnetic field suddenly bereft of its true north. O’Connor writes: 

After the death of a loved one, the incoming messages seem scrambled for a while. At times, closeness with 

our deceased loved one feels incredibly visceral, as though they are present in the room, here and now. At 

other times, the string seems to have fallen off the board — not shorter or longer than it was before, but 

simply stolen from us entirely. 
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Liminal Worlds by Maria Popova. (Available as a print.) 

This confusion is so fundamental and so primal, so beyond the reach of reason, that it befalls minds 

indiscriminately along the spectrum of intelligence and self-awareness — a reality most clearly and 

devastatingly evinced in the extraordinary love letter Richard Feynman wrote to his wife 488 days after her 

death and 6,994 days before he won the Nobel Prize in Physics. 

https://society6.com/product/liminal-worlds-by-maria-popova_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/10/17/richard-feynman-arline-letter/
https://society6.com/product/liminal-worlds-by-maria-popova_print?curator=brainpicker
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But O’Connor notes that while Western physicians long believed such continuing bonds across the life-death 

divide to be a symptom of poor coping with grief that makes for poorer bonds with the living, recent research 

drawing on various grief rituals and customs from cultures around the world has demonstrated that such 

ongoing inner dialogue with the dead might actually enrich our relationships with the living and allow us to 

show up for them in a fuller, more openhearted way. She writes: 

Our understanding of ourselves changes as we gain wisdom through experience. Our relationships with our 

living loved ones can grow more compassionate and resonant with gratitude as we age. We can also allow our 

interactions with our beloved ones who are gone to grow and change, even if only in our minds. This 

transformation of our relationship with them can affect our capacity to live fully in the present, and to create 

aspirations for a meaningful future. It can also help us to feel more connected to them, to the best parts of 

them… Their absence from our physical world does not make our relationship to them any less valuable. 

[…] 

Instead of imagining an alternate what if reality, we must learn to be connected to them with our feet planted 

firmly in the present moment. This transformed relationship is dynamic, ever-changing, in the way that any 

loving relationship is ever-changing across months and years. Our relationship with our deceased loved one 

must reflect who we are now, with the experience, and perhaps even the wisdom, we have gained through 

grieving. We must learn to restore a meaningful life. 

The greatest challenge, of course, is the perennial challenge of the human mind — how to integrate seemingly 

contradictory needs or ideas in such a way that they coexist harmoniously, perhaps even magnify each other, 

rather than cancel each other out. Without such integration, any new relationship can feel like a threat to this 

ongoing inner bond with the dead, undamming a flood of grief at the notion of emotional erasure: grief for the 

grief itself, for that outstretched hand holding on to the gone and to ourselves at the same time, to the map as 

it used to be. This is a fear so understandable as to cusp on the universal. It is also — and this might be the 

most assuring part of O’Connor’s research — a neurophysiologically misplaced fear. Within the brain, every 

person we love leaves a tangible, structural imprint, encoded in synapses that can never be vanquished or 

replaced by new and different love. Because that bond — like every bond, like every idea, like the universe 

itself — was “only ever conjured up in the mind,” it is there too that it always lives, unassailable by other 

minds and other events. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
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Art by Sophie Blackall for “Dirge Without Music” from The Universe in Verse. 

O’Connor writes: 

Gaining a new relationship is simply not going to fill the hole that exists. Here is the key — the point of new 

roles and new relationships is not to fill the hole. Expecting that they will can only lead to disappointment. 

The point is that if we are living in the present, we need to have someone who loves us and cares for us, and 

we need someone to love and care for as well. The only way to enjoy a fulfilling relationship in the future, 

however, is to start one in the present. If we can imagine a future in which we are loved, then we must start a 

relationship that eventually will become important to us in a way that is different from our previous 

relationship, but rewarding and sustaining. 

Understood this way, then, the ongoing relationship with the gone is a lavishment to other loves, for it has 

made us exactly who we are — the person doing the loving, the person being loved, the mapmaker of present 

and possible worlds. O’Connor offers neural affirmation for this poetic aspiration: 

After a loved one dies, they are clearly no longer with us in the physical world, which each day proves to us. 

On the other hand, they are not gone, because they are with us in our brain and in our mind. The physical 

makeup of our brain — the structure of our neurons — has been changed by them. In this sense, you could 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/25/dirge-without-music-emmy-noether/
https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
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say that a piece of them physically lives on. That piece is the neural connections protected within our skull, 

and these neural connections survive in physical form even after a loved one’s death. So, they are not entirely 

“out there,” and they are not entirely “in here,” either. You are not one, not two. That is because the love 

between two people, that unmistakable but usually indescribable property, occurs between two people. Once 

we have known love, we can bring it into our awareness, we can feel it emerge and emanate from us. This 

experience reaches beyond the love for the flesh and bones of the person we once knew on this earthly plane. 

Now loving is an attribute of us, regardless of who we share it with, regardless of what is given to us in return. 

This is a transcendent experience, a felt sense of being loving without needing anything in return. In the very 

best moments together, we learned to love and to be loved. Because of our bonded experience, that loved one 

and that loving are a part of us now, to call up and act on as we see fit in the present and the future. 

Complement The Grieving Brain with a mathematician’s geometric model for living with grief and 

this soulful animated film of “Dirge Without Music” by Edna St. Vincent Millay — the most beautiful homily 

on the emotional paradox of loss I know — then revisit Nick Cave’s life-honed wisdom on grief as a portal to 

greater aliveness. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/25/the-grieving-brain-mary-frances-o-

connor/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662   

https://www.maryfrancesoconnor.com/book
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/10/geometry-of-grief-michael-frame/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/25/dirge-without-music-emmy-noether/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/07/27/nick-cave-loss-grief/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/07/27/nick-cave-loss-grief/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/25/the-grieving-brain-mary-frances-o-connor/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/25/the-grieving-brain-mary-frances-o-connor/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Ocean life may adapt to climate change, but with hidden costs 

Scientists conduct experiment on 23 generations of tiny sea creatures 

 
 

Copepods are small crustaceans found in almost every freshwater and marine habitat. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

April 11, 2022 

Suppose scientists could watch 20 generations of whales or sharks adapt to climate change, measure how they 

evolve and how their biology changes as temperatures and carbon dioxide levels rise. That could tell 

researchers a lot about how resilient life in the oceans might be to a warmer world. But it would also take 

hundreds of years -- not very useful to ecologists or policymakers trying to understand our warming world 

today. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304874&org=NSF
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Instead, consider the life of the copepodAcartia tonsa, a tiny and humble sea creature near the bottom of the 

ocean food web. The copepod reproduces, matures and creates a new generation in about 20 days. It takes 

about one year for 20 copepod generations to pass. 

A team of scientists, led by Melissa Pespeni and Reid Brennan of the University of Vermont and Hans Dam 

of the University of Connecticut, exposed thousands of copepods to the high temperatures and high carbon 

dioxide levels predicted for the future of the oceans. Then they watched as 20 generations passed. 

The scientists took some of the copepods and returned them to baseline conditions -- the temperature and 

carbon dioxide levels of the oceans today. They kept watching as three more generations passed. 

The U.S. National Science Foundation-supported study, published in Nature Communications, shows that 

there is hope, Pespeni says. But also complexity in how life responds to climate change. 

"Studies that combine ecology and evolution are giving us clues to how marine ecosystems will respond to a 

changing ocean in the short- and longer-term," says Cynthia Suchman, a program director in NSF's Division 

of Ocean Sciences. 

Pespeni's hope comes from the team's observation that the copepods did not die in the climate change 

conditions. Instead, they persisted and even thrived. The scientists recorded changes in the copepods' genes 

related to how they manage heat stress, grow their skeletons in more acidic waters, produce energy and other 

cellular processes that are affected by climate change. 

The complexity -- "it's a caution, really," Pespeni says -- comes from the observation of what happened to the 

copepods that were returned to baseline conditions. They revealed the hidden cost of the earlier 20 

generations of adaptation. The flexibility that helped the copepods evolve over twenty generations -- what 

scientists call "phenotypic plasticity" -- was eroded when they tried to return to what had been benign 

conditions. 

The copepods were able, after three generations, to re-evolve back to their ancestral conditions. But they had 

lost the ability to tolerate limited food supplies and showed reduced resilience to other new forms of stress. 

The results show that these creatures have the capacity in their genetic makeup to adapt over 20 generations, 

evolving to maintain their fitness in a radically changed environment. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304874&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery  

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.uvm.edu/news/story/nature-study-ocean-life-may-adapt-climate-change-hidden-costs
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1559180&HistoricalAwards=false
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1559075&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-022-28742-6
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304874&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304874&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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On theory and observation (2): The Ramsey sentence 

ByJesús Zamora Bonilla April 18, 2022 0 comments 

 

As we saw in the first entry of this series, traditionally the idea of theoreticity had been understood as a kind 

of ‘negative’ concept, for theoretical entities or properties were thought about as those that cannot be 

observed; hence, ‘theoretical’ was more or less a synonym of ‘un-observable’. Things started to change 

around half a century ago, when the philosopher Joseph Sneed developed a concept of scientific theories that 

gave a ‘positive’ role to theoreticity. Sneed’s idea was based on a logical procedure conceived by Frank 

Ramsey in the times of the Vienna Circle, but that was not made more popular till when Rudolf Carnap 

popularised around the sixties: the so called ‘Ramsey sentence’. 

In the last entry we saw Craig’s theorem as a way of explicating the ‘empirical content’ of a theory T (as the 

conjunction of all the conditional propositions of the type O → P that are entailed by T, where O stands by a 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/18/on-theory-and-observation-2-the-ramsey-sentence/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/18/on-theory-and-observation-2-the-ramsey-sentence/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/03/02/on-theory-and-observation-1-the-theoreticians-dilemma/
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possible empirical situation, and P are the empirical predictions T makes about what would happen if O were 

true); a Ramsey sentence can be seen as a different way of identifying the empirical content of a theory, but in 

a more complicated way, one that gives a much more explicit role to the ‘theoretical content’ of the theory. 

First of all, we have to pay attention to the language in which T is formulated. To simplify, we shall just 

assume that it is a formal language of first order predicate logic (i.e., containing just individual names, 

individual variables, predicates referring to the properties and relations between the individuals, quantifiers 

and logical connectives). The predicates are the essential part in our description, and we just assume that they 

can be divided into two groups: the observational (O1, O2,…) and the non-observational ones (N1, N2,…). T is 

reducible to one single (surely very complex) sentence expressed with the help of this vocabulary: T = 

S(O1, O2,…, N1, N2,…). 

Now, the Ramsey sentence of T can be defined in the following sense using second order predicate logic: i.e., 

a language where we can talk not only about entities, but also about their properties: instead of using the 

predicates N1, N2, … to make the assertion that T makes, we just say that there are some ‘unnamed’ properties 

that fulfil the role that T says N1, N2, … fulfil. In formal terms, the following proposition TR is the Ramsey 

sentence of T: 

TR = ∃X1 ∃X2… S(O1, O2,…, X1, X2,…) 

where X1, X2,… are second order variables, i.e., they do not refer to individuals, but to properties of 

individuals or relations between individuals. 

At first sight, this may seem to be a mere language trick: instead of using explicitly the theoretical terms 

‘force’, ‘electric field’, etc., we just say that there is something that has exactly the same formal connection 

with the observational properties that the theory T attributes to forces, electric fields, etc. But, in fact, TR is 

logically weaker than T (i.e., it is possible that T is false whereas TR is still true, in the same way as the 

proposition ‘I have one million euros’ may be false, notwithstanding that the proposition ‘there is somebody 

who has one million euros’ is true), and so it is not the case that T and TR are logically equivalent. This 

argument, however, would consist in saying something like ‘we do not assert that electric fields are the 

entities we are naming by that term, but they may be any other property that happens to have the properties 

we attribute to electric fields’. And this would obviously prompt the following reply: ‘might electric fields 

be anything more than what electromagnetic theory says they are?’. There have been two lectures of the 

Ramsey sentence corresponding more or less to the two positions in that short dialogue: 

one realist interpretation (according to which the theoretical properties exist, though reduced to a mere 

structure; or in different terms: the only thing we know about the theoretical ‘realm’ is that it formally 

satisfies the structural relations indicated by the ‘holes’ left by the theoretical terms and ‘filled’ by the second 

order variables; this is the position known as structural realism); and an instrumentalist interpretation 

(according to which the ‘ontological’ lecture of the existential second order quantifier is relatively irrelevant, 

and hence the only really important thing is whether TR provides an empirically adequate description of the 

things that can be described using only the observational vocabulary; this position was defended by the 

approach known as structuralism, of which Joseph Sneed was one of its main advocates). 
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We shall devote future entries to these two approaches (structuralism, and structural realism), but now we 

shall end by commenting a couple of interesting features of the Ramsey sentence. In the first place, compared 

to the solution offered by the Craig theorem, what we have now is something much simpler and easier to 

handle. Remember that what the Craig theorem allowed was to identify the empirical content of a theory with 

an infinite collection of conditional statements of the form O → P. This collection was actually non-finitely 

axiomatizable (i.e., not derivable from any finite set of formulas), what allowed positivists like Hempel to say 

that the function of theoretical concepts was precisely to systematize all those infinite empirical sentences, and 

hence its use was more pragmatic than epistemic. Instead, the Ramsey sentence provides a way of 

axiomatizing the empirical content of a theory with a finite list of axioms… in fact, so finite that it only 

has one axiom: the proposition TR. The price to pay is that theoretical concepts became a kind of ‘ghost’ or 

the mere ‘shadow’ of a concept, but this is something that many positivist philosophers, like the old Carnap, 

were prepared to pay. 

The second and last aspect of the Ramsey sentence that it is interesting to mention is the following: we have 

seen that TR is not logically equivalent to T; more specifically, TR follows from T –if T is true, TR is 

necessarily true–, but not vice versa, which means that the following proposition, which I shall call ‘C’ (since 

it is known as the ‘Carnap sentence’): 

TR → T 

is not a logical truth (like, for example, T → T would be one. 

But C does not look either as an empirical statement, not only because it contains theoretical terms (those 

in T), but mainly because one can hardly imagine how to empirically test that statement, for no observational 

consequences follow from it. So, if C is not a logical truth, nor is it an empirical proposition, what it is? Here, 

one of the old dreams of the logical positivists has to be recalled: the idea that there should be possible to 

divide all the scientifically meaningful propositions in two sets: the analytic (those that are true because of the 

meaning of the terms), and the empirical (those whose truth or falsity can be empirically tested). Analytic 

propositions were divided, in their turn, into logical truths (those whose truth depends on their logical form 

alone), and what Carnap called ‘meaning postulates’ (and what follows from them), i.e., propositions that 

merely explicate the meaning of the terms used in a scientific theory. By 1950, the distinction between 

analytic and non-analytic (‘synthetic’, in the language of Immanuel Kant) propositions had been heavily 

assaulted, mainly by Willard van Quine, but Carnap discovered that the Ramsey sentence allowed to save the 

distinction in a very simple and clear way… For, after all, the theory T is logically equivalent to the 

conjunction of TR and C: 

T = TR & (TR → T) 

(since TR logically follows from T). And since TR contains by definition all the empirical content of T, this 

can be interpreted as saying that between C provides all the remaining semantic content of T that is not 

empirical, i.e., that is analytic. Stated in other terms, the sentence C would be an axiomatization of the 

meaning postulates of the theory. So, the semantic content of any scientific theory could be neatly divided 

into two single axioms: TR, which contains everything that the theory asserts about what is empirically 

testable, and C, which contains what the theory specifies about the meanings of the theoretical terms. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 600  june  2022 

 

36 

REFERENCES 

Carnap, R., 1966, Philosophical Foundations of Physics: An Introduction to the Philosophy of Science, New 

York: Basic Books. 

Quine, Willard V. O., 1951, “Two Dogmas of Empiricism”, Philosophical Review, 60(1): 20–43. 

Ramsey, Frank P., 1931, “Theories”, in The Foundations of Mathematics and Other Logical Essays, R. B. 

Braithwaite (ed.), London: Routledge, pp. 212–236. 

Sneed, Joseph D., 1971, The Logical Structure of Mathematical Physics, second edition, Dordrecht: D. Reidel 

Publishing Company. 

written by 

Jesús Zamora Bonilla 

 

Jesús Zamora holds PhDs in Philosophy (1993) and Economics (2001). Professor of Philosophy of Science 

and Director of the master's program on Science Communication and Journalism at UNED. Prolific author. 

• Website 

• @jzamorabonilla 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/18/on-theory-and-observation-2-the-ramsey-

sentence/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

  

https://mappingignorance.org/author/jesus-zamora/
http://abordodelottoneurath.blogspot.com.es/
https://twitter.com/jzamorabonilla
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/18/on-theory-and-observation-2-the-ramsey-sentence/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/18/on-theory-and-observation-2-the-ramsey-sentence/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 600  june  2022 

 

37 

 

 

It Is the Rising I Love 

Linda Gregg 

 

As long as I struggle to float above the ground 

and fail, there is reason for this poetry. 

On the stone back of the Ludovici throne, Venus 

is rising from the water. Her face and arms 

are raised, and two women trained in the ways 

of the world help her rise, covering her 

nakedness with a cloth at the same time. 

If this continues, she, goddess of beauty 

and love will have accomplished the earth 

where I stand. She from water to land, 

me from earth to air as if I had a soul. 

It is the rising I love, in no matter what 

element, to the one above. As I ascend, helped 

by prayers and not by women, I say in all my 

sexual glamor, see my body bathed in light and air. 

See me rise like a flame, like the sun, moon, 

stars, birds, wind. In light. In dark. 

But I never achieve it. I get down on my knees 

this grey April to see if open crocuses have a smell. 

I must live in the suffering and desire of what 

rises and falls. The terrible blind grinding 

of gears against our bodies and lives. 

 

From issue no. 101 (Winter 1986) 

 

“This poem is a glorious representation of the mind and soul of Linda Gregg, who died in 2019,” writes 

Henri Cole. “When her first book, Too Bright to See, was published, I was in my twenties. With its strange 

innocence that seemed to have symbolic meanings, it captivated me. I value the neat way her poems 

communicate the darkness that surrounds mankind. As Joseph Brodsky said, her poems have a ‘blinding 

intensity,’ like ‘lightning’ or ‘heartbreak.’” 

 

Listen to Henri Cole read this poem. 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1ef0c07852&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=2d62392baf&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=50ff725779&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1ef0c07852&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1ef0c07852&e=d538c8f2e0
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Monarch butterflies increasingly plagued by parasites 

Analysis draws from 50 years of data 

 
 

Scientists have found that monarch butterflies are increasingly plagued by parasites. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

April 11, 2022 

Monarch butterflies, among the most iconic insects in North America, are increasingly plagued by a 

debilitating parasite, a new analysis shows. The Journal of Animal Ecology published the findings by 

scientists at Emory University and other institutions. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304875&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://besjournals.onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/full/10.1111/1365-2656.13678
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.emory.edu/stories/2022/03/esc_monarch_parasite_plague_25-03-2022/story.html
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The U.S. National Science Foundation-supported analysis drew from 50 years of data on the infection rate of 

wild monarch butterflies by the protozoan Ophryocystis elektrosirrha, or O.E. The results showed that the 

O.E. infection rate increased from less than 1% of the eastern monarch population in 1968 to as much as 10% 

today. 

"We're seeing a significant change in a wildlife population with a parasitism rate steadily rising from almost 

nonexistent to as high as 10%," says Ania Majewska, first author of the paper. "It's a signal that something is 

not right in the environment and that we need to pay attention." 

The rise in parasitism, the researchers warn, may endanger the mass migration of the monarchs, one of the 

most spectacular displays in the animal kingdom involving hundreds of millions of butterflies. 

The O.E. parasite invades the gut of monarch caterpillars. If the adult butterfly leaves the pupal stage with a 

severe parasitic infection, it begins oozing fluids from its body and dies. Even if the butterflies survive, as in 

case of a lighter infection, they do not fly well or live as long as uninfected ones. 

"This research offers an important clue to the mystery of why one of the most iconic North American animal 

migrations has been threatened," says Betsy von Holle, a program director in NSF's Division of 

Environmental Biology. 

Each fall, the western monarch population flies hundreds of miles down the Pacific Coast to spend the winter 

in California. Meanwhile, on the other side of the Rocky Mountains, eastern monarchs fly from as far north as 

the U.S.-Canadian border to overwinter in Central Mexico, covering as much as 3,000 miles. 

"Our findings suggest that tens of millions of eastern monarch butterflies are getting sick and dying each year 

from these parasites," says Jaap de Roode, senior author of the study. "If the infection rates keep going up, 

fewer and fewer monarchs will be able to survive to migrate to their overwintering sites." 

One contributor to the rise in the parasitism rate is the increased density of monarchs in places where they lay 

their eggs, the study finds. The researchers posit that the increased density may be due to many factors, 

including the loss of wildlife habitat; the widespread planting of exotic, nonnative species of milkweed; and 

by people raising monarchs in large numbers in confined spaces. 

Co-authors of the paper are Sonia Altizer and Andrew Davis of the University of Georgia. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304875&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1754431&HistoricalAwards=false
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304875&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304875&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Two established artists. Two friends who have known each other since high school. Two careers that have 

intertwined for decades.

 

Q&A by Chan Marshall | Polaroids by Christy Bush 

 

April 7, 2022 
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Chan Marshall, known as Cat Power on stage and in the studio, takes a minute to interview fine art 

photographer Christy Bush about the early influences on her work, where she finds inspiration, and 

what she wants to do next. The conversation weaves its way through a shared love of music, art, and 

mixtapes; the closeness felt watching local bands; and how winning a hula hoop contest created a lifelong 

friendship. They even hatch a plan to photograph Marshall, who has somehow eluded Bush’s lens all these 

years. 
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Shoes, Palm Springs, California, 2003. Sam Fogarino of Interpol, Death Valley, 2003. 
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This Q&A was edited for clarity and length. 

Chan Marshall: When I write songs, it’s a stream of consciousness. Your images appear in the same nature: 

unplanned and unpinned. Am I right?  

Christy Bush: For me, I dream up scenarios a lot of the time. I am always pulling from memory, the feeling 

that comes from memory, the nostalgia from my youth. I am not trying to re-create anything specifically. Just 

a feeling. Like you, my strongest work is unplanned and in the moment. If not, it looks forced. Stiff. 

Fortunately, my visual brain and visceral senses are so full that it’s easy to pull from as needed. 

CM: When growing up in Atlanta, did you ever drive over to Athens to see shows? I’m sure you did, just as I 

got to drive up to Athens to see The Jody Grind, Opal Foxx [Quartet] …  

CB: The only show I ever drove to Athens to see when I was in high school was the Rollins Band. It was 

amazing. I had never been to Athens. The show was at the Uptown Lounge. I was 17. I had on my friend’s 

neon-green ballet slippers [and] I sat up on a monitor by the stage. I remember Michael [Stipe] was there and 

had a Super 8 camera. He was filming my shoes. 

CM: What were some of the bands you saw in Atlanta and Athens? Have you ever been able to photograph 

them later?  

CB: Since I grew up in the suburbs of Atlanta, going downtown to see bands was exhilarating. I loved the 

local ones. Gardens of … — former members of Neon Christ; Phantom 309. Mac McNeilly — later, he joined 

The Jesus Lizard — was the coolest and treated me like a little sister. I just wanted to be around it. Be close to 

the music. I was underage, so I had a deal with the door guy at the Metroplex that I could go in as long as I 

didn’t drink a drop. I took it seriously. 

I saw Sonic Youth, Opal (formerly The Jesus and Mary Chain), Jane’s Addiction, 7 Seconds, Bad Brains, Red 

Hot Chili Peppers, R.E.M., Echo & the Bunnymen, The Smiths, New Order …   

I  never photographed the bands, but I always shot the kids in the crowds. The crowd was visually appealing 

and became quite formative to me and my work. The music was its own thing. 

Athens: So many bands, I can’t even remember anymore. Oh, wait, Hole! I saw early Hole. And early 

Nirvana at the 40 Watt. Krist Novoselic smashed his guitar and hit himself in the head that night. The Jesus 

Lizard. So punk. 
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Athens had cool local bands like The Bar-B-Q Killers and Porn Orchard that were big when I moved in 1988. 

There was so much happening all the time. I loved the local bands because they provided that closeness to the 

music I craved, and a creative community. 
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Amy Winehouse, Coachella, 2007. Daniel Kessler of Interpol, Glastonbury, 2003. Interpol, Amsterdam, 2004. 

Paul Simonon of The Good, The Bad & The Queen, Coachella, 2007. 

 

CM: How did you and Michael Stipe meet and strike a friendship? Did you ever go to The Grit when you 

were young in hopes of catching a glimpse of him there, ’cause I did! 

CB: Let’s see — we first met when I was 18, and then circled each other for a year or so after.  Athens is a 

pretty tiny town. He and his sweet family used to come into a chocolate shop that I worked at on Saturdays. 

We would have little chitchats, and it didn’t feel intimidating because his mom and dad were so like mine. I 

think that by the time The Grit opened, I already knew him a little. 

He bought a photo from a show I had participated in for $50. He wrote me a check. I was so thrilled that I 

impulsively invited him to a party at my house that night. We had a hula hooping contest. I won. From there, 

the friendship blossomed and grew into a lifetime. Michael was and is a very talented photographer. He has 

always been an incredible person to share work with. He gave honest feedback and nurtured my growth as an 

artist. Michael also has an amazing collection of photography and art. As a young student, I was able to see 

some serious art that I would have otherwise never have had access to: Sebastião Salgado, Sally Mann, Todd 

Murphy, to name a few. 
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Michael Stipe, Madrid, 1999. Taina, Hudson Valley, New York, 2004. 

 

CM: Are most of your subjects people you know or people you stop on the street? 

CB: Most are people that I know. I make my best work with the people I know. However, I also have the 

pleasure of getting to know someone new and creating intimacy because of my camera.  And yes, I am always 

looking at strangers. Sometimes I do approach them. It makes my family so frustrated, but I can't help it. 

CM: When you are in your life, moment to moment, and you aren’t on a scheduled shoot, when do you 

decide to pull out your camera and take a picture? Is there a voice inside you that says, “now”?  

CB: Gosh, this is a tough one to put into words, and it happens all the time! I am constantly saying, “Wait, 

I  need to shoot this.” It’s always need.  It’s a flower, a color, a face, my child’s freckles, the light, a vignette 

in a room. It never stops. This also drives my loved ones crazy. I have to remind myself to be present and just 

take in the moment as it’s happening, but it’s really hard because I am constantly compelled to capture and 

preserve that moment. 
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Sierra, Key West, Florida, 1997. Joshua Tree, 1997. 

 

CM: Who are the Southern photographer icons/greats for you?  

CB: Sally Mann, William Eggleston, Clarissa Sligh, Carl Martin, Nydia Blas, Gordon Parks, William 

Christenberry, Maude Schuyler Clay, Michael Ackerman. 

CM: What are a couple of examples of Southern photography you would have loved to be a fly on the wall 

for or feel you are already inside of? 

CB: Well, they aren’t Southern photographers, but the images that Bruce Davidson and Steve Shapiro did 

during the Civil Rights marches also stay with me. Powerful, powerful images. 

I recently discovered an incredible photographer called Clarissa Sligh. There are two series that really spoke 

to me: “Jake in Transition,” which documents Jake’s physical transformation from female to male. The 

pictures span from 1996 to 1999. Think about that. This wasn’t a topic of conversation for most people. And 

there wasn’t digital photography during the years she was making these images. The trust between Jake and 

Clarissa is so evident in these images. 

During the same time period, Clarissa did a series called “The Masculinity Project.” The standout image in 

this series for me is the father braiding his daughter’s hair. Clarissa is a force, and I would love for more 

people to know her work. She takes images that I wish I had taken. But they could never exist with me behind 

the lens. It had to be Clarissa. 
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Tippett’s Mercantile, Vienna, Georgia, 1994. Wilson’s Soul Food, Athens, Georgia, 1999. 

 

CM: Do you have a darkroom in your house? If not, do you miss the smell of those chemicals, the red light in 

the room from the bulb, the enormous projector lens on the enlarger, the rubber-tipped tongs, the image 

revealing itself like a song? What would be the record you would play when printing your own photos? 

CB: I don’t have a darkroom in my home, and I miss it. It’s funny, I was thinking the other day about how 

much I would love to build one. Your description is so visceral and perfect. I remember I used to rub my 

fingers on certain areas of a print to raise the temperature in just that one spot so it would go dark in the areas 

I wanted. I could stay in that room all night, and often did. It kept me out of trouble — printing all night. I did 

my best thinking in that room. 

Music was the key to being able to stay long hours. … When I was printing in school, I had mixtapes to play. 

Some were total ’70s and “yacht rock” before that was a term — I called it valium rock. There was also a cool 

one with Meat Puppets, Sonic Youth, Massive Attack. … Man, I wish I still had those mixes. 

If I were printing these days — your “Covers” record on repeat. And some Nick Cave. Always Nick Cave. 

In the darkroom years and even now, I still shoot Polaroids. It scratches that itch for me — watching the 

image come to life, the colors that can’t be duplicated digitally, the specialness of it being one singular image 

as well as an object you can hold in your hand. 

CM: Have you ever taught photography to kids? 

CB: Yes, the summer of ’93, before I moved to New York, I taught kids with special needs at a summer 

camp. I taught them how to use the darkroom and make prints. Teaching them that what they could envision 

and bring to life in a darkroom was absolutely magical. I have always been inspired by the work that Wendy 

Ewald did with her students in the Appalachian Mountains.  

PBS did a documentary about her and the students’ project, “Portraits and Dreams,” that moved me deeply. 

Someone gave me the book in college, but to see the film and listen to Wendy's students, now grown adults, 

talk about the experience they had through their camera moved me to tears more than once. 
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Michael Stipe, Madrid, 1999. Joshua Tree, 1997. Radiohead, Glastonbury, 2003. Lily Allen, Coachella, 2007. 

 

CM: Do you have any spiritual experiences with your photography that you would be willing to share? 

CB: I would say teaching the kids at summer camp was one of the greatest ones. Being able to spend time and 

the relationships that have been built with members of the 9th Ward Black Hatchets is another one.  

I am honored and grateful to be so warmly invited to participate in people’s lives. There is a vulnerability to 

this. And anytime I am gifted with someone’s vulnerability and the trust that comes with capturing their 

image — it becomes spiritual. I am always deeply aware of the gift I am being given. 

CM: I would love it if you could take BW pictures of me. Can we do that sometime, in an old house, in the 

South, in the daytime, just you and me? 

CB: Absolutely! I would be thrilled to. I can't believe we have known each other this long and haven’t done 

this yet! I know the perfect place way outside of Athens. A magical house with a secret garden.  ◊ 
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Chan Marshall 

 

Christy Bush 

 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/pictures-of-you-past-lives-polaroids-chan-marshall-cat-power-

christy-bush?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F12%20-

%20Tue%20%28Polaroids%29%20%28TGVdRC%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/pictures-of-you-past-lives-polaroids-chan-marshall-cat-power-christy-bush?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F12%20-%20Tue%20%28Polaroids%29%20%28TGVdRC%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/pictures-of-you-past-lives-polaroids-chan-marshall-cat-power-christy-bush?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F12%20-%20Tue%20%28Polaroids%29%20%28TGVdRC%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/pictures-of-you-past-lives-polaroids-chan-marshall-cat-power-christy-bush?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F12%20-%20Tue%20%28Polaroids%29%20%28TGVdRC%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/pictures-of-you-past-lives-polaroids-chan-marshall-cat-power-christy-bush?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F12%20-%20Tue%20%28Polaroids%29%20%28TGVdRC%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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U.S. public continues to view grades, test scores as top factors in college admissions 

BY VIANNEY GÓMEZ 

With the college admissions process under increasing scrutiny – by colleges themselves and the U.S. Supreme 

Court – more Americans say high school grades and standardized test scores should matter in the admissions 

process than say the same about other factors. 

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/vianney-gomez
https://www.nbcnews.com/news/us-news/college-admissions-test-sat-act-rcna23574
https://apnews.com/article/college-admissions-us-supreme-court-race-and-ethnicity-racial-injustice-harvard-university-95be5363a3245fbf185babe8423426a4
https://apnews.com/article/college-admissions-us-supreme-court-race-and-ethnicity-racial-injustice-harvard-university-95be5363a3245fbf185babe8423426a4
https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=409000
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More than nine-in-ten Americans (93%) say high school grades should be at least a minor factor in 

admissions decisions, including 61% who say they should be a major factor. Grades are, by far, the criteria 

the public says should most factor into admissions decisions. This is followed by standardized test scores 

(39% major factor, 46% minor factor) and community service involvement (19% major, 48% minor), 

according to a Pew Research Center survey conducted March 7-13, 2022. 

Nearly half of Americans (46%) say someone being the first in their family to go to college should be either a 

major (18%) or minor (28%) factor in admissions decisions, while a similar share say athletic ability should 

factor into these decisions (9% major, 36% minor). 

How we did this 

By comparison, nearly three-quarters of Americans or more say gender, race or ethnicity, or whether a 

relative attended the school should not factor into admissions decisions. 

The relative importance of each of these factors is unchanged since 2019. However, there have been declines 

in the shares of U.S. adults who say grades and standardized tests should be major factors. Around six-in-ten 

adults (61%) now say high school grades should be a major factor, down from 67% in 2019. And 39% of 

adults currently say standardized test scores should be a major factor, down from 47% three years ago. 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2019/02/25/most-americans-say-colleges-should-not-consider-race-or-ethnicity-in-admissions/
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Over this same time period, there has been an increase in the share of adults who say that whether someone’s 

relative attended a particular school – sometimes referred to as “legacy admissions” – should not be a factor 

in admissions decisions. Today, 75% say this, up from 68% in 2019. There has been little change in the 

public’s views of the other factors asked about in the survey. 

https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=409001
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Large majorities across racial and ethnic groups and partisan lines continue to say high school grades should 

be a factor in college admissions decisions, but there have been some shifts since 2019 in the shares saying it 

should be a major factor. Asian American (65%) and White adults (63%) are now somewhat more likely than 

Black (54%) and Hispanic (53%) adults to say high school grades should be a major factor. Three years ago, 

Asian American adults (77%) were more likely than White (68%), Hispanic (66%) and Black (63%) adults to 

say this. 

At the same time, the share of Democrats and Democratic-leaning independents who say high school grades 

should be a major factor has decreased from 68% in 2019 to 60% today. There has been less change among 

Republicans and GOP leaners, from 68% in 2019 to 65% today. 

In both parties, fewer now say standardized test scores should be a major factor in college admissions 

decisions than said the same three years ago. But this shift is starker among Democrats (34% now, down from 

44%) than Republicans (47% now, down from 51%). And while there have been declines across racial and 

ethnic groups in the shares who say standardized test scores should be a major factor in college admissions, 

this decline is particularly pronounced among Asian Americans. (Three-in-ten Asian Americans live in 

California, a higher share than among other racial and ethnic groups. Public universities in that state 

have dropped standardized testing requirements in recent years.) 

Race and ethnicity, first generation status, legacy admissions 

Although majorities of Americans across racial and ethnic and partisan groups say race or ethnicity 

should not be factored into college acceptance decisions, there are variations in how widely this view is held. 

About eight-in-ten White adults (79%) say race or ethnicity should not factor into admission decisions. By 

comparison, 68% of Hispanic adults say this, as do about six-in-ten Asian American (63%) and Black (59%) 

adults. And while 87% of Republicans say race or ethnicity should not be a factor in admissions, that share 

falls to 62% among Democrats. 

While three-quarters of Americans say having a relative who attended the school should not factor into 

decisions, White adults (80%) are more likely than Hispanic (67%), Black (62%) and Asian American (59%) 

adults to say this. 

https://apnews.com/article/college-admissions-education-california-university-of-california-california-state-university-6505f492ae5f00dbe05e2f9993e3517e
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The public is divided about whether being the first in the family to go to college should be a factor in college 

admissions decisions (46%) or not (54%). About six-in-ten Democrats (58%) say first-generation status 

should be a consideration in admissions; about a third of Republicans (32%) take this position. Asian 

American, Black and Hispanic adults are more likely than White adults to say first-generation status should be 

a factor in admissions. 

Note: Here are the questions used for the report, along with responses, and its methodology. 

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/04/26/u-s-public-continues-to-view-grades-test-scores-as-top-

factors-in-college-admissions/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=eb9da9812a-

SDT_2022_05_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_3e953b9b70-eb9da9812a-399979481 

  

https://www.pewresearch.org/wp-content/uploads/2022/04/College-admissions-topline.pdf
https://www.pewresearch.org/politics/2022/03/15/russia-ukraine-methodology/
https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=409002
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COVID-19 variants can't hide from Variabel 

Computer scientists develop program to find 'low-frequency' variants in sequence data 

 
 

Variabel uses sequencing data to identify variants of SARS-CoV-2. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

April 12, 2022 

Details about variants hiding in the deluge of genetic SARS-CoV-2 sequences would be good to know, if only 

researchers could get to them. 

A U.S. National Science Foundation-funded program developed at Rice University will make that possible, at 

least for "intrahost variants" -- variants that appear in genome data from the same COVID-19-positive person. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304877&org=NSF
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1338099&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.rice.edu/news/2022/covid-19-variants-cant-hide-variabel
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"This grant enables analyses of viral genomic datasets, especially important during a pandemic," said 

Deepankar Medhi, a program director in NSF's Division of Computer and Network Systems. "NSF's long-

term investment in computational resources is important for scientists working on research projects like this 

one." 

A team led by computer scientists Todd Treangen and Yunxi Liu developed Variabel, a program which 

accurately identifies "low-frequency variants" of the SARS-CoV-2 virus, which causes COVID-19. Finding 

these clues could be the key to identifying potentially devastating variants before they have a chance to 

spread, according to Treangen. 

"Variabel enables the use of affordable nanopore sequencing technology for the identification of within-host 

variation after viral infection," said Treangen. The lab had similar success in testing Variabel on sequence 

data from patients infected with Ebola and norovirus. The open-source program is detailed in Nature 

Communications. 

The researchers claim the key to Variabel is its ability to distinguish true variants from sequencing errors. To 

validate Variabel, they compared data taken over time from single positive patients, as well as sequences from 

cross-patient datasets. Over time, a single patient can host as many as a billion copies of a virus. 

By comparing results before and after applying Variabel to the data, the researchers found the program was 

able to correct the majority of sequencing errors. 

"Variabel opens the door to portable, affordable and rapid characterization of within-host variation, which 

could aid in the discovery of future mutations specific to variants of concern," said Treangen, whose lab 

hosted a symposium to discuss scientific advances spurred by the pandemic. The virtual symposium may be 

viewed online at http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YaNm7QBmxD8. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304877&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery  

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://gitlab.com/treangenlab/variabel
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?http://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41467-022-28852-1
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?http://dx.doi.org/10.1038/s41467-022-28852-1
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=YaNm7QBmxD8
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304877&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304877&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Philipp Hainhofer’s Große Stammbuch (1596–1633) 

 

Art dealer and diplomat Philipp Hainhofer's 227-page volume collects the signatures of over seventy-five of 

Europe’s most notable seventeenth-century nobles. A richly illustrated album amicorum — a kind of 

friendship book for preserving the autographs of acquaintances — the Große Stammbuch was renowned in 

Hainhofer’s lifetime, becoming one of Augsburg’s must-see artworks. This vellum Kunstkammer brings 

together the royal, semi-divine hands of the Holy Roman Emperor Rudolf II [17], King of Denmark Christian 

IV [20] and Cosimo II de’ Medici [30] with exquisite drawings, a painting on silk, and embroidered panels 

made by dozens of artists, including Georg Behem, Tobias Bernhard, Joseph Heintz, Johann Mathias Kager, 

Lucas Kilian, Jacopo Ligozzi, and Anton Mozart. 

The cosmopolitan connoisseur Hainhofer rarely traveled without his Stammbuch, which he showed off to a 

wide network of aristocrats to win new contributions. A single entry was often the result of months spent 

negotiating with a signatory and artists. Though occasionally a royal would commission her own page, 

Hainhofer usually had the leaves painted to his taste, which the duchess or king would then sign and 

otherwise personalize (with mottos or brief inscriptions). Expenses — paid by the contributor — ranged from 

ten to fifty ducats. By 1610, Hainhofer was regularly receiving invitations for personal audiences with 

potential autographers. And, in September 1612, when Hainhofer visited François de Lorraine [103] to solicit 

his hand, the Count attempted to keep the book by force, only surrendering it after the diplomatic intervention 

of the Elector of Cologne. 

Hainhofer’s passion for natural history encircles the earliest signatures, gathered from university friends while 

he was an eighteen-year-old law student in Padua and Siena. The borders of entries by Ludwig Eberhard 

[137], the Count of Schwarzenberg [165], and Georg Christoph Ursenpeckh [179] harbor a menagerie of 

Italian birds, insects, and reptiles. For Johann Christoph, Baron of Puchaim [187], Hainhofer had an 

unidentified artist feature the red admiral butterfly, hinting perhaps at the signatory’s delicate qualities. There 
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are also two double-page paintings of flora and fauna [138 and 180], one planted with Tulipa — the Asian 

import that led to horticultural mania in the first half of the seventeenth century. 

Coats-of-arms grace most of the Stammbuch’s pages, flanked by an array of intriguing allegorical figures and 

scenes that attest to the virtues of the signers, only a few of whom were sufficiently intimate with Hainhofer 

to be considered sui amico, “his friend”. By all accounts, the polyglot Hainhofer was as charming as the most 

dashing courtiers. Cultivating an insider’s ease with both trade guildsmen and emperors, he possessed expert 

knowledge of art, music, literature, and history. Famous for wearing a vial of fragrant rose balm around his 

neck, Hainhofer was genteel enough to win the favor of a dozen women royals, including Elizabeth Stuart, 

Queen of Bohemia [24]. 

Hainhofer is best known to art historians for having overseen the creation of the Pommerscher Kunstschrank, 

an elaborate wonder cabinet for Philip II, Duke of Pomerania, his most important client and surely the closest 

friend included in the Stammbuch. Outside of Rudolf II and Cosimo II de’ Medici, Philip is the only person to 

merit two pages in the album. Facing the page bearing his motto and signature [37], we find a miniature 

portrait in black ink with liquid gold framing and decoration, fringed by four hymns of praise to the Lord. A 

Latin verse below declares that Philip’s “task was to polish the genius of the Muses”, which largely came 

about through his collaboration with Hainhofer. Lines of German text delineate Philip’s clothing and facial 

features, but they are difficult to decipher. That is one of the many labors left for the Herzog August 

Bibliothek’s scholars, who are in the midst of a three-year research project to fully explore the intricacies of 

the Stammbuch, a book the library's founder had, in fact, attempted to buy in 1648, a year after Hainhofer's 

death. Subsequently disappearing into private collections for nearly three centuries, it resurfaced at a London 

auction in 1931, and in 2020, for a princely sum of $3.1 million, the Große Stammbuch finally arrived at the 

library in Wolfenbüttel. 

You can browse the whole book in the embedded reader above and find our highlights from its pages in the 

gallery below. For more on seventeenth-century friendship books check out our Curator's Choice essay “Boys 

will be Boys” by Lynley Anne Herbert, and for a later example see our post on the album amicorum of Anne 

Wagner. 

Text by Kevin Dann 

•  

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/baldassare-castiglione-the-book-of-the-courtier
https://de.wikipedia.org/wiki/Pommerscher_Kunstschrank
https://hainhofer.hab.de/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/boys-will-be-boys-playing-around-in-a-17th-century-friendship-book
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/boys-will-be-boys-playing-around-in-a-17th-century-friendship-book
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/the-friendship-book-of-anne-wagner-1795-1834
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/the-friendship-book-of-anne-wagner-1795-1834
https://publicdomainreview.org/contributor/kevin-dann
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/herzog-august-bibliothek
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More Herzog August Bibliothek content on PDR (2) 
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https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/herzog-august-bibliothek
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/herzog-august-bibliothek
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#pd-worldwide
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#share-alike
https://diglib.hab.de/download.php?dir=mss/355-noviss-8f&lang=en
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/herzog-august-bibliothek
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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. 
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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 

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." 
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"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. 

"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." 
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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." 

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. 
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"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 
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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. 

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!" 
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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 
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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. 

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, 
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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 

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. 
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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. 

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, 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 600  june  2022 

 

129 

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. 
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"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 

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 
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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 

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 
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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. 
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"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 

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. 
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"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." 
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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 

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. 
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"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. 
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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! 

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 
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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, 

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 
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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?" 

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. 
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"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. 
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"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. 

"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." 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-brazilian-cat 
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Poets on Poets,  Nin Andrews 

 

notes from AWP 

  

—I’m pretending not to see him so I can eat my lunch. 

—But who reads that shit? About as true to life as a velvet grape. 

—I think he judges poetry with his dick. And poets, too. 

—What’s the scoop on her? Is that her husband, or is he just hanging out in her hotel room for the duration? 

—Personally I prefer not to think about his dick. 

—His latest work, especially the poems about his dead father, begin to sound human. 

—Think of it as a conductor’s baton. 

—Granted, she wins all the prizes, but talk about grandiose. 

—The latest inductee into the goddess cult. Like back in the sixties when sex and war were the metaphors 

for consciousness-raising. 

—I bet they’re really confessional, and she’s a total pervert too. 

—He knows how to network, who to climb, and when. Timing is everything. 

—Insomnia, maybe chronic fatigue syndrome. I think it’s just frayed nerves. 

—I always admired your work but can’t figure why it’s been so marginalized. 

—You want my phone number? 

—The illusion of the narrative appears in your work, but there’s really a thread of the unspoken narrative, 

right? 

—Are you married? Do you have children? 

—Never even answered my inquiries, the pompous bastard. 

—That’s really sweet. Thank you. 

—I think I have a blindspot when it comes to his work. 

—Must be great to get away. 

—I don’t know why they don’t just fire the asshole. 

—Reminds me of a gilt frame with no picture inside. 

—She’s eloquent enough, a nice cocktail poet. 

—Did you see what he was wearing? 

—She says it’s none of my business what she writes. 

—Poetry is a private affair. A kind of masturbation. An endless self-portrait. 

—So what if he is another excellent specimen of the dead father poets. 

—Where are the dead mother poets? 

—I like the way you think, 

—Yet another vapid, beautiful wind-blown babe-poet for the cover of APR. 

—Let’s go out for a beer somewhere. 

—I sure wouldn’t want to live in his skin. 

—A local dive would be nice. 
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—The way I see it, you’re better off not getting famous too soon. 

—I never even send out my work. 

 

From issue no. 154 (Spring 2000) 

 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read “Questions to Ask for a Paris Review Interview” by David Lehman, 

published in issue no. 167 (Fall 2003)? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=031f7d3743&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c6483f9420&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1236b97ece&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=72b9f36442&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5fb9ae2d58&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=031f7d3743&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=031f7d3743&e=d538c8f2e0
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Is a security feature on the way that makes computing faster? 

Computer scientists develop method to increase computing speed 

 
 

A new cyberattack security technique offers more security and faster computing. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

March 23, 2022 

Multiple programs running concurrently on a device rely on data stored in the device's memory hardware, but 

sensitive information might not be shared among all the programs, exposing the device to a "memory timing 

side-channel attack." 

When attempting to access memory hardware, response delays are noted and exploited to retrieve sensitive 

information like passwords or cryptographic keys. The current solution of restricting memory hardware to a 

single program slows computation. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304707&org=NSF
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U.S. National Science Foundation grantee researchers based at the Massachusetts Institute of 

Technology developed an approach that allows memory hardware to be shared without compromising 

security from memory timing side-channel attacks, and increases computation speed by 12% compared to 

state-of the art solutions. The research is published in Proceedings of the 27th ACM International Conference 

on Architectural Support for Programming Languages and Operating Systems. 

"Nowadays, it is very common to share a computer with others, especially if you do computation in the cloud 

or even on your own mobile device," said senior author Mengjia Yan. "Through these shared resources, an 

attacker can seek out even very fine-grained information." 

There are several ways a malicious program can target shared memory to access sensitive information. The 

team focused on a solution to foil contention attacks -- when the malicious program tries to access memory 

hardware at the same time as another program. 

"The attacker is poking at the memory controller, the library door, to say, 'is it busy now?'" said co-author Joel 

Emer. "If they get blocked because the library door is opening already -- because the victim program is 

already using the memory controller -- they are going to get delayed." 

The researchers developed a scheme that uses a graph structure, known as a directed acyclic graph, or DAG, 

to process requests and submit the requests to the memory controller on a fixed schedule. The structure allows 

memory hardware to be shared among programs securely. The team named the security scheme DAGguise. 

DAGguise could be modified to defend against different side-channel attacks that target shared computing 

resources like on-chip networks. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304707&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2046359&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.mit.edu/2022/cyber-security-attackers-0223
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.mit.edu/2022/cyber-security-attackers-0223
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://dl.acm.org/doi/10.1145/3503222.3507747
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304707&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304707&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Scientists experiment with paper planes to study aerodynamics, flight stability 

cc 

 
 

Scientists use paper planes to study aerodynamics, gliding flight stability. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

March 23, 2022 

The properties that make a paper airplane fly have much to tell scientists about aerodynamics and flight 

stability, according to U.S. National Science Foundation grantee researchers at New York University. They 

conducted a series of experiments using paper planes to make their conclusions. 

The research could influence the development of airborne vehicles like drones. The team's research was 

published in the Journal of Fluid Mechanics. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304708&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1847955&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nyu.edu/about/news-publications/news/2022/march/for-new-insights-into-aerodynamics--scientists-turn-to-paper-air.html
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.cambridge.org/core/journals/journal-of-fluid-mechanics/article/centre-of-mass-location-flight-modes-stability-and-dynamic-modelling-of-gliders/D4983A693B836A364D19C95B4D5FFC3B


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 600  june  2022 

 

150 

"The study started with simple curiosity about what makes a good paper airplane and specifically what is 

needed for smooth gliding," said Leif Ristroph, an author of the study. "Answering such basic questions 

ended up being far from child's play. We discovered that the aerodynamics of how paper airplanes keep level 

flight is very different from the stability of conventional airplanes." 

Paper planes rely on gravity and proper design to successfully glide. 

"Birds glide and soar in an effortless way, and paper airplanes, when tuned properly, can also glide for long 

distances," added co-author Jane Wang. "Surprisingly, there has been no good mathematical model for 

predicting this seemingly simple but subtle gliding flight." 

Paper planes appear unassuming in design and composition, "But paper airplanes, while simple to make, 

involve surprisingly complex aerodynamics," said Ristroph. 

The researchers launched paper planes with different centers of mass, observed paper planes descending into 

a water tank, and used the data to develop a new aerodynamic model and flight simulator that successfully 

replicates flight motions. 

"The key criterion of a successful glider is that the center of mass must be in the 'just right' place," Ristroph 

said. "Good paper airplanes achieve this with the front edge folded over several times or by an added paper 

clip, which requires a little trial and error. The location of the aerodynamic force or center of pressure varies 

with the angle of flight to ensure stability." 

The effect the team found in paper airplanes doesn't happen in the traditional airfoils used as aircraft wings, 

whose center of pressure stays fixed in place across the angles that occur in flight, according to Ristroph. "The 

shifting of the center of pressure seems to be a unique property of thin, flat wings, and this ends up being the 

secret to the stable flight of paper airplanes." 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 
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