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Alabama’s First Black Poet Laureate Is Making Her Mark 

Words by Moni Basu | Photos & Video by Darnell Wilburn  

 

May 31, 2022 

15 

On a late-January flight from LaGuardia to Birmingham, the poet Ashley Jones peered out the plane 

window to take in the sky. It was all-knowing, the same vastness that had blanketed history’s atrocities. It 

had loomed over slavery and Jim Crow; borne witness to Black bodies hanging from trees and the murder of 

four girls in the 16th Street Baptist Church; and absorbed the venom of Bull Connor and George Wallace.  

Yet the sky was luminous. Sweet, even. And when Jones saw it, she knew the plane would be descending 

soon. She knew she was home.  

She had returned to Alabama, where she was born and raised, where she makes her life now as the state’s first 

Black poet laureate and, at 31, also its youngest. It’s a place, she knows, that is often seen as rigid or 

backward or shameful. Or all three. And certainly, a place that was or is most cruel to its Black citizenry and 

still struggling to reckon with racism.  

And yet, for Jones, the warmth of that Alabama sky is as palpable as the fear that once consumed the streets 

of her native Birmingham. She chose to come back after escaping all those things people say Alabama is. 

Now, she sees no contradiction in loving a place that has murdered and pillaged her people. And it is because 

of that love that her poetry pierces its very soul. 

 

this here the cradle of this here 

nation—everywhere you look, roots run right  

back south. every vein filled with red dirt, blood,  

cotton. we the dirty word you spit out your  

mouth. mason dixon is an imagined line —you 

can theorize it, or wish it  real,  but it’s the same  

old ghost—see-through, benign. all y’all from  

alabama; we the wheel turning cotton to make  
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the nation move. we the scapegoat in a land built  

from death. no longitude or latitude disproves  

the truth of founding fathers’ sacred oath:  

we hold these truths like dark snuff in our jaw,  

Black oppression’s not happenstance; it’s law.  

— “All Y’all Really From Alabama”  
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Jones’ poems are fierce. Her words string together damnations of discrimination and injustice, rooted not just 

in the long tentacles of slavery but also very much in her own experiences. Her poetry is as deeply political as 

it is personal, a reflection of how she sees the way forward. She called her third published collection 
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Reparations Now! and wrote the title poem after reading the entirety of George Wallace’s 1963 inaugural 

address, in which he infamously said: “Segregation now, segregation tomorrow, segregation forever.” 

Jones explores the traumas of yesterday and those of today: police violence, white silence, and new problems 

created by the COVID-19 pandemic. Through her words, she forges a way forward. And that involves a lot 

more than cutting a check for the sins of the past. 

“Reparations. For me it means not just financial repairs to be made,” she says in a recent interview. “Of 

course, that is part of it. But it also means going back to that initial idea that someone snatched people from 

their own countries and brought them forcibly here as property. It’s understanding what our ancestors lived. 

“It’s about changing the conditions in which we live,” she continues. “Leaving Black people alone. Letting us 

wear our hair the way we want. Letting us not feel scared when there is a police car behind us. We have been 

trying to show white people how to treat us right for 400 years.” 

She lays down her challenge to white America: “Now it’s up to you.” 

 

~ Watch Video ~ 

She recalls trying to go up an airport escalator when a white man looked at her as though she were a murderer 

and put an arm out to protect his family.  
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“That’s the work I am talking about,” she says. 

Government is not necessarily the place by which change needs to happen, and now the public and politicians 

alike are engaged in what Jones calls “the great whitelash.” It encompasses laws that restrict voting rights and 

bar the teaching of critical race theory or the myriad attempts to ban books like Toni Morrison’s Beloved or 

Ta-Nehisi Coates’ Between the World and Me.  

“I mean, if you are not moved by a video of a man being murdered in the street, there is nothing to be done,” 

she says, referring to former police officer Derek Chauvin’s murder of George Floyd in 2020. 

Reparations. It’s about repair. Repairing the country, the community — and oneself. 
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My eyes were too small  

to swallow that far-off, bright country where Kunta lived. Too small  

to open around the whole sea and its ships that sailed and sailed. No  

one explained that I would not become a slave, too …  

— “The First Time  

I Heard About Slavery”  

Jones was raised by a social worker mother and a firefighter father who worked for the Birmingham Fire and 

Rescue Service for 26 years. He retired in 2020 and then was hired as the first Black fire chief in Midfield, 

about 15 minutes southwest of downtown Birmingham. Her parents, she says, were very focused on the 

education of their three girls and boy, and her mother taught a young Jones to read and write. She was reading 

by the time she was 3 and later obsessed over “Harriet the Spy.” She watched “Mister Rogers’ 

Neighborhood” and “Sesame Street,” and, by the time she was 7, she had abandoned her plans to become a 

mystery writer and opted instead for poetry.  

She attended a pioneering elementary school that embraced diversity. There were no stairs in that school, 

Jones recalls; only ramps. And everyone learned sign language in an attempt to erase boundaries. At 7, she 

was placed in a self-contained class of about 10 students who were learning at higher grade levels than their 

peers. She says she was one of the lower-performing kids in that class, which began a battle with self-esteem. 

Jones was 5 when she first felt the sting of discrimination. Her best friend in kindergarten was a white boy 

with whom she often played “house.” He was the husband, she the wife. They had the same last name. They 

served up toy food carved from wood. Then one day his family came to visit the school. Jones caught them 
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staring at her. The next day, her best friend had chosen a new playmate: a white girl with blond hair and blue 

eyes.  

“I ended up internalizing that,” she says. “I thought, it must be because I am bad. It started a journey of 

struggling with my own worthiness.” 
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She was a Black girl growing up in Birmingham, and there was no sheltering her from the realities of race in 

America. She learned about slavery sitting on a scratchy yellow couch, sandwiched between her parents, 

watching the television miniseries “Roots.” She was too young to comprehend the depth of Alex Haley’s 

story, but at a tender age, she realized her skin color could mean something dangerous to somebody.  

“I was always afraid of darkness,” she says. “I thought, someone is going to come get us.” 

The fear remained throughout her formative years. So, she wrote. The little girl in her was inspired by Eloise 

Greenfield’s poem “Harriet Tubman” from the children’s book Honey, I Love.  

“Harriet Tubman didn't take no stuff. Wasn't scared of nothing neither. Didn't come in this world to be no 

slave. And wasn't going to stay one either.”  

Jones penned angst-ridden poems, like so many girls do, about how no one understood her. She wrote about 

the sky and rain. And racism. 

“I have a book I made when I was 10,” she says. “I did not have the language back then. But it was still about 

the past and how to move forward.” 

She looked at some of those poems after she’d earned an English degree from the University of Alabama at 

Birmingham and finally felt the need to move away from Alabama. 

“All of us who are born in the South are eager to leave,” she says. “I mean, we grew up learning about this 

very difficult history. … My dad desegregated a school in Bessemer. White students threw rocks at him and 

his siblings.” 

But Jones did not go north. Instead, she went south — to Miami, where she earned her MFA. 

“Geographically, it is further south, but culturally, it is nowhere near the South,” she says. “That’s when I 

understood my view of the South was not the best. I had this idea that the South was to blame for everything. 

In truth, the South was my home, it was a place of a lot of love. I didn’t realize it until I wasn’t in it.” 

She also realized that Alabama was a mirror for the 49 other states. What happened here happened elsewhere, 

too. Alabama did not have a monopoly on racism. 

Her love of Alabama had come into plain view. For all its ugliness, it was still beautiful. And it was home. 
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After earning her MFA in poetry at Florida International University, Jones returned to Birmingham in 

2015. Since then, the accolades have piled up. She founded the Magic City Poetry Festival and now teaches in 

the creative writing department of the Alabama School of Fine Arts.  
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On Valentine’s Day, she went to school wearing a yellow ochre jumpsuit, crimson earrings, and a feather to 

match in her hat — she has been a fashionista since she was a little girl. “I can’t draw or paint like my sister 

or dad. But I can put together an outfit,” she says. 

Her mother bought her Barbie dolls. They were all Black. Jones spent hours dressing them and then re-

dressing them; matched the shoes and bags. Then she translated those styles on herself. “As I went through 

self-esteem struggles, I found that getting dressed and enjoying that process helped. This way, I could not tell 

myself I was ugly. … I [was] coming to terms with my own body.” 

She wrote about her dolls in “She Is Beauty, She Is Grace,” a poem dedicated to “Breonna Taylor, Sandra 

Bland, and Oluwatoyin Salau and so many killed Black girls.” 

My mother always told me I was beautiful.  

She oiled my scalp with proud-mother care.  

She bought me baby and Barbie dolls  

who shared my skin — brown beauties  

who smiled back at me, whose infinite stories  

I told each day in my playtime heaven.  

“Black women: Everything about us is under such constant scrutiny,” she says. 

Do I look angry? Are my hips too wide? Is my hair not straight enough? Is my skin too dark? Am I to blame 

for the things that are wrong with me, my family, society? These are questions Black women grapple with. 

“All this stuff the white patriarchy puts on me. Repairing is about loving myself in a more whole way,” Jones 

says. 

Reparations are about repair. 

Jones kept her Barbies, tucked away in her parents’ house in Birmingham. She took them out last summer, at 

the height of the Delta variant surge, and started putting outfits together again, finding empowerment in that 

simple act. The weight of the pandemic lifted and she could feel wrapped in the love of her parents, the love 

felt only at home. 

Dad, every blade of grass wears your name,  

on the wind, you laugh great swaths of air.  

Now, the days feel more like years because you’re gone,  

only memories hold your voice  

and the crack of your knees stretching in th e night.  

— For Donald Lewis Jones  
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If Jones weren’t writing poetry, she’s sure she would be burning things down. She needs words to process her 

world. One of the most difficult poems in Reparations Now! is about Mary Turner, a pregnant Black woman 

in south Georgia who vowed to press charges against the men who lynched her husband. Her punishment was 

particularly brutal. She was hung, burned, and shot, and her baby was cut out of her womb and stomped to 

death. 

maybe mary and her baby flew up from death  

in sweaty georgia — her shallow grave shaken loose. finally free,  

resurrected — it turns out, all along hell was earth …  

“That is a hard story,” Jones says. “There is no other way to slice it. But it ended up with empowerment. It 

helps me process what happened.” 

Poetry acts as a supportive mirror that allows Jones to look long and deep and find answers to the sometimes 

unanswerable — from lynchings, to George Floyd, to her own fight to stand tall, even amid recent losses. Her 

cousin died of COVID-19. Then, last April, her father, Donald Jones, died of a heart attack while on his lunch 
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break. He was 59 and did not get to see the highest poetry honor in Alabama bestowed upon his daughter a 

few months later in August. She is the sole Black poet laureate in the 91 years the state has named one. 

Jones fears that poetry, like classical literature or music, has become inaccessible to many ordinary 

Americans. She is on a mission to rectify. To give poetry a chance.  

“In America, there is this way of making literature uninhabitable for regular folks,” she says. “One way to 

break some of that down is to change the way we show people art. It matters who you are exposed to at first.” 

She thinks of her heroes, the Black women poets who paved the way for her: Rita Dove, Audre Lorde, 

Gwendolyn Brooks, Lucille Clifton. And how Eloise Greenfield’s book was the first to speak to Jones’ life as 

a little Black girl growing up in Birmingham. 

“I don’t think art is made to hide stuff. And we shouldn’t be making it an Olympic sport to understand one 

line of poetry,” she says. 

Jones wants to showcase poetry in Alabama. To help people see poetry everywhere, whether it’s on a popsicle 

stick or in the trail of a jet that has just taken off into the sky. The same Alabama sky that reigns luminous 

over brutality — and beauty. That Alabama sky that watches over her, always. 
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Moni Basu is a journalist, teacher, traveler, and red wine drinker. She worked for The Atlanta Journal-

Constitution and CNN. She now teaches narrative nonfiction at the University of Florida. Her ebook, 

Chaplain Turner's War, was published by Agate Digital in 2012. 

 

Darnell Wilburn is a photographer, teacher, and gallery owner in Atlanta. He was born in Fort Hood, Texas. 

He worked as a cartoonist for The Cincinnati Herald, an African American newspaper. He’s spent the last 16 

years as a freelance photographer, working for various publications and commercial clients including 

Essence, Ebony, Marie Claire Australia, “Shaq’s Comedy All Stars,” and GoDaddy. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/ashley-jones-alabama-poet-

laureate?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F31%20-

%20Tuesday%20%28Ashley%20Jones%20Now%21%29%20%28WLGLvM%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/ashley-jones-alabama-poet-laureate?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F31%20-%20Tuesday%20%28Ashley%20Jones%20Now%21%29%20%28WLGLvM%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/ashley-jones-alabama-poet-laureate?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F31%20-%20Tuesday%20%28Ashley%20Jones%20Now%21%29%20%28WLGLvM%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/ashley-jones-alabama-poet-laureate?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F31%20-%20Tuesday%20%28Ashley%20Jones%20Now%21%29%20%28WLGLvM%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/ashley-jones-alabama-poet-laureate?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F31%20-%20Tuesday%20%28Ashley%20Jones%20Now%21%29%20%28WLGLvM%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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The Man from Archangel 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

THE MAN FROM ARCHANGEL. 

On the fourth day of March, in the year 1867, being at that time in my five-and-twentieth year, I wrote 

down the following words in my note-book, the result of much mental perturbation and conflict:— 

"The solar system, amidst a countless number of other systems as large as itself, rolls ever silently 

through space in the direction of the constellation of Hercules. The great spheres of which it is 

composed spin and spin through the eternal void ceaselessly and noiselessly. Of these one of the 

smallest and most insignificant is that conglomeration of solid and of liquid particles which we have 

named the earth. It whirls onwards now as it has done before my birth, and will do after my death — a 

revolving mystery, coming none know whence, and going none know whither. Upon the outer crust of 

this moving mass crawl many mites, of whom I, John McVittie, am one, helpless, impotent, being 

dragged aimlessly through space. Yet such is the state of things amongst us that the little energy and 

glimmering of reason which I possess is entirely taken up with the labours which are necessary in order 

to procure certain metallic disks, wherewith I may purchase the chemical elements necessary to build 

up my ever-wasting tissues, and keep a roof over me to shelter me from the inclemency of the weather. I 

thus have no thought to expend upon the vital questions which surround me on every side. Yet, 

miserable entity as I am, I can still at times feel some degree of happiness, and am even — save the 

mark! — puffed up occasionally with a sense of my own importance." 

These words, as I have said, I wrote down in my note-book, and they reflected accurately the thoughts 

which I found rooted far down in my soul, ever present and unaffected by the passing emotions of the 

hour. Every day for seven months I read over my words, and every day when I had finished them I said 

to myself, "Well done, John McVittie; you have said the thought which was in you. You have reduced 

things to their least common measure!" At last, however, came a time when my uncle, McVittie of 

Glencairn, died — the same who was at one time chairman of committees of the House of Commons. 

He divided his great wealth among his many nephews, and I found myself with sufficient to provide 

amply for my wants during the remainder of my life, and became at the same time owner of a bleak 

tract of land upon the coast of Caithness, which I think the old man must have bestowed upon me in 

derision, for it was sandy and valueless, and he had ever a grim sense of humour. Up to this time I had 

been an attorney in a midland town in England. Now I saw that I could put my thoughts into effect, 

and, leaving all petty and sordid aims, could elevate my mind by the study of the secrets of nature. My 

departure from my English home was somewhat accelerated by the fact that I had nearly slain a man in 

a quarrel, for my temper was fiery, and I was apt to forget my own strength when enraged. There was 

no legal action taken in the matter, but the papers yelped at me, and folk looked askance when I met 

them. It ended by my cursing them and their vile, smoke-polluted town, and hurrying to my northern 

possession, where I might at last find peace and an opportunity for solitary study and contemplation. I 

borrowed from my capital before I went, and so was able to take with me a choice collection of the most 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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modern philosophical instruments and books, together with chemicals and such other things as I might 

need in my retirement. 

The land which I had inherited was a narrow strip, consisting mostly of sand, and extending for rather 

over two miles round the coast of Mansie Bay, in Caithness. Upon this strip there had been a rambling, 

grey-stone building — when erected or wherefore none could tell me — and this I had repaired, so that 

it made a dwelling quite good enough for one of my simple tastes. One room was my laboratory, 

another my sitting-room, and in a third, just under the sloping roof, I slung the hammock in which I 

always slept. There were three other rooms, but I left them vacant, except one which was given over to 

the old crone who kept house for me. Save the Youngs and the McLeods, who were fisher-folk living 

round at the other side of Fergus Ness, there were no other people for many miles in each direction. In 

front of the house was the great bay, behind it were two long barren hills, capped by other loftier ones 

beyond. There was a glen between the hills, and when the wind was from the land it used to sweep 

down this with a melancholy sough and whisper among the branches of the fir trees beneath my attic 

window. 

I dislike my fellow-mortals. Justice compels me to add that they appear for the most part to dislike me. 

I hate their little crawling ways, their conventionalities, their deceits, their narrow rights and wrongs. 

They take offence at my brusque outspokenness, my disregard for their social laws, my impatience of 

all constraint. Among my books and my drugs in my lonely den at Mansie I could let the great drove of 

the human race pass onwards with their politics and inventions and tittle-tattle, and I remained behind 

stagnant and happy. Not stagnant either, for I was working in my own little groove, and making 

progress. I have reason to believe that Dalton's atomic theory is founded upon error, and I know that 

mercury is not an element. 

During the day I was busy with my distillations and analyses. Often I forgot my meals, and when old 

Madge summoned me to my tea I found my dinner lying untouched upon the table. At night I read 

Bacon, Descartes, Spinoza, Kant — all those who have pried into what is unknowable. They are all 

fruitless and empty, barren of result, but prodigal of polysyllables, reminding me of men who, while 

digging for gold, have turned up many worms, and then exhibit them exultantly as being what they 

sought. At times a restless spirit would come upon me, and I would walk thirty and forty miles without 

rest or breaking fast. On these occasions, when I used to stalk through the country villages, gaunt, 

unshaven, and dishevelled, the mothers would rush into the road and drag their children indoors, and 

the rustics would swarm out of their pot-houses to gaze at me. I believe that I was known far and wide 

as the "mad laird o' Mansie." It was rarely, however, that I made these raids into the country, for I 

usually took my exercise upon my own beach, where I soothed my spirit with strong black tobacco, and 

made the ocean my friend and my confidant. 

What companion is there like the great restless, throbbing sea? What human mood is there which it 

does not match and sympathise with? There are none so gay but that they may feel gayer when they 

listen to its merry turmoil, and see the long green surges racing in, with the glint of the sunbeams in 

their sparkling crests. But when the grey waves toss their heads in anger, and the wind screams above 

them, goading them on to madder and more tumultuous efforts, then the darkest-minded of men feels 

that there is a melancholy principle in Nature which is as gloomy as his own thoughts. When it was 

calm in the Bay of Mansie the surface would be as clear and bright as a sheet of silver, broken only at 
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one spot some little way from the shore, where a long black line projected out of the water looking like 

the jagged back of some sleeping monster. This was the top of the dangerous ridge of rocks known to 

the fishermen as the "ragged reef o' Mansie." When the wind blew from the east the waves would 

break upon it like thunder, and the spray would be tossed far over my house and up to the hills behind. 

The bay itself was a bold and noble one, but too much exposed to the northern and eastern gales, and 

too much dreaded for its reef, to be much used by mariners. There was something of romance about 

this lonely spot. I have lain in my boat upon a calm day, and peering over the edge, I have seen far 

down the flickering ghostly forms of great fish—fish, as it seemed to me, such as naturalist never knew, 

and which my imagination transformed into the genii of that desolate bay. Once, as I stood by the brink 

of the waters upon a quiet night, a great cry, as of a woman in hopeless grief, rose from the bosom of 

the deep, and swelled out upon the still air, now sinking and now rising, for a space of thirty seconds. 

This I heard with my own ears. 

In this strange spot, with the eternal hills behind me and the eternal sea in front, I worked and brooded 

for more than two years unpestered by my fellow-men. By degrees I had trained my old servant into 

habits of silence, so that she now rarely opened her lips, though I doubt not that when twice a year she 

visited her relations in Wick, her tongue during those few days made up for its enforced rest. I had 

come almost to forget that I was a member of the human family, and to live entirely with the dead 

whose books I pored over, when a sudden incident occurred which threw all my thoughts into a new 

channel. 

Three rough days in June had been succeeded by one calm and peaceful one. There was not a breath of 

air that evening. The sun sank down in the west behind a line of purple clouds, and the smooth surface 

of the bay was gashed with scarlet streaks. Along the beach the pools left by the tide showed up like 

gouts of blood against the yellow sand, as if some wounded giant had toilfully passed that way, and had 

left these red traces of his grievous hurt behind him. As the darkness closed in, certain ragged clouds 

which had lain low on the eastern horizon coalesced and formed a great irregular cumulus. The glass 

was still low, and I knew that there was mischief brewing. About nine o'clock a dull moaning sound 

came up from the sea, as from a creature who, much harassed, learns that the hour of suffering has 

come round again. At ten a sharp breeze sprang up from the eastward. At eleven it had increased to a 

gale, and by midnight the most furious storm was raging which I ever remember upon that weather-

beaten coast. 

As I went to bed the shingle and sea-weed were pattering up against my attic-window, and the wind 

was screaming as though every gust were a lost soul. By that time the sounds of the tempest had become 

a lullaby to me. I knew that the grey walls of the old house would buffet it out, and for what occurred in 

the world outside I had small concern. Old Madge was usually as callous to such things as I was myself. 

It was a surprise to me when, about three in the morning, I was awoke by the sound of a great knocking 

at my door and excited cries in the wheezy voice of my housekeeper. I sprang out of my hammock, and 

roughly demanded of her what was the matter. 

"Eh, maister, maister!" she screamed in her hateful dialect. "Come doun, mun; come doun! There's a 

muckle ship gaun ashore on the reef, and the puir folks are a' yammerin' and ca'in' for help—and I 

doobt they'll a' be drooned. Oh, Maister McVittie, come doun!" 
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"Hold your tongue, you hag!" I shouted back in a passion. "What is it to you whether they are 

drowned or not? Get back to your bed and leave me alone." I turned in again and drew the blankets 

over me. "Those men out there," I said to myself, "have already gone through half the horrors of 

death. If they be saved they will but have to go through the same once more in the space of a few brief 

years. It is best therefore that they should pass away now, since they have suffered that anticipation 

which is more than the pain of dissolution." With this thought in my mind I endeavoured to compose 

myself to sleep once more, for that philosophy which had taught me to consider death as a small and 

trivial incident in man's eternal and ever-changing career, had also broken me of much curiosity 

concerning worldly matters. On this occasion I found, however, that the old leaven still fermented 

strongly in my soul. I tossed from side to side for some minutes endeavouring to beat down the impulses 

of the moment by the rules of conduct which I had framed during months of thought. Then I heard a 

dull roar amid the wild shriek of the gale, and I knew that it was the sound of a signal-gun. Driven by 

an uncontrollable impulse, I rose, dressed, and having lit my pipe, walked out on to the beach. 

It was pitch dark when I came outside, and the wind blew with such violence that I had to put my 

shoulder against it and push my way along the shingle. My face pringled and smarted with the sting of 

the gravel which was blown against it, and the red ashes of my pipe streamed away behind me, dancing 

fantastically through the darkness. I went down to where the great waves were thundering in, and, 

shading my eyes with my hands to keep off the salt spray, I peered out to sea. I could distinguish 

nothing, and yet it seemed to me that shouts and great inarticulate cries were borne to me by the blasts. 

Suddenly as I gazed I made out the glint of a light, and then the whole bay and the beach were lit up in 

a moment by a vivid blue glare. They were burning a coloured signal-light on board of the vessel. There 

she lay on her beam ends right in the centre of the jagged reef, hurled over to such an angle that I could 

see all the planking of her deck. She was a large two-masted schooner, of foreign rig, and lay perhaps a 

hundred and eighty or two hundred yards from the shore. Every spar and rope and writhing piece of 

cordage showed up hard and clear under the livid light which sputtered and flickered from the highest 

portion of the forecastle. Beyond the doomed ship out of the great darkness came the long rolling lines 

of black waves, never ending, never tiring, with a petulant tuft of foam here and there upon their crests. 

Each as it reached the broad circle of unnatural light appeared to gather strength and volume, and to 

hurry on more impetuously until, with a roar and a jarring crash, it sprang upon its victim. Clinging to 

the weather shrouds I could distinctly see some ten or twelve frightened seamen, who, when their light 

revealed my presence, turned their white faces towards me and waved their hands imploringly. I felt 

my gorge rise against these poor cowering worms. Why should they presume to shirk the narrow 

pathway along which all that is great and noble among mankind has travelled? There was one there 

who interested me more than they. He was a tall man, who stood apart from the others, balancing 

himself upon the swaying wreck as though he disdained to cling to rope or bulwark. His hands were 

clasped behind his back and his head was sunk upon his breast; but even in that despondent attitude 

there was a litheness and decision in his pose and in every motion which marked him as a man little 

likely to yield to despair. Indeed, I could see by his occasional rapid glances up and down and all 

around him that he was weighing every chance of safety; but though he often gazed across the raging 

surf to where he could see my dark figure upon the beach, his self-respect, or some other reason 

forbade him from imploring my help in any way. He stood, dark, silent, and inscrutable, looking down 

on the black sea, and waiting for whatever fortune Fate might send him. 

It seemed to me that that problem would very soon be settled. As I looked, an enormous billow, topping 

all the others, and coming after them, like a driver following a flock, swept over the vessel. Her 
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foremast snapped short off, and the men who clung to the shrouds were brushed away like a swarm of 

flies. With a rending, riving sound the ship began to split in two, where the sharp back of the Mansie 

reef was sawing into her keel. The solitary man upon the forecastle ran rapidly across the deck and 

seized hold of a white bundle which I had already observed, but failed to make out. As he lifted it up 

the light fell upon it, and I saw that the object was a woman, with a spar lashed across her body and 

under her arms in such a way that her head should always rise above water. He bore her tenderly to 

the side and seemed to speak for a minute or so to her, as though explaining the impossibility of 

remaining upon the ship. Her answer was a singular one. I saw her deliberately raise her hand and 

strike him across the face with it. He appeared to be silenced for a moment or so by this; but he 

addressed her again, directing her, as far as I could gather from his motions, how she should behave 

when in the water. She shrank away from him, but he caught her in his arms. He stooped over her for a 

moment and seemed to press his lips against her forehead. Then a great wave came welling up against 

the side of the breaking vessel, and, leaning over, he placed her upon the summit of it as gently as a 

child might be committed to its cradle. I saw her white dress flickering among the foam on the crest of 

the dark billow, and then the light sank gradually lower, and the riven ship and its lonely occupant 

were hidden from my eyes. 

As I watched those things my manhood overcame my philosophy, and I felt a frantic impulse to be up 

and doing. I threw my cynicism to one side as a garment which I might don again at leisure, and I 

rushed wildly to my boat and my sculls. She was a leaky tub, but what then? Was I, who had cast many 

a wistful, doubtful glance at my opium bottle, to begin now to weigh chances and to cavil at danger? I 

dragged her down to the sea with the strength of a maniac and sprang in. For a moment or two it was a 

question whether she could live among the boiling surge, but a dozen frantic strokes took me through 

it, half-full of water but still afloat. I was out on the unbroken waves now, at one time climbing, 

climbing up the broad black breast of one, then sinking down, down on the other side, until looking up 

I could see the gleam of the foam all around me against the dark heavens. Far behind me I could hear 

the wild wailings of old Madge, who, seeing me start, thought no doubt that my madness had come to a 

climax. As I rowed I peered over my shoulder, until at last on the belly of a great wave which was 

sweeping towards me I distinguished the vague white outline of the woman. Stooping over, I seized her 

as she swept by me, and with an effort lifted her, all sodden with water, into the boat. There was no 

need to row back, for the next billow carried us in and threw us upon the beach. I dragged the boat out 

of danger, and then lifting up the woman I carried her to the house, followed by my housekeeper, loud 

with congratulation and praise. 

Now that I had done this thing a reaction set in upon me. I felt that my burden lived, for I heard the 

faint beat of her heart as I pressed my ear against her side in carrying her. Knowing this, I threw her 

down beside the fire which Madge had lit, with as little sympathy as though she had been a bundle of 

faggots. I never glanced at her to see if she were fair or no. For many years I had cared little for the 

face of a woman. As I lay in my hammock upstairs, however, I heard the old woman, as she chafed the 

warmth back into her, crooning a chorus of, "Eh, the puir lassie! Eh, the bonnie lassie!" from which I 

gathered that this piece of jetsam was both young and comely. 

The morning after the gale was peaceful and sunny. As I walked along the long sweep of sand I could 

hear the panting of the sea. It was heaving and swirling about the reef, but along the shore it rippled in 

gently enough. There was no sign of the schooner, nor was there any wreckage upon the beach, which 

did not surprise me, as I knew there was a great undertow in those waters. A couple of broad-winged 
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gulls were hovering and skimming over the scene of the shipwreck, as though many strange things were 

visible to them beneath the waves. At times I could hear their raucous voices as they spoke to one 

another of what they saw. 

When I came back from my walk the woman was waiting at the door for me. I began to wish when I 

saw her that I had never saved her, for here was an end of my privacy. She was very young—at the 

most nineteen, with a pale, somewhat refined face, yellow hair, merry blue eyes, and shining teeth. Her 

beauty was of an ethereal type. She looked so white and light and fragile that she might have been the 

spirit of that storm-foam from out of which I plucked her. She had wreathed some of Madge's 

garments round her in a way which was quaint and not unbecoming. As I strode heavily up the 

pathway, she put out her hands with a pretty child-like gesture, and ran down towards me, meaning, as 

I surmise, to thank me for having saved her, but I put her aside with a wave of my hand and passed 

her. At this she seemed somewhat hurt, and the tears sprang into her eyes; but she followed me into the 

sitting-room and watched me wistfully. "What country do you come from?" I asked her suddenly. 

She smiled when I spoke, but shook her head. 

"Francais?" I asked. "Deutsch?" "Espagnol?"—each time she shook her head, and then she rippled off 

into a long statement in some tongue of which I could not understand one word. 

After breakfast was over, however, I got a clue to her nationality. Passing along the beach once more, I 

saw that in a cleft of the ridge a piece of wood had been jammed. I rowed out to it in my boat, and 

brought it ashore. It was part of the sternpost of a boat, and on it, or rather on the piece of wood 

attached to it, was the word "Archangel," painted in strange, quaint lettering. "So," I thought, as I 

paddled slowly back, "this pale damsel is a Russian. A fit subject for the White Czar and a proper 

dweller on the shores of the White Sea!" It seemed to me strange that one of her apparent refinement 

should perform so long a journey in so frail a craft. When I came back into the house, I pronounced the 

word "Archangel" several times in different intonations, but she did not appear to recognise it. 

I shut myself up in the laboratory all the morning, continuing a research which I was making upon the 

nature of the allotropic forms of carbon and of sulphur. When I came out at mid-day for some food, she 

was sitting by the table with a needle and thread mending some rents in her clothes, which were now 

dry. I resented her continued presence, but I could not turn her out on the beach to shift for herself. 

Presently she presented a new phase of her character. Pointing to herself and then to the scene of the 

shipwreck, she held up one finger, by which I understood her to be asking whether she was the only one 

saved. I nodded my head to indicate that she was. On this she sprang out of the chair with a cry of great 

joy, and holding the garment which she was mending over her head, and swaying it from side to side 

with the motion of her body, she danced as lightly as a feather all round the room, and then out 

through the open door into the sunshine. As she whirled round she sang in a plaintive shrill voice some 

uncouth barbarous chant, expressive of exultation. I called out to her, "Come in, you young fiend; come 

in and be silent!" but she went on with her dance. Then she suddenly ran towards me, and catching my 

hand before I could pluck it away, she kissed it. While we were at dinner she spied one of my pencils, 

and taking it up she wrote the two words "Sophie Ramusine" upon a piece of paper, and then pointed 

to herself as a sign that that was her name. She handed the pencil to me, evidently expecting that I 
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would be equally communicative, but I put it in my pocket as a sign that I wished to hold no intercourse 

with her. 

Every moment of my life now I regretted the unguarded precipitancy with which I had saved this 

woman. What was it to me whether she had lived or died? I was no young, hot-headed youth to do such 

things. It was bad enough to be compelled to have Madge in the house, but she was old and ugly, and 

could be ignored. This one was young and lively, and so fashioned as to divert attention from graver 

things. Where could I send her, and what could I do with her? If I sent information to Wick it would 

mean that officials and others would come to me, and pry, and peep, and chatter—a hateful thought. It 

was better to endure her presence than that. 

I soon found that there were fresh troubles in store for me. There is no place safe from the swarming, 

restless race of which I am a member. In the evening, when the sun was dipping down behind the hills, 

casting them into dark shadow, but gilding the sands and casting a great glory over the sea, I went, as is 

my custom, for a stroll along the beach. Sometimes on these occasions I took my book with me. I did so 

on this night, and stretching myself upon a sand-dune I composed myself to read. As I lay there I 

suddenly became aware of a shadow which interposed itself between the sun and myself. Looking 

round, I saw, to my great surprise, a very tall, powerful man, who was standing a few yards off, and 

who, instead of looking at me, was ignoring my existence completely, and was gazing over my head with 

a stern set face at the bay and the black line of the Mansie reef. His complexion was dark, with black 

hair, and short curling beard, a hawk-like nose, and golden earrings in his ears—the general effect 

being wild and somewhat noble. He wore a faded velveteen jacket, a red-flannel shirt, and high sea-

boots, coming half-way up his thighs. I recognised him at a glance as being the same man who had been 

left on the wreck the night before. 

"Hullo!" I said, in an aggrieved voice. "You got ashore all right, then?" 

"Yes," he answered, in good English. "It was no doing of mine. The waves threw me up. I wish to God I 

had been allowed to drown!" There was a slight foreign lisp in his accent which was rather pleasing. 

"Two good fishermen, who live round yonder point, pulled me out and cared for me—yet I could not 

honestly thank them for it." 

"Ho! ho!" thought I, "here is a man of my own kidney. Why do you wish to be drowned?" I asked. 

"Because," he cried, throwing out his long arms with a passionate, despairing gesture, "there—there in 

that blue smiling bay lies my soul, my treasure—everything that I loved and lived for." 

"Well, well," I said. "People are ruined every day, but there's no use making a fuss about it. Let me 

inform you that this ground on which you walk is my ground, and that the sooner you take yourself off 

it the better pleased I shall be. One of you is quite trouble enough." 

"One of us?" he gasped. 

"Yes—if you could take her off with you I should be still more grateful." 
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He gazed at me for a moment as if hardly able to realise what I said, and then, with a wild cry, he ran 

away from me with prodigious speed and raced along the sands towards my house. Never before or 

since have I seen a human being run so fast. I followed as rapidly as I could, furious at this threatened 

invasion, but long before I reached the house he had disappeared through the open door. I heard a 

great scream from the inside, and, as I came nearer, the sound of a man's bass voice speaking rapidly 

and loudly. When I looked, in the girl Sophie Ramusine was crouching in a corner, cowering away, 

with fear and loathing expressed on her averted face and in every line of her shrinking form. The other, 

with his dark eyes flashing, and his outstretched hands quivering with emotion, was pouring forth a 

torrent of passionate, pleading words. He made a step forward to her as I entered, but she writhed still 

further away, and uttered a sharp cry like that of a rabbit when the weasel has him by the throat. 

"Here!" I said, pulling him back from her. "This is a pretty to-do! What do you mean? Do you think 

this is a wayside inn or place of public accommodation?" 

"Oh, sir," he said, "excuse me. This woman is my wife, and I feared that she was drowned. You have 

brought me back to life." 

"Who are you?" I asked roughly. 

"I am a man from Archangel," he said simply: "a Russian man." 

"What is your name?" 

"Ourganeff." 

"Ourganeff!—and hers is Sophie Ramusine. She is no wife of yours. She has no ring." 

"We are man and wife in the sight of Heaven," he said solemnly, looking upwards. "We are bound by 

higher laws than those of earth." As he spoke the girl slipped behind me and caught me by the other 

hand, pressing it as though beseeching my protection. "Give me up my wife, sir," he went on. "Let me 

take her away from here." 

"Look here, you—whatever your name is," I said sternly, "I don't want this wench here. I wish I had 

never seen her. If she died it would be no grief to me. But as to handing her over to you, when it is clear 

she fears and hates you, I won't do it. So now just clear your great body out of this, and leave me to my 

books. I hope I may never look upon your face again." 

"You won't give her up to me?" he said hoarsely. 

"I'll see you damned first!" I answered. 

"Suppose I take her," he cried, his dark face growing darker. 
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All my tigerish blood flushed up in a moment. I picked up a billet of wood from beside the fireplace. 

"Go," I said, in a low voice; "go quick, or I may do you an injury." He looked at me irresolutely for a 

moment, and then he left the house. He came back again in a moment, however, and stood in the 

doorway looking in at us. 

"Have a heed what you do," he said. "The woman is mine, and I shall have her. When it comes to 

blows, a Russian is as good a man as a Scotchman." 

"We shall see that," I cried, springing forward, but he was already gone, and I could see his tall form 

moving away through the gathering darkness. 

For a month or more after this things went smoothly with us. I never spoke to the Russian girl, nor did 

she ever address me. Sometimes when I was at work in my laboratory she would slip inside the door 

and sit silently there watching me with her great eyes. At first this intrusion annoyed me, but by 

degrees, finding that she made no attempt to distract my attention, I suffered her to remain. 

Encouraged by this concession, she gradually came to move the stool on which she sat nearer and 

nearer to my table, until, after gaining a little every day during some weeks, she at last worked her way 

right up to me, and used to perch herself beside me whenever I worked. In this position she used, still 

without ever obtruding her presence in any way, to make herself very useful by holding my pens, test-

tubes, bottles, etc., and handing me whatever I wanted, with never-failing sagacity. By ignoring the fact 

of her being a human being, and looking upon her as a useful automatic machine, I accustomed myself 

to her presence so far as to miss her on the few occasions when she was not at her post. I have a habit of 

talking aloud to myself at times when I work, so as to fix my results better in my mind. The girl must 

have had a surprising memory for sounds, for she could always repeat the words which I let fall in this 

way, without, of course, understanding in the least what they meant. I have often been amused at 

hearing her discharge a volley of chemical equations and algebraic symbols at old Madge, and then 

burst into a ringing laugh when the crone would shake her head, under the impression, no doubt, that 

she was being addressed in Russian. 

She never went more than a few yards from the house, and indeed never put her foot over the threshold 

without looking carefully out of each window, in order to be sure that there was nobody about. By this I 

knew that she suspected that her fellow-countryman was still in the neighbourhood, and feared that he 

might attempt to carry her off. She did something else which was significant. I had an old revolver with 

some cartridges, which had been thrown away among the rubbish. She found this one day, and at once 

proceeded to clean it and oil it. She hung it up near the door, with the cartridges in a little bag beside it, 

and whenever I went for a walk, she would take it down and insist upon my carrying it with me. In my 

absence she would always bolt the door. Apart from her apprehensions she seemed fairly happy, 

busying herself in helping Madge when she was not attending upon me. She was wonderfully nimble-

fingered and natty in all domestic duties. 

It was not long before I discovered that her suspicions were well founded, and that this man from 

Archangel was still lurking in the vicinity. Being restless one night I rose and peered out of the window. 

The weather was somewhat cloudy, and I could barely make out the line of the sea and the loom of my 

boat upon the beach. As I gazed, however, and my eyes became accustomed to the obscurity, I became 

aware that there was some other dark blur upon the sands, and that in front of my very door, where 
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certainly there had been nothing of the sort the preceding night. As I stood at my diamond-paned 

lattice still peering and peeping to make out what this might be, a great bank of clouds rolled slowly 

away from the face of the moon, and a flood of cold, clear light was poured down upon the silent bay 

and the long sweep of its desolate shores. Then I saw what this was which haunted my doorstep. It was 

he, the Russian. He squatted there like a gigantic toad, with his legs doubled under him in strange 

Mongolian fashion, and his eyes fixed apparently upon the window of the room in which the young girl 

and the housekeeper slept. The light fell upon his upturned face, and I saw once more the hawk-like 

grace of his countenance, with the single deeply-indented line of care upon his brow, and the 

protruding beard which marks the passionate nature. My first impulse was to shoot him as a 

trespasser, but, as I gazed, my resentment changed into pity and contempt. "Poor fool," I said to 

myself, "is it then possible that you, whom I have seen looking open-eyed at present death, should have 

your whole thoughts and ambition centred upon this wretched slip of a girl—a girl, too, who flies from 

you and hates you! Most women would love you—were it but for that dark face and great handsome 

body of yours—and yet you must needs hanker after the one in a thousand who will have no traffic 

with you." As I returned to my bed I chuckled much to myself over this thought. I knew that my bars 

were strong and my bolts thick. It mattered little to me whether this strange man spent his night at my 

door or a hundred leagues off, so long as he was gone by the morning. As I expected, when I rose and 

went out there was no sign of him, nor had he left any trace of his midnight vigil. 

It was not long, however, before I saw him again. I had been out for a row one morning, for my head 

was aching, partly from prolonged stooping and partly from the effects of a noxious drug which I had 

inhaled the night before. I pulled along the coast some miles, and then, feeling thirsty, I landed at a 

place where I knew that a fresh water stream trickled down into the sea. This rivulet passed through 

my land, but the mouth of it, where I found myself that day, was beyond my boundary line. I felt 

somewhat taken aback when rising from the stream at which I had slaked my thirst, I found myself 

face to face with the Russian. I was as much a trespasser now as he was, and I could see at a glance that 

he knew it. 

"I wish to speak a few words to you," he said gravely. 

"Hurry up, then!" I answered, glancing at my watch. "I have no time to listen to chatter." 

"Chatter!" he repeated angrily. "Ah, but there! You Scotch people are strange men. Your face is hard 

and your words rough, but so are those of the good fishermen with whom I stay, yet I find that beneath 

it all there lie kind, honest natures. No doubt you are kind and good too, in spite of your roughness." 

"In the name of the devil," I said, "say your say, and go your way. I am weary of the sight of you." 

"Can I not soften you in any way?" he cried. " Ah, see—see here"—he produced a small Grecian cross 

from inside his velvet jacket. "Look at this. Our religions may differ in form, but at least we have some 

common thoughts and feelings when we see this emblem." 

"I am not so sure of that," I answered. 
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He looked at me thoughtfully. 

"You are a very strange man," he said at last. "I cannot understand you. You still stand between me 

and Sophie. It is a dangerous position to take, sir. Oh, believe me, before it is too late. If you did but 

know what I have done to gain that woman—how I have risked my body, how I have lost my soul. You 

are a small obstacle to some which I have surmounted—you, whom a rip with a knife, or a blow from a 

stone, would put out of my way for ever. But God preserve me from that," he cried wildly. "I am 

deep—too deep—already. Anything rather than that." 

"You would do better to go back to your country," I said, "than to skulk about these sand-hills and 

disturb my leisure. When I have proof that you have gone away I shall hand this woman over to the 

protection of the Russian Consul at Edinburgh. Until then, I shall guard her myself, and not you, nor 

any Muscovite that ever breathed, shall take her from me." 

"And what is your object in keeping me from Sophie?" he asked. "Do you imagine that I would injure 

her? Why, man, I would give my life freely to save her from the slightest harm. Why do you do this 

thing?" 

"I do it because it is my good pleasure to act so," I answered. "I give no man reasons for my conduct." 

"Look here!" he cried, suddenly blazing into fury, and advancing towards me with his shaggy mane 

bristling and his brown hands clenched. "If I thought you had one dishonest thought towards this 

girl—if for a moment I had reason to believe that you had any base motive for detaining her—as sure 

as there is a God in Heaven I should drag the heart out of your bosom with my hands." The very idea 

seemed to have put the man in a frenzy, for his face was all distorted and his hands opened and shut 

convulsively. I thought that he was about to spring at my throat. 

"Stand off," I said, putting my hand on my pistol. "If you lay a finger on me I shall kill you." 

He put his hand into his pocket, and for a moment I thought he was about to produce a weapon too, but 

instead of that he whipped out a cigarette and lit it, breathing the smoke rapidly into his lungs. No 

doubt he had found by experience that this was the most effectual way of curbing his passions. 

"I told you," he said in a quieter voice, "that my name is Ourganeff—Alexis Ourganeff. I am a Finn by 

birth, but I have spent my life in every part of the world. I was one who could never be still, nor settle 

down to a quiet existence. After I came to own my own ship there is hardly a port from Archangel to 

Australia which I have not entered. I was rough and wild and free, but there was one at home, sir, who 

was prim and white-handed and soft-tongued, skilful in little fancies and conceits which women love. 

This youth by his wiles and tricks stole from me the love of the girl whom I had ever marked as my 

own, and who up to that time had seemed in some sort inclined to return my passion. I had been on a 

voyage to Hammerfest for ivory, and coming back unexpectedly I learned that my pride and treasure 

was to be married to this soft-skinned boy, and that the party had actually gone to the church. In such 

moments, sir, something gives way in my head, and I hardly know what I do. I landed with a boat's 

crew—all men who had sailed with me for years, and who were as true as steel. We went up to the 
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church. They were standing, she and he, before the priest, but the thing had not been done. I dashed 

between them and caught her round the waist. My men beat back the frightened bridegroom and the 

lookers-on. We bore her down to the boat and aboard our vessel, and then getting up anchor we sailed 

away across the White Sea until the spires of Archangel sank down behind the horizon. She had my 

cabin, my room, every comfort. I slept among the men in the forecastle. I hoped that in time her 

aversion to me would wear away, and that she would consent to marry me in England or in France. For 

days and days we sailed. We saw the North Cape die away behind us, and we skirted the grey 

Norwegian coast, but still, in spite of every attention, she would not forgive me for tearing her from that 

pale-faced lover of hers. Then came this cursed storm which shattered both my ship and my hopes, and 

has deprived me even of the sight of the woman for whom I have risked so much. Perhaps she may 

learn to love me yet. You, sir," he said wistfully, "look like one who has seen much of the world. Do you 

not think that she may come to forget this man and to love me?" "I am tired of your story," I said, 

turning away. "For my part, I think you are a great fool. If you imagine that this love of yours will pass 

away you had best amuse yourself as best you can until it does. If, on the other hand, it is a fixed thing, 

you cannot do better than cut your throat, for that is the shortest way out of it. I have no more time to 

waste on the matter." With this I hurried away and walked down to the boat. I never looked round, but 

I heard the dull sound of his feet upon the sands as he followed me. 

"I have told you the beginning of my story," he said, "and you shall know the end some day. You would 

do well to let the girl go." 

I never answered him, but pushed the boat off. When I had rowed some distance out I looked back and 

saw his tall figure upon the yellow sand as he stood gazing thoughtfully after me. When I looked again, 

some minutes later, he had disappeared. 

For a long time after this my life was as regular and as monotonous as it had been before the 

shipwreck. At times I hoped that the man from Archangel had gone away altogether, but certain 

footsteps which I saw upon the sand, and more particularly a little pile of cigarette ash which I found 

one day behind a hillock from which a view of the house might be obtained, warned me that, though 

invisible, he was still in the vicinity. My relations with the Russian girl remained the same as before. 

Old Madge had been somewhat jealous of her presence at first, and seemed to fear that what little 

authority she had would be taken away from her. By degrees, however, as she came to realise my utter 

indifference, she became reconciled to the situation, and, as I have said before, profited by it, as our 

visitor performed much of the domestic work. 

And now I am coming near the end of this narrative of mine, which I have written a great deal more for 

my own amusement than for that of any one else. The termination of the strange episode in which these 

two Russians had played a part was as wild and as sudden as the commencement. The events of one 

single night freed me from all my troubles, and left me once more alone with my books and my studies, 

as I had been before their intrusion. Let me endeavour to describe how this came about. 

I had had a long day of heavy and wearying work, so that in the evening I determined upon taking a 

long walk. When I emerged from the house my attention was attracted by the appearance of the sea. It 

lay like a sheet of glass, so that never a ripple disturbed its surface. Yet the air was filled with that 

indescribable moaning sound which I have alluded to before—a sound as though the spirits of all those 
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who lay beneath those treacherous waters were sending a sad warning of coming troubles to their 

brethren in the flesh. The fishermen's wives along that coast know the eerie sound, and look anxiously 

across the waters for the brown sails making for the land. When I heard it I stepped back into the 

house and looked at the glass. It was down below 29°. Then I knew that a wild night was coming upon 

us. 

Underneath the hills where I walked that evening it was dull and chill, but their summits were rosy-red 

and the sea was brightened by the sinking sun. There were no clouds of importance in the sky, yet the 

dull groaning of the sea grew louder and stronger. I saw, far to the eastward, a brig beating up for 

Wick, with a reef in her topsails. It was evident that her captain had read the signs of nature as I had 

done. Behind her a long, lurid haze lay low upon the water, concealing the horizon. "I had better push 

on," I thought to myself, "or the wind may rise before I can get back." 

I suppose I must have been at least half a mile from the house when I suddenly stopped and listened 

breathlessly. My ears were so accustomed to the noises of nature, the sighing of the breeze and the sob 

of the waves, that any other sound made itself heard at a great distance. I waited, listening with all my 

ears. Yes, there it was again—a long-drawn, shrill cry of despair, ringing over the sands and echoed 

back from the hills behind me—a piteous appeal for aid. It came from the direction of my house. I 

turned and ran back homewards at the top of my speed, ploughing through the sand, racing over the 

shingle. In my mind there was a great dim perception of what had occurred. 

About a quarter of a mile from the house there is a high sandhill, from which the whole country round 

is visible. When I reached the top of this I paused for a moment. There was the old grey building—

there the boat. Everything seemed to be as I had left it. Even as I gazed, however, the shrill scream was 

repeated, louder than before, and the next moment a tall figure emerged from my door—the figure of 

the Russian sailor. Over his shoulder was the white form of the young girl, and even in his haste he 

seemed to bear her tenderly and with gentle reverence. I could hear her wild cries and see her 

desperate struggles to break away from him. Behind the couple came my old housekeeper, staunch and 

true, as the aged dog, who can no longer bite, still snarls with toothless gums at the intruder. She 

staggered feebly along at the heels of the ravisher, waving her long, thin arms, and hurling, no doubt, 

volleys of Scotch curses and imprecations at his head. I saw at a glance that he was making for the boat. 

A sudden hope sprang up in my soul that I might be in time to intercept him. I ran for the beach at the 

top of my speed. As I ran I slipped a cartridge into my revolver. This I determined should be the last of 

these invasions. 

I was too late. By the time I reached the water's edge he was a hundred yards away, making the boat 

spring with every stroke of his powerful arms. I uttered a wild cry of impotent anger, and stamped up 

and down the sands like a maniac. He turned and saw me. Rising from his seat he made me a graceful 

bow, and waved his hand to me. It was not a triumphant or a derisive gesture. Even my furious and 

distempered mind recognised it as being a solemn and courteous leave-taking. Then he settled down to 

his oars once more, and the little skiff shot away out over the bay. The sun had gone down now, leaving 

a single dull, red streak upon the water, which stretched away until it blended with the purple haze on 

the horizon. Gradually the skiff grew smaller and smaller as it sped across this lurid band, until the 

shades of night gathered round it and it became a mere blur upon the lonely sea. Then this vague loom 

died away also, and darkness settled over it — a darkness which should never more be raised. 
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And why did I pace the solitary shore, hot and wrathful as a wolf whose whelp has been torn from it? 

Was it that I loved this Muscovite girl? No — a thousand times no. I am not one who, for the sake of a 

white skin or a blue eye, would belie my own life, and change the whole tenor of my thoughts and 

existence. My heart was untouched. But my pride — ah, there I had been cruelly wounded. To think 

that I had been unable to afford protection to the helpless one who craved it of me, and who relied on 

me! It was that which made my heart sick and sent the blood buzzing through my ears. 

That night a great wind rose up from the sea, and the wild waves shrieked upon the shore as though 

they would tear it back with them into the ocean. The turmoil and the uproar were congenial to my 

vexed spirit. All night I wandered up and down, wet with spray and rain, watching the gleam of the 

white breakers and listening to the outcry of the storm. My heart was bitter against the Russian. I 

joined my feeble pipe to the screaming of the gale. "If he would but come back again!" I cried, with 

clenched hands; "if he would but come back!" 

He came back. When the grey light of morning spread over the eastern sky and lit up the great waste of 

yellow, tossing waters, with the brown clouds drifting swiftly over them, then I saw him once again. A 

few hundred yards off along the sand there lay a long dark object, cast up by the fury of the waves. It 

was my boat, much shattered and splintered. A little further on, a vague, shapeless something was 

washing to and fro in the shallow water, all mixed with shingle and with seaweed. I saw at a glance that 

it was the Russian, face downwards and dead. I rushed into the water and dragged him up on to the 

beach. It was only when I turned him over that I discovered that she was beneath him, his dead arms 

encircling her, his mangled body still intervening between her and the fury of the storm. It seemed that 

the fierce German Sea might beat the life from him, but with all its strength it was unable to tear this 

one-idea'd man from the woman whom he loved. There were signs which led me to believe that during 

that awful night the woman's fickle mind had come at last to learn the worth of the true heart and 

strong arm which struggled for her and guarded her so tenderly. Why else should her little head be 

nestling so lovingly on his broad breast, while her yellow hair entwined itself with his flowing beard? 

Why, too, should there be that bright smile of ineffable happiness and triumph, which death itself had 

not had power to banish from his dusky face? I fancy that death had been brighter to him than life had 

ever been. 

Madge and I buried them there on the shores of the desolate northern sea. They lie in one grave deep 

down beneath the yellow sand. Strange things may happen in the world around them. Empires may rise 

and may fall, dynasties may perish, great wars may come and go, but, heedless of it all, those two shall 

embrace each other for ever and aye in their lonely shrine by the side of the sounding ocean. I 

sometimes have thought that their spirits flit like shadowy sea-mews over the wild waters of the bay. No 

cross or symbol marks their resting-place, but old Madge puts wild flowers upon it at times; and when 

I pass on my daily walk and see the fresh blossoms scattered over the sand, I think of the strange couple 

who came from afar and broke for a little space the dull tenor of my sombre life. 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-man-from-archangel     

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-man-from-archangel
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Of Angel and PuppetKlee, Rilke, and the Test of Innocence 

By Kenneth Gross 

Built for his son from the scraps of daily life — matchboxes, beef bones, nutshells, and plaster — Paul Klee’s 

hand puppets harbour ghosts of human feelings, fragile communications from a world most adults have left 

behind. Kenneth Gross compares these enchanted objects to angelic figures, in Klee’s artworks and the poetry 

of Rainer Maria Rilke, helping us dance as well as wrestle with their visions of innocence. 

 

Paul Klee, In Angel’s Care, 1931 — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#kenneth-gross
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:GUGG_In_Angel%27s_Care.jpg
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What is our innocence, 

what is our guilt? All are 

naked, none is safe. 

Marianne Moore 

Puppet theater draws us closely to something like innocence. This theater feeds on intensities of imaginative 

love that are native to children at play, so ready to transform ordinary objects into something else, to give 

these objects a surprising life, to allow them to crystallize thoughts otherwise invisible. It taps archaic 

appetites, refusing the control of narrow social rules and established forms of politeness. The puppet’s speech 

is often close to the unformed babble of infants, the naked gestures of small children. There are hauntings and 

enchantments possible in this theater that belong to worlds most adults have left behind. The American puppet 

artist Janie Geiser — whose shows often dwell on questions of vulnerable innocence and its powers of 

resistance — said to me that, for her, “the puppet is without history, existing in the moment”, so that “there is 

a kind of existential innocence in puppet theater. Its simplicity makes any falseness immediately apparent.” 

And then, also, “no one blames the puppet for its violence, and no one quite blames the puppeteer. You can’t 

blame a piece of wood.” As these words may suggest, such innocence is itself not necessarily comforting. The 

innocence of Carlo Collodi’s hungry Pinocchio, that of the happily murderous Mister Punch, or the innocence 

of Don Quixote destroying the puppet show — these have a kind of menace as well as wonder, something not 

so easy to banish. 

Innocent puppets have a kind of knowledge as well. Being innocent, harmless (innocens in Latin), may mean 

exposure to danger, a lack of defenses that can yet become a weapon. (Geiser’s own puppets keep an eerie, 

graffiti-like strength, for all their fragility.) The innocence of the puppet keeps the imagination open to the 

power of unknown things, even death; it also allows for a terrible fearlessness in the face of death. One knows 

that innocence, including the innocence of children, is no simple thing. Innocence is an idea or wish that can 

freeze into a dead statue of itself, becoming deceptive and coercive; the same can happen to our ideas about 

the loss of innocence, how it is taken away. Children are often asked to be content with puppets that are 

merely soft and yielding, content with wheedling cuteness and moralism, rather than being given a wildness 

they might crave or a danger that might spark bravery and love. Such a contrived innocence can be itself more 

creepy than even the most violent and grotesque of puppet shows. It comes more to reflect the fears of adults 

than the wishes of children. It distrusts children’s ability both to commit their belief to fantastic worlds and to 

face the real one. As William Blake knew, the category of innocence is itself a thing always in need of repair 

and of testing. It is something that needs continually to be reimagined. 
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Puppets by Paul Klee named the Ghost of a Scarecrow, Electrical Spook, and Mr Death — Source: Zentrum 

Paul Klee, Bern (CC BY-SA 4.0). 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Puppets_by_Paul_Klee
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Puppets by Paul Klee named the Old Man, the Devil with Ringed Glove, and the Monk — Source: Zentrum 

Paul Klee, Bern (CC BY-SA 4.0). 

One of the puppets on display has a body made of black calico with rows of tiny pink and gray flowers, and 

there is a white cross stitched crudely along the front. It has a narrow, beaky head atop a long neck, round 

black eyes that are in fact tiny spectacles, and a triangular, tooth-filled mouth. It is called the Ghost of a 

Scarecrow — so, the specter of a puppet made to scare away scavenging birds. Its hands are raised, whether 

to frighten or greet or just show pleasure is hard to say. There is another whose face is a network of metal tabs 

and curls of wire clustered inside a battered, round ceramic socket, named Electrical Spook. The eyeholes of 

Mr. Death make you feel the force of thumbs pushed deeply into the small plaster lump, the two depressions 

— which take up the whole width of the face — filled with black paint, and below them a crudely drawn row 

of teeth pressed on the surface of the white plaster. Its body is white cotton, a ghost’s body or a shroud. Other 

puppets cluster around them, the White-Haired Eskimo, the Clever Peasant, the Sultan, the Big-Eared Clown, 

the Barber of Baghdad, the Devil with Ringed Glove, the Old Maid, each evoking a possible fable to play a 

part in. 

I am at the Zentrum Paul Klee in Bern, Switzerland, looking at an array of small transparent boxes that 

contain the whole of a group of thirty hand puppets which survive from among roughly fifty such figures that 

Paul Klee made for his son, Felix, between 1916 and 1925. These figures are part of a show mounted in 2007, 

“Paul Klee: Überall Theater” (Theater Everywhere), which explores the range of Klee’s work relating to the 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Puppets_by_Paul_Klee
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world of theater, dance, and circus, including the theatrical mode of being in ordinary humans and even 

animals. There are paintings of seductive and horrific masks, figures of dancers, mimes, fragile clowns, and 

thinly drawn wire-walkers, images of “the brutal Pierrot”, of “animals playing comedy”, and “children 

playing tragedy”, drawings of the “cat as bull” and “mongrel as lion”, or the strutting form of the “proud 

bird”. All convey Klee’s sense of theater as a metaphysical thing, a place where hidden gestures of mind, will, 

or spirit are made visible. They convey also the artist’s feeling for theater as a link back to the world of 

childhood play, volatile, metamorphic, dangerous, and often likely to survive into adulthood. 

 

Paul Klee, Botanical Theater, 1934 — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Klee_Botanisches_Theater_1290079.jpg


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 604  august  2022 

 

37 

 

Paul Klee, Puppet Theater, 1923, and Tightrope Walker, 1923 — Sources: left, right. 

The exhibition of all of Klee’s puppets is a rare event, for ordinarily only a few are on display at a given 

moment. The majority of them are kept in storage, carefully wrapped, for they are fragile things, a curator’s 

nightmare, made quickly to entertain a child (or the artist himself), with heads of plaster, mostly, or glued bits 

of wood, scraps of old clothing, leather, and fur, matchboxes, even electrical sockets, and then further painted 

or drawn on to form a feature or an expression. Unlike the elaborately stylized, machine- or manikin-like 

costumes which Klee’s Bauhaus colleague Oskar Schlemmer created for his Triadic Ballet — clown-like in 

ways, but unnervingly impersonal, even armor-like — these puppets are intimate, homemade. None of these 

figures was ever part of the careful catalog of works that Klee kept from his earliest years as a working artist, 

and so the puppets form a curious, private space within his oeuvre. The figure of Mr. Death is among the 

earliest, surviving from the cast of a traditional show of Kasperle (the German Punch), which we know Felix 

performed. Otherwise we get an array of more idiosyncratic character types, curious exercises in fantasy and 

satire, only tenuously traceable to specific shows, but forming a strange community.1 

https://www.wikiart.org/en/paul-klee/puppet-theater-1923
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Paul_Klee_Seilt%C3%A4nzer_1923.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn1
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I cannot take my eyes off these things. I look at their faces and make faces back at them. There is an eerie 

charm in these small, idiosyncratic, assembled objects. They are ugly things, yet happy in their ugliness. 

However bizarre their being or personality, however grotesque or obscene their forms, they keep about them a 

sense of something childlike, things made for children, and themselves resembling children. That 

childlikeness expands into a domain of life that belongs to the adult world, they are broken machines, relics of 

ancient ceremonies, satiric visions of fixed social or political identities, such as the Monk, the Crowned Poet, 

or the German Nationalist. Their force lies partly in the play of human and inhuman shapes, subtle and 

shocking plays of color, elements of abstraction at once analytic and arbitrary. One knows such a spirit from 

Klee’s drawings and paintings, works so often haunted by a volatile dream of innocence, an innocence that is 

open to a sense of loss, fear, invasion, and exile. You feel in such works so many metaphysical gestures of 

line — moving, active, and balancing lines such as Klee described in his Pedagogical Sketchbook, but also 

lines that digest and shatter the forms they define and sustain. In another part of the gallery, I look for a long 

time at the painting entitled Destroyed Labyrinth, which yet creates a new order of labyrinth out of a 

gathering of broken, curling, and cipher-like strokes of color, pieces of an unknown alphabet. 

 

Paul Klee, Destroyed Labyrinth, 1939 — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Paul_Klee,_Destroyed_Labyrinth,_1939.jpg
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Klee has formed the simple bodies of these puppets — handless shapes, mostly sewn of old cloth remnants, 

sometimes painted — so that almost all of them have their arms thrown out and up in what looks like an 

ecstatic sign of greeting. Mr. Death ecstatic. The Frenchman with his paint- or blood-stained smock ecstatic. 

The Shrewd Peasant Woman ecstatic. The White-Haired Eskimo and Big-Eared Clown ecstatic. Ecstatic the 

proud, solemn Poet with his spiky, crumbling laurels, and the Buddhist Monk with his frightening orange eyes 

peeking out of a pink, ruined head. Ecstatic the Absolute Fool, oddly feral with his flat face, his rosy 

eyebrows and black, teardrop eyes, ecstatic the Devil with Ringed Gloves, whose horned head looks more like 

a fool’s cockscomb. The Philistine with his pear-shaped, plaster face and owlish green stare is ecstatic. (Only 

the puppet self-portrait of Klee himself, in cloak of gray wool and an Astrakhan hat, has no arms at all to raise 

up, though it carries particularly large painted eyes, almond shaped, in the midst of which float the amber 

irises and black pupils.) The puppets in their ecstasy seem to invite the viewer to join in a dance, to take them 

into a play. They are astonished to find themselves as puppets, and throw up their handless hands to catch our 

attention, holding nothing. 

These puppets recognize the power of what is fragile rather than what is strong. That is part of the strength of 

their peculiar innocence. They are not like broken statues. These things always knew they could not survive, 

so their survival is a mystery, they speak for something that slips beyond the notice of great powers, that is 

hidden in plain sight, not asking for protection, not boasting of its innocence. It is a version of something I 

sense often in the old puppets I see in museums, though Klee’s figures are themselves parts of a larger realm; 

the touch of their making makes them connected to something else. For all their concreteness, they are like 

visitants from another world. One way of placing the effect is to say that these puppets are themselves a little 

like ghosts of other puppets, and also seeds of puppets, things with other sorts of gesture and life held within 

them. They are meditations on the spirit of the puppet. That these are hand puppets seems important. They 

belong to the simplest order of puppets, ones that children can readily take up, capable also of the fiercest, 

most immediate gestures. 
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Puppets by Paul Klee named the Big-Eared Clown, Self-Portrait (of Klee), and the White-Haired Eskimo 

— Source: Zentrum Paul Klee, Bern (CC BY-SA 4.0). 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Puppets_by_Paul_Klee
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Puppets by Paul Klee named the Philistine, Matchbox Spirit, and the Crowned Poet — Source: Zentrum Paul 

Klee, Bern (CC BY-SA 4.0). 

In their substance, frail and ruined and partial as it is, these are creatures that are clearly part of time, wounded 

by time. They are ghosts of human feelings, fixed forms of peculiar emotion. And they call up aberrations of 

history, satiric clichés or icons of human pretension — regressions of adulthood to something narrow, fixated, 

and unreflective; they remind us of adults whose supposedly rational ideas are driven by primitive, perhaps 

invisible passions. (It’s no surprise that Felix used them to act out satirical plays about his father’s Bauhaus 

colleagues.) And yet for all their fixedness, the figures’ power lies in their yet being infinitely accessible, 

innocent, and welcoming things; they are children who have survived their childhood, grown old, but retained 

something of that early state. They are representatives of some world that belongs at once to children and 

adults, and to some more mysterious world they share within creation. Klee wrote in his diary of 1901: “The 

future slumbers in human beings and needs only to be awakened. It cannot be created. That is why even a 

child knows about the erotic.”2 On his epitaph he wanted the words “I live just as well with the dead as with 

the unborn.”3 The artist invented a word, Schwerleicht, “heavylight”, to describe what he often tried to evoke 

in his paintings, and this is there in the puppets.4 

At this exhibition I watched a brief video that shows the aging Felix — who became an opera director — 

happily enacting scenes with these puppets, made for him by his father half a century earlier. The figures turn 

out to be very expressive in their movements, charged and charming things. In one brief skit, Mr. Death 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Puppets_by_Paul_Klee
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn3
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn4
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creeps up slyly on the impassive puppet of Paul Klee, and whispers into his ear, in an insinuating, cackling, 

high-pitched, childlike, and self-amused voice, “Tod ist Leben, und Leben ist Tod” (Death is life and life is 

death). 

 

 

 

Paul Klee, Angelus Novus, 1920, and Unfinished Angel, 1939 — Sources: left, right. 

 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Klee,_paul,_angelus_novus,_1920.jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Paul_Klee_~_unfertiger_Engel_~_1939.jpg
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Paul Klee, Death and Fire, 1940 — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Death_and_Fire.JPG
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With their arms lifted up like wings, their astonished, open eyes, their gaiety and childlike mien, even their 

very ugliness, Klee’s hand puppets mirror the pictures of angels he made throughout his career. I think of the 

well-known watercolor of 1920, Angelus Novus, owned by Walter Benjamin. Here the artist’s urgent, scratchy 

lines evoke a creature suspended in space, caught out in a moment of fear or wonder, ready to take flight. You 

see its winglike arms or armlike wings raised up, its small, clawlike feet, its huge head and agitated scrolls of 

hair, the eyes wide open yet shifted to the side, staring at something we cannot quite see. There is something 

clownish as well as menacing in this angel. I think also of Klee’s Unfinished Angel (Unfertiger Engel), one of 

a considerable number of drawings of angels he made at the end of his life, in 1938 and 1939, executed with a 

few determined pencil lines that claim the whole space of the paper on which they’re drawn. Unfinished 

Angel shows us a compact creature, its wings folded yet pointing upward, a figure that seems to wrestle with 

itself, broken and angular, incomplete, yet strangely smiling, half asleep. Klee’s angels, for all their childlike 

immediacy, are creatures caught in time, witnessing time and its stresses, by turns anxious and self-absorbed 

— other drawings are titled Forgetful Angel, More Bird Than Angel, Angel Still Ugly, and Angel as Yet 

Untrained in Walking. 

This connection of Klee’s puppets and his angels is a link, further, to a crucial moment in the fourth of 

the Duino Elegies by Rainer Maria Rilke, a poem that likewise probes the matter of innocence. The poem 

begins with Rilke lamenting the half-filled masks of humans in the world, our self-conscious and self-

doubting gestures and thinned-out, coldly felt words, the laborious costumes that we assume before others and 

before ourselves. We never know, he complains, “the actual, vital contour of our own / emotions”, only those 

boundaries that form them from the outside. Echoing Heinrich von Kleist’s 1810 essay “On the Marionette 

Theater”, with its description of the puppet’s unfallen force, its lack of murderous self-consciousness, Rilke 

evokes the puppet as the witness of a mode of being at odds with such disguise. The puppet is a thing that is 

always itself, a pure surface, “the face / that is nothing but appearance. . . . It at least is full”, and in that 

honest. It displays a form of wholeness just in its being so bluntly a small piece of the world. The tiny, 

abandoned stage of the puppet theater indeed draws the poet with the promise of something different, 

something later as well as earlier than the domain of life we inherit with adulthood. The poet imagines that he 

must wait patiently, 

wait before the puppet stage, or, rather, 

gaze at it so intensely that at last, 

to balance my gaze, an angel has to come and 

make the stuffed skins startle into life. 

Angel and puppet: a real play, finally. 

Then what we separate by our very presence 

can come together.5 

“Engel und Puppe: dann ist endlich Schauspiel.” With sufficient love and concentration, a real play happens, a 

version of generative wholeness. Here the angel comes as an answer to the gazer’s almost desperate gamble 

of patience, acting as a manipulator, surprising the puppets themselves into life. Rilke does not tell us what 

the play is, or what the puppets look like. These things are left for us to imagine. What he does suggest is that 

the angel not only moves the puppets but shares the performance space with them. The angel walks the stage 

as an actor in whatever play, whatever form of spiel or spell, unfolds there. At the same moment that angel-

actor or its double is somewhere else, in another dimension: “Above, beyond us, / the angel plays.” 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn5
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Mounted puppet images by Erna Pinner from Das Puppenbuch (1921), which also features contributions by 

Lotte Pritzel, whose dolls prompted Rainer Maria Rilke to write his 1914 essay on dolls after viewing them 

the previous year — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.php?search=%5B%5BFile%3AMounted+puppet+image+by+Erna+Pinner+from+Das+Puppenbuch&title=Special:MediaSearch&fulltext=Search&type=image
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Hand-coloured illustration by Lotte Pritzel for Rainer Maria Rilke’s Puppen (1921) — Source. 

For all of its purity, its fitness to the domain of childhood, its independence of will, such a puppet does not 

evade the consequences of existing in a fallen world. Rilke here revises Kleist’s vision of the puppet from his 

essay, where it is so impersonal, so free of self-consciousness and memory. In its place the poet imagines a 

puppet that might conjure or hold within it a more intense consciousness of loss, a consciousness of 

abandoned or thwarted love. This puppet raises the “heart’s curtain” on a “scenery of farewell”. The puppet 

marks the memory of the pained, baffled love of Rilke’s parents for their growing child, a child whose desire, 

whose future, is so strange to them. It also marks the child’s own consciousness of objects of desire that are 

likely to turn away from us, things that put themselves beyond our reach. The puppet is the cousin of the toy 

that grows beyond the child’s mastery, giving itself over to an inhuman life, the life of matter, the life of what 

Rilke, in his essay on dolls, calls the “thing-soul”.6 Like many such objects in Rilke, it possesses a vitality that 

leaves us uncertain of the difference between living things and objects of art.7 The innocence of the puppet in 

this mirrors the innocence of that Rilkean child within whom ripens a knowledge of his own death, a child 

“who makes his death / out of gray bread, which hardens—or leaves it there / inside his round mouth, jagged 

as the core / of a sweet apple.” However alien, that hardened, jagged knowledge is held gently there, without 

terror and without false certainty; the child keeps it company even. This puppet might take as its companion 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Illustration_by_Lotte_Pritzel_for_Rainer_Maria_Rilke%E2%80%99s_Puppen_1921.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn7
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that mysterious figure, “a girl, almost ...” evoked in the second of The Sonnets to Orpheus, who wakes into 

her own sleep, who sleeps the world, sleeps in the thought of her own death (a version of the lost 

Eurydice).8 Or it might keep company with one of those sculptures by Rodin that Rilke describes as awaking 

within themselves an unknown, unrecognized, often suffering life, a life that at once flowers forth in a gesture 

and is complete within itself.9 

The puppet that calls up the angel — the image evokes the possibility of an innocence at once original and 

somehow, with patience, restored. It is an innocence lent or given in the moment, fragile, speculative, but 

capable of challenging narrower, more idealized, defensive, or nostalgic versions of innocence. It is an 

innocence that includes knowledge of loss. The puppet and the angel seem to hover over the child who stands 

“in the infinite, blissful space between world and toy, / at a point which, from the earliest beginning, / had 

been established for a pure event.” And yet the angel is itself no pure being, no purely redemptive or wholly 

comforting thing. The poet knows that such an angel might be half a demon, a thing bound to time, an angel 

of the earth, something fallen into time, past and future, rather than redeeming puppets from time. It brings 

fear as well as love. This creature would be hard to know, a little unpredictable, clumsy, even dangerous, 

ready to wound. Like that creature which visits Jacob in his sleep, this angel among the puppets bears a 

difficult blessing, a blessing along with a wound. But it is a creature with whom we might learn to dance as 

well as wrestle. 

Reprinted with permission from Puppet: An Essay on Uncanny by Kenneth Gross. Published by the 

University of Chicago Press. © 2011 by Kenneth Gross. All rights reserved. 

Public Domain Works 

• Puppets 

Paul Klee1916-1925 

o Wikimedia Commons 

IMAGES 

• Puppen 

Rainer Maria Rilke and Lotte Pritzel1921 

o Wikimedia Commons 

TEXTS 

• Elegies from the Castle of Duino 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn8
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet#fn9
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:Puppets_by_Paul_Klee
https://archive.org/details/bub_gb_RJnPAAAAMAAJ/page/n5/mode/1up
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Rainer Maria Rilke1931 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

• Puppet: An Essay on Uncanny Life 

By Kenneth Gross 

The puppet creates delight and fear. It may evoke the innocent play of childhood, or become a tool of ritual 

magic, able to negotiate with ghosts and gods. Puppets can be creepy things, secretive, inanimate while also 

full of spirit, alive with gesture and voice. In this eloquent book, Kenneth Gross contemplates the fascination 

of these unsettling objects — objects that are also actors and images of life. 

Publisher’s Website 

More Info and Buy 

https://archive.org/details/duineserelegiene00rilk/page/n9/mode/2up
https://www.amazon.com/dp/022600550X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://press.uchicago.edu/ucp/books/book/chicago/P/bo11674038.html
https://www.amazon.com/dp/022600550X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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• The Secret Life of Puppets 

By Victoria Nelson 

In a backward look at an era now drawing to a close, The Secret Life of Puppets describes a curious reversal 

in the roles of art and religion: where art and literature once took their content from religion, we came 

increasingly to seek religion, covertly, through art and entertainment. In a tour of Western culture that is at 

once exhilarating and alarming, Nelson shows us the distorted forms in which the spiritual resurfaced in high 

art but also, strikingly, in the mass culture of puppets. 

Publisher’s Website 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674012445/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.hup.harvard.edu/catalog.php?isbn=9780674012448
https://www.amazon.com/dp/022600550X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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More Info and Buy 

 

• Paul Klee: Hand Puppets 

Edited by Zentrum Paul Klee 

This volume presents Paul Klee’s superbly imaginative hand puppets and describes each figure in detail. An 

introductory essay is dedicated to Klee’s connection to the theater, his relationship to the puppets made by 

other avant-garde artists, and his sculptural works. Klee’s son, Felix, and his grandson, Alexander, relate how 

the figures were created. 

Publisher’s Website 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674012445/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674012445/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674012445/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674012445/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/3775717404/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.hatjecantz.de/paul-klee-1688-1.html
https://www.amazon.com/dp/3775717404/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674012445/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0674012445/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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Books link through to Amazon who will give us a small percentage of sale price (ca. 4.5%). Discover more 

recommended books in our dedicated PDR Recommends section of the site. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet 

  

https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/of-angel-and-puppet
https://www.amazon.com/dp/3775717404/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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How to Live with Fear and What It Means to Love: A Tender Meditation in Ink, Watercolor, and 

Wonder 

“Nothing beats kindness… It sits quietly beyond all things.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“What do you regard as the lowest depth of misery?” the Proust Questionnaire asked David Bowie. 

“Living in fear.” Partway in time between Proust and Bowie, the young Hannah Arendt examined the 

eternal paradox of how to love and live with fear in her earliest published work, observing: 

“Fearlessness is what love seeks. Such fearlessness exists only in the complete calm that can no longer 

be shaken by events expected of the future… Hence the only valid tense is the present, the Now.” 

And yet a hallmark of our complex animal consciousness is our prospective imagination — the ability 

to tense into the future and everything that could possibly go wrong in it, aware that at any given 

moment we could be making the wrong choice, aware that even if there were a right one, and even if we 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/07/10/david-bowie-proust-questionnaire-vanity-fair/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/25/love-and-saint-augustine-hannah-arendt/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
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had the wisdom to discern it and the will to make it, chance will always play a greater role than choice. 

This is the price we pay for the chance-miracle of being alive at all, each of us the improbable 

product of chance events that long prefigure our consciousness and its capacity for choice. (Just ask 

James Baldwin.) So we find ourselves here, cosmic castaways living with the perennial burden 

of figuring forward in an uncertain universe, discovering again and again in this burden the greatest 

blessings of beauty and meaning — the object of every theorem and the subject of every work of art, 

followed to its deepest source. 

How to live not without fear but with it, how to let it be the foothold to our capacity for kindness and 

beauty, is what artist Charlie Mackesy explores in The Boy, the Mole, the Fox and the Horse (public 

library) — a serenade to life, in all its terrifying and transcendent uncertainty, sung in ink, watercolor, 

and wonder. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/07/25/richard-dawkins-death/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/07/25/richard-dawkins-death/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/06/james-baldwin-giovannis-room-love-choice/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/06/james-baldwin-giovannis-room-love-choice/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/03/18/figuring-shoreless-seeds-and-stardust/
https://www.charliemackesy.com/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/boy-the-mole-the-fox-and-the-horse/oclc/1236192555&referer=brief_results
https://www.worldcat.org/title/boy-the-mole-the-fox-and-the-horse/oclc/1236192555&referer=brief_results
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
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The book is less a story than a sensorium for meaning, rendered in spare words and soulful pictures. In 

a series of encounters and conversations with three other animals, each the keeper of a different kind of 

wisdom, a small boy confronts life’s big questions: how to live with fear, what it means to love and be 

loved, where to find the deepest and purest wellspring of fulfillment. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
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There is an Odyssean quality to the path they travel together, but it is not that of the archetypal hero’s 

journey. At its heart is a celebration of friendship as life’s supreme collaborative heroism, which saves 

us from ourselves (the way anything that unselves us saves us). 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/21/iris-murdoch-unselfing/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 604  august  2022 

 

64 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 604  august  2022 

 

65 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 604  august  2022 

 

66 

To a jaded grownup eye, this painted meditation might at times appear as the moral of a Zen parable 

or an Aesop fable, delivered without the storytelling and poetic rewards of the parable or fable — a 

little too obvious, a little too simplistic, a little too fortune cookie. But wherever it risks being trite, the 

story is saved by tenderness. 

 

It helps, too, to remember to take Mackesy’s hand and step into the perspective from which the story 

unfolds — that of a child wide-eyed with wonder, asking the simplest questions, which are also the 

deepest questions, with unselfconscious sincerity; it helps to remember Aldous Huxley’s admonition 

against our fear of sincerity as he contemplated the two types of truth all artists must reconcile, 

reminding us that while “not all obvious truths are great truths,” “all great truths are obvious truths.” 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/03/28/aldous-huxley-art-artists-sincerity-obvious/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/03/28/aldous-huxley-art-artists-sincerity-obvious/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
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In this regard, the book feels like a spiritual heir of Winnie the Pooh. And who, this side of 1943, can 

encounter a fox in a picture-book without thinking of The Little Prince? 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
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Leafing through it, I find myself thinking of the Stoic strategy for overcoming fear: “If you would not 

have a man flinch when the crisis comes,” Seneca wrote two millennia ago, “train him before it comes.” 

Better yet, this uncommon book intimates, train him before he becomes a man — train the child that 

becomes the man, the child that goes on living inside him, the eternal inner child for whom Maurice 

Sendak made all of his books, knowing that the highest achievement of adulthood is “having your child 

self intact and alive and something to be proud of.” 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/02/15/seneca-letter-18/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/01/21/maurice-sendak-studs-terkel/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/01/21/maurice-sendak-studs-terkel/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
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Complement The Boy, the Mole, the Fox and the Horse — many fragments of which Mackesy has made 

available as cards and prints — with poet Joseph Pintauro’s wondrous vintage picture-books for 

adults about life, love, mortality, and the wonder of uncertainty, then revisit the Nobel-winning Polish 

poet Wisława Szymborska on fairy tales and the importance of fear and beloved Zen teacher Thich 

Nhat Hanh on the four Buddhist mantras for turning fear into love. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/27/the-boy-the-mole-the-fox-and-the-

horse/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
https://shop.charliemackesy.com/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/joseph-pintauro/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/joseph-pintauro/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/04/22/wislawa-szymborska-fairy-tales-fear/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/12/01/thich-nhat-hanh-fear-love/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/27/the-boy-the-mole-the-fox-and-the-horse/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/27/the-boy-the-mole-the-fox-and-the-horse/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062976583/braipick-20
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Epstein-Barr virus linked to multiple sclerosis 

BIOMEDICINE • MEDICINE 

ByRosa García-Verdugo May 18, 2022 0 comments Print 

Image: BruceBlaus / Wikimedia Commons 

Multiple sclerosis (MS) is a debilitating autoimmune condition whereby neurons lose their myelin 

sheath leading to impaired neural transmission, neural degeneration and motor symptoms. Multiple 

factors have been considered to influence its development, like vitamin D, but now, a couple of studies 

have shown that the Epstein-Barr virus (EBV) is linked to multiple sclerosis. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/biomedicine/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/technology/medicine/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/18/epstein-barr-virus-linked-to-multiple-sclerosis/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/18/epstein-barr-virus-linked-to-multiple-sclerosis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
javascript:window.print()
https://www.mayoclinic.org/diseases-conditions/multiple-sclerosis/symptoms-causes/syc-20350269
https://starvingneuron.com/en/neurociencias/astroglia-key-player-neurodegeneration/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Epstein%E2%80%93Barr_virus
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You may have heard of this virus in relation to mononucleosis (aka “mono”), but it has also been 

related to a number of autoimmune diseases. Now, thanks to recently published research, we know that 

it is behind MS as well. 

The first study 1 identified the link between EBV and MS in a huge sample of US military veterans, 10 

million people, where they found that practically none of them developed MS without being infected by 

EBV first. 

The second study 2 looked at the mechanism by which EBV leads to MS. To that end, they analysed the 

antibodies present in the blood and spinal fluid of nine MS patients and found that some antibodies in 

the spinal fluid reacted against EBV. Particularly, they found a high affinity for a viral protein called 

EBNA1 in 8 out of the 9 MS patients investigated. 

After running some other tests, they found that those antibodies also targeted a glial protein, 

GlialCAM, which is located in the myelin sheaths that surround neuronal axons and allow for optimal 

nerve impulse transmission. This is the link between Epstein-Barr and multiple sclerosis. 

To confirm this point, model mice for MS received an injection of EBNA1 proteins, after which they 

showed a strong immune reaction in their central nervous system, together with demyelination and 

accompanied by worsened physical symptoms like paralysis. 

In conclusion, it appears that a previous infection with EBV would activate the host’s immune system 

to recognise EBNA1, and given the similarity between this antigen and GlialCAM, the antibodies 

created to fight against the EBV would instead target myelin leading to MS’ typical symptoms like 

muscle weakness, numbness, and fatigue. 

Despite this link, it is still unclear why of all people infected with EBV –which are most people– only a 

few develop MS, but this discovery might help designing new treatments for MS or discover people at 

increased risk by testing for the presence of those autoantibodies. 

References 

1. Kjetil Bjornevik et al (2022) Longitudinal analysis reveals high prevalence of Epstein-Barr 

virus associated with multiple sclerosis Science doi: 10.1126/science.abj8222 ↩ 

2. Tobias Lanz et al (2022) Clonally expanded B cells in multiple sclerosis bind EBV EBNA1 and 

GlialCAM Nature doi: 10.1038/s41586-022-04432-7 ↩ 

written by 

Rosa García-Verdugo 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/18/epstein-barr-virus-linked-to-multiple-sclerosis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9565-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/18/epstein-barr-virus-linked-to-multiple-sclerosis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9565-2
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.abj8222
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/18/epstein-barr-virus-linked-to-multiple-sclerosis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#reference-9565-1
https://doi.org/10.1038/s41586-022-04432-7
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/18/epstein-barr-virus-linked-to-multiple-sclerosis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#reference-9565-2
https://mappingignorance.org/author/rosa-garcia-verdugo/
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Rosa studied Biochemistry at University of Oviedo and, after working for a while in immunology at the 

Center for Biological Research (CIB) and another brief period of systems biology at the Center for 

Genomic Regulation (CRG), she eventually got her PhD in systems neurobiology at the Max-Planck-

Institute of Neurobiology in Munich. Her research deals with neuronal plasticity in mouse visual cortex 

and big 2-photon microscopes. 

• Website 

• @starvingneuron 

  

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/18/epstein-barr-virus-linked-to-multiple-

sclerosis/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email   

  

http://starvingneuron.com/
https://twitter.com/starvingneuron
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As telework continues for many U.S. workers, no sign of widespread ‘Zoom fatigue’ 

BY RUTH IGIELNIK 

A substitute teacher works from her home in April 2020 during the COVID-19 pandemic. (Olivier 

Douliery/AFP/Getty Images) 

As remote work continues for many Americans, more than half of workers who say their jobs can 

mainly be done from home say they often use online platforms to connect with co-workers (56%). Most 

of these workers say they are fine with the amount of time they spend on video calls, but about one-in-

four say they are worn out by it, according to a January 2022 Pew Research Center survey. 

https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/ruth-igielnik
https://www.pewresearch.org/social-trends/2022/02/16/covid-19-pandemic-continues-to-reshape-work-in-america/
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https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=409319
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The use of video calling or online conferencing services, like Zoom or Webex, is particularly common 

among those whose jobs can be done from home and who are, in fact, working from home all or most of 

the time. About two-thirds of these workers (66%) say they often use online conferencing services, 

compared with 49% of those who work from home sometimes and 35% who rarely or never do so. 

Workers who are new to teleworking during the pandemic are more likely than those who had already 

been teleworking before the COVID-19 outbreak to use videoconferencing: 77% of those who currently 

work from home all or most of the time – but rarely or never teleworked previously – say they use these 

services, compared with 48% who currently telework and did so before the pandemic. 

How we did this 

Among those who have a job that can be done from home, men are more likely than women to say they 

use online conferencing software often (61% vs. 51%). There are also age differences: 59% of workers 

ages 18 to 49 who have jobs that can be done from home say they use these tools often, compared with 

48% of similar workers 50 and older. College graduates with jobs that can be done from home (68%) 

are also much more likely than those without a four-year college degree (40%) to say they use online 

conferencing software often. These differences hold up when looking only at those who are working 

from home all or most of the time. 

Among those who regularly use videoconferencing tools for work, most are not bothered by the amount 

of time spent on video calls. Roughly three-quarters of working adults who use online conferencing 

services often (74%) say they are fine with the amount of time they spend on video calls, while 26% say 

they are worn out by it. 

A Pew Research Center survey conducted in October 2020 – when 71% of those whose jobs can be 

done from home were teleworking all or most of the time – found that 37% of regular teleworkers who 

often used online conferencing said they were worn out by the amount of time spent on video calls, 

while 63% said they were fine with it. 

In the more recent survey, there are demographic divides in the impact of frequently using these tools. 

Workers under 50 whose job can be done from home and who use videoconferencing platforms often 

are more likely than their counterparts ages 50 and older to feel worn out by the amount of time they 

spend on video calls (29% vs. 18%). Feeling worn out is also more prevalent among those with a 

bachelor’s degree or more education (31%) than among those with less education (15%). 

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

  

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/05/04/as-telework-continues-for-many-u-s-workers-no-

sign-of-widespread-zoom-fatigue/?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/topic/coronavirus-disease-covid-19/
https://www.pewresearch.org/social-trends/2020/12/09/how-the-coronavirus-outbreak-has-and-hasnt-changed-the-way-americans-work/
https://www.pewresearch.org/wp-content/uploads/2022/05/Video-conferencing-topline.pdf
https://www.pewresearch.org/wp-content/uploads/2022/05/W102-ATP-Methodology_video-conferencing.pdf
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New study exonerates some urban pests as one-of-a-kind disease reservoirs 

Researchers studying whether animals living in cities carry different viruses 

 
 

Researchers are studying whether animals living in cities carry different viruses. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

May 17, 2022 

A research team led by U.S. National Science Foundation-grantee scientists at Georgetown 

University has found that city wildlife might pose less threat for future pandemics than once thought. 

In a study published in Nature Ecology and Evolution, the researchers set out to understand whether 

animals living in cities tend to have different viruses. 

"As we recover from the current pandemic and work to prevent the next one, it is critical that we know 

where to look for the next possible outbreak," said Sam Scheiner, a program director in NSF's Division 

of Environmental Biology. "It is just as important to know where we do not have to look so we do not 

waste resources." 

The COVID-19 pandemic has sparked interest in where future outbreaks are at the highest risk of 

emerging. Scientists have long suspected that cities might be hotspots for outbreak risk, thanks to 

species like rats that make their homes alongside us. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=305194&org=NSF
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2021909&HistoricalAwards=false
https://college.georgetown.edu/news-story/urban-pests-disease-study/
https://college.georgetown.edu/news-story/urban-pests-disease-study/
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41559-022-01723-0#:~:text=We%20found%20that%20urban%2Dadapted,of%20known%20host%E2%80%93parasite%20combinations.
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The scientists set out to study whether these species might play host to a greater number of pathogens. 

The researchers examined the pathogens hosted by nearly 3,000 mammal species and found that 

urban-adapted animals could host roughly 10 times as many diseases. However, the pattern was partly 

a problem of sampling bias. The urban species were studied nearly 100 times more often than their 

rural counterparts. 

The team found that city-living species don't seem to host more human-infective viruses than their 

rural counterparts. The study's findings might exonerate city wildlife from being considered "hyper-

reservoirs" of infectious disease. However, that doesn't mean cities are disease-free. 

Co-author Colin Carlson said that the study highlights the value of scientific data. The researchers used 

a database called The Global Virome in One Network, created by the Verena Consortium. 

The study concludes that future research should go beyond how many pathogens any given animal has 

and explore how city living shapes the prevalence and transmission of diseases. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=305194&utm_medium

=email&utm_source=govdelivery  

  

https://www.viralemergence.org/
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=305194&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=305194&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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This week’s daily poems have been selected by Christian Bök, whose poem “A Nocturne for 

Eurydice” appears in our Spring 2022 issue. 

 

“Evie Shockley here writes an example of ekphrasis, responding to Cy Twombly’s painting Fifty 

Days at Iliam: Shield of Achilles, which features a gigantic scribbled circle evoking a childish, 

crayoned picture of a solar aegis,” he writes. “She asks the reader why this warrior and this painter 

have become mythic heroes, perhaps to the exclusion of women, in battle and in art. This poem 

complements the classical allusions seen in my other selections—and, I, too, have written poems 

about Twombly’s 'Fifty Days at Iliam' suite.” 

 

Listen to Bök read this poem below. 

  

 

Evie Shockley 

 

 

ex patria   

  

(fifty days at iliam: shield of achilles) 

a mythology begins with a question like who are we, where are we, what is red, why paint, why me, 

lord, why? a person who knows all the answers can only borrow a mythology like i’m king 

midas or i’m god. a painter can take a mythology and remake it so that it answers a new question 

like romare bearden asking odysseus who are my we? and cy twombly asking akilles why are 

we still you? painting the i of the storm on a shield. cutting the trickster out of black and blue 

paper and lashing him with glue to the mast of his last ship. the journey always rough, some 

miserable god under land under sea always looking for company, people always succumbing. the 

hero is the one who comes home, even if it’s by process of elimination. a playwright can make a 

mythology ask what’s wrong with this song? like suzan-lori parks asking ulysses about coming 

home from the war so why are you a hero and why are you still coming home from a 

war and women die in wars, too, even if it’s not the expected death and—wait that’s not a question 

but it’s still a mythology if that’s the only thing she knows for sure. 

  

***** 

  

(quattro stagioni: primavera, estate, autunno, inverno) 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cfb56bbc11&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cfb56bbc11&e=d538c8f2e0
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a mythology can ask why is autumn so beautiful and why is winter, blight-stricken as it is, so 

arresting? a mythology, as opposed to a young person, can find autumn and winter much more 

striking than summer, sun-bleached summer, so legibly the scene of happiness that nothing else 

can really happen there. a mythology can see the blood in spring, the stages of growth a kind of 

violence the body does to itself, it will never be this way again yet it can’t get on to the next 

moment fast enough. a mythology can ask why does spring throw its arms out with abandon even 

when it’s abandoning itself? a mythology can ask why is winter so much greener than spring, even 

clouded in white? the icicles trail as far down the evergreens as they can, but don’t keep the wind 

from brushing snow and sun across the mountain on the same day. the inferno is always burning, 

women and men going up in flames. a poet can ask why do daughters grow up by going down? like 

rita dove asking persephone you think he’s hot? all the while, autumn is answering the question 

about gorgeous rotting. just magenta, green, brown, pink, yellow, red, violet flying off the 

mythological canvas. 

 

***** 

  

(untitled [a gathering of time]) 

a mythology of time can ask a subtle question. a sky blue can gather white clouds right before 

your eyes holding them by threads of paint stringing us along so that we miss the purple. the 

thunder is always further away than the whitening. a poet can grab a mythology of time that 

takes place over the dead bodies of letter after letter. the tongue lays them to rest and they cover 

are covered by a sheet that falls far from the tree. a cy twombly can leave for rome at twenty-

nine and still die an american artist, a hero who doesn’t come home. a photographer can snag a 

mythology to turn her back on it, wearing black and steady gazing from a question that’s a 

statement of the only thing she knows for sure. like carrie mae weems asking institutions like the 

british museum when and where i enter showing that she’s the answer. contrast, stark, the steps 

leading in leading away, bright but heavy. the poet can ask a mythology a question like what is 

black in the museums of paris? and again the mythology pierces the clouds it thunders so loud but 

so late that by then we’ve forgotten we saw the lightning we saw the lightning we saw it and it 

was not subtle. 

—at the Cy Twombly exhibition at  

Centre Pompidou, Paris, April 2017 

 

From issue no. 228 (Spring 2019) 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e4ac96578e&e=d538c8f2e0
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And to read more poems in The Paris Review, make sure to subscribe! In addition to four print 

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

archives. 

 https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9c1bf3bd2a&e=d538c8f2e0    

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5b26da3420&e=d538c8f2e0
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The Art of Hidden Faces: Anthropomorphic Landscapes 

 

Kircher's design, featured in Ars magna lucis et umbrae (1645/6) — Source. 

 

 

Although commonplace today, the landscape as a distinct category in painting only really began to establish 

itself in Western art during the Renaissance, a period in which natural views began to make their way to the 

fore of focus, no longer merely backgrounds to human figures. Perhaps an interesting quirk of this "transition" 

http://echo.mpiwg-berlin.mpg.de/ECHOdocuView?url=/mpiwg/online/permanent/einstein_exhibition/sources/5G6UYVGT/pageimg&start=841&viewMode=images&mode=imagepath&pn=931
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were the images which seemed to fuse the two: anthropomorphic landscapes. These images — particularly 

where landscapes are given the form of human heads — appear to be somewhat of a meme of the 17th 

century, with examples cropping up again and again, especially in Netherlandish painting. Below we've 

compiled a collection of such images available online (sadly not all of them openly licensed), with a big debt 

owed to a great post on JS Blog which provided a wonderful springboard for our findings. 

One of the most popular versions of the anthropomorphic landscape is the depiction of a bearded man, 

horizontal in rocky profile. The beginnings of this can be traced back to an image created by the great 17th-

century polymath Athanasius Kircher, featured in his Ars magna lucis et umbrae (1645/6). Kircher's design is 

said to have been inspired by a story related by Vitruvius about the 4th-century-BC architect Dinocrates' plan 

to sculpt into Mount Athos a colossal image of Alexander the Great, who would hold a small city in one hand 

and with the other pour a river into a sea by means of a gigantic pitcher. Kircher's more modest rendering — 

involving only a face rather than full body — was to be copied and riffed-upon many times over the next 

decades, including by Wenceslas Hollar, who in his rendition trims the "beard" and "hair" for a general 

smarter appearance. 

 

Wenceslas Hollar's version — Source. 

http://jsbookreader.blogspot.co.uk/2014/10/colossal-landscapes.html
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Vitruvius#Book_II
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Wenceslas_Hollar_-_Landscape_shaped_like_a_face_(State_1).jpg
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Hand-coloured version of Hollar's image, dating from 1797 — Source. 

http://www.dickbalzer.com/Anthropomorphic.590.0.html
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A painting attributed to Matthäus Merian the Elder (1593-1650), a Swiss artist who spent most of his career in 

Frankfurt - Source. 

http://newmedia.artsolution.net/media/LeSphinxLephoto/ObjectDocuments/4112013T174453.pdf


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 604  august  2022 

 

90 

 

Not a lot is known about these two, both of which derive heavily from Kircher's layout. The images are from 

a Christie's catalogue from 2004, the only information given being that they are "Flemish School, 17th 

Century" — Source. 

With the following two images we depart a little from the profile aspect of Kircher's design. The engravings 

are by the German artist Johann Martin Will (1727-1806) who made many such images. The "Asia" one is 

part of a larger series in which each continent is represented as a face embedded into a landscape (see a very 

lo-res version of the Europa one here). Like Joos de Momper (coming up), Will also created a similar series 

for each of the seasons (see here). 

http://www.christies.com/lotfinder/lot/flemish-school-17th-century-anthropomorphic-landscape-4231036-details.aspx?intObjectID=4231036
http://www.artnet.com/artists/johann-martin-will/die-vier-erdteile-mit-vexierbildern-G4yKVv_lins5CNcGJ5UCEg2
http://www.dickbalzer.com/Anthropomorphic.590.0.html
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Anthropomorphic landscape by Johann Martin Will — Source. 

http://jsbookreader.blogspot.co.uk/2014/10/colossal-landscapes.html
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"Asia", an anthropomorphic landscape by Johann Martin Will — Source. 

There follow a few more examples of this horizontal face in the rock motif, including another by Johann 

Martin Will. The Herri met de Bles painting, which dates from around 1550, is the earliest example we can 

find of hiding a face in a landscape, predating Kircher's image by a whole century. The face is subtle, but it 

definitely there. 

http://jsbookreader.blogspot.co.uk/2014/10/colossal-landscapes.html
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An anthropomorphic landscape from Johann Martin Will, dated to 1780 — Source. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:J.m.will..jpg
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Rocky landscape with ruins, forming the profile of a man's face, by Dutch artist Herman Saftleven the 

Younger, circa 1650 — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Herman_Saftleven_-_Rocky_landscape_with_ruins,_forming_the_profile_of_a_man%27s_face_-_Google_Art_Project.jpg
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The artist behind this is not known though it could possibly be the work of Matthäus Merian the Elder. In 

addition to the man's face, there also appears to be another hidden element, the form of some dead game: hind 

leg and rump to the left of the upper part of the waterfall, the bridge a foreleg, and river and trees forming an 

elongated neck — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Flemish_School,_Early_17th_Century_A_Hilly_Landscape_with_an_anthropomorphic_Design.jpg
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The Sleeping Peddler Robbed by the Apes, ca. 1550, by Herri met de Bles — Source. 

A little jump ahead in time with the next image, a demonstration of the anthropomorphic landscape's 

importance in the popular German Vexierbild (image puzzle) of the 19th century. This particular one is an 

advert for Dr. August König's Hamburger Tropfen, a medicine said to be effective against “all sicknesses of 

the stomach, liver, and abdomen". Titled "Das Picnic", the writing below reads "Wo ist der Mann, welcher 

stets Dr. August König's Hamburger Tropfen gebraucht?" (Where is the man who always needs Dr. August 

König's Hamburg Drops?). 

https://michelkoven.wordpress.com/2014/02/16/herri-met-de-bles/
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Advert for Dr. August König's Hamburger Tropfen, 19th century — Source 

The following three images, in which the "hidden face" is now upright, are from Joos de Momper's series 

anthropomorphising the four seasons (we can only find a fairly low-res one for Spring, see here). There is no 

exact date for these but they are thought to be from the early 17th century (Momper died in 1635), so would 

have predated Kircher's "bearded man" by a good decade at the very least. 

http://maxkade.blogspot.co.uk/2012/08/a-picture-puzzle-vexierbild.html
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Momper,_Joost_de_the_Younger_-_Allegorie_des_Fr%C3%BChlings_-_undated.jpg
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Joos de Momper's Summer, early 17th-century — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Joos_de_Momper_(II)_-_Anthropomorphic_Landscape,_Allegory_of_summer.jpg
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Joos de Momper's Autumn, early 17th-century — — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Joos_de_Momper_(II)_-_Anthropomorphic_Landscape,_Allegory_of_autumn.jpg
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Joos de Momper's Winter, early 17th-century — Source. 

The next two continue with the hidden head in an upright position, both using the anthropomorphic element to 

emphasise a certain "humanness": the first in illustration of our five senses; the second, which is an allegory 

of iconoclasm, in the idea perhaps of putting the human form before God. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Joos_de_Momper_the_Younger,_Anthropomorphic_Landscape_c.1600-1635.jpg
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The five senses, painter unknown, though thought to be Italian and from the 18th century — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Die_F%C3%BCnf_Sinne_I_18Jh.jpg
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Marcus Gheeraerts the Elder's allegory of iconoclasm, ca.1566 — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Gheerhaets_Allegory_iconoclasm.jpg
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The next picture is an illustration by Henry Holiday for Lewis Carroll's The Hunting of the Snark. The face 

hidden in the darkness of the trees is thought by some to be based on Geheert's iconoclasm image above. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/2011/02/22/lewis-carroll-and-the-hunting-of-the-snark/
https://snrk.de/page_my-1st-snark-trophy
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The last of Henry Holiday's original illustrations to Lewis Carroll's The Hunting of the Snark, 1876 

— Source. 

As well as landscapes, faces were often composed of buildings and combinations of other structures and 

figures. The next image shows a sketch — "An Allegory of Death" — attributed to that great master of the 

composite portrait Giuseppe Arcimboldo (1526/7–1593). Following this is an image, very likely to be a direct 

adaptation of Arcimboldo's, found in Veridicus Christianus (1601), the very first Jesuit emblem book. The 

final image shows a popular motif, in the aforementioned German Vexierbild tradition, in which elements so 

full of life combine to create a memento mori image of a skull. 

 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Lewis_Carroll_-_Henry_Holiday_-_Hunting_of_the_Snark_-_Plate_10.jpg
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Sketch thought to be by Giuseppe Arcimboldo — Source. 

 

http://www.artnet.com/artists/giuseppe-arcimboldo/an-allegory-of-death-a-oSSmQQ1mfMpDLqccapWItQ2
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"The Incautious Gaze", an image from Veridicus Christianus (1601) — Source. 

 

Currier and Ives print showing a young man and a young woman looking through an opening in a wall; 

alternatively, a human skull — Source. 

https://archive.org/stream/veridicvschristi00davi#page/n372/mode/1up
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:A_young_man_and_a_young_woman_looking_through_an_opening_in_Wellcome_V0042231.jpg
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So I Danced Again: A Vibrant Animated Meditation on the Limits of Words and the Power of 

Embodied Music in our Search for Meaning 

Sound, color, and wonderment where the body meets the soul. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

“If the universe is meaningless, so is the statement that it is so,” Alan Watts quipped as he aimed his wry 

wisdom at the paradox of our search for meaning. “The meaning and purpose of dancing is the dance.” 

Half a century earlier, Virginia Woolf exulted in how music and dance rehumanize us, how “dance music… 

stirs some barbaric instinct — lulled asleep in our sober lives — [so that] you forget centuries of civilization 

in a second.” 

Another half-century earlier, searching for the score of the dance we call being, Walt Whitman resolved: 

“Now I will do nothing but listen, to accrue what I hear into this song, to let sounds contribute toward it.” 

Generations after Whitman, after Woolf, after Watts, artist Lottie Kingslake — who animated the stunning 

poem-song “Singularity” for The Universe in Verse — shines a sidewise gleam on these questions in her 

lovely animated film So I Danced Again… 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/03/25/sense-of-nonsense-alan-watts-tao-of-philosophy/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/01/17/virginia-woolf-on-the-joy-of-music-and-dance/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/13/walt-whitman-song-of-myself-animated/
https://lottiekingslake.co.uk/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/04/singularity-marissa-davis-toshi-reagon/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/04/singularity-marissa-davis-toshi-reagon/
https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
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Inspired by communal ritual dances and drawing on conversations with a musician, a music therapist, a 

neuroscientist, and several dancers, the film is part visual sketchbook of recorded sounds and part abstract 

existential inquiry. What emerges is a subtle meditation on the limitations of words — that is, of disembodied 

language — in conveying emotional meaning, which is (as Whitman well knew) an ongoing dialogue 

between the body and the soul, cerebral and sensorial at the same time, a quickening of thought and feeling 

that moves through us as we move through the world. 

It’s very hard, finding the words for things, isn’t it? But, then, perhaps we shouldn’t be thinking about it too 

much, and just enjoying it. 

Complement with Helen Keller’s exultant epiphany about how dance is like thought upon visiting Martha 

Graham’s dance studio, then revisit Zadie Smith on what writers can learn from dancers. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/25/so-i-danced-again-lottie-

kingslake/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/10/sweat-bill-hayes/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/10/22/helen-keller-martha-graham/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/03/08/zadie-smith-dance-lessons-for-writers/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/25/so-i-danced-again-lottie-kingslake/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/25/so-i-danced-again-lottie-kingslake/?mc_cid=2bf571b65e&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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About Myself, by Charles Simic 

 

 

 

 

I’m the uncrowned king of the insomniacs 

Who still fights his ghosts with a sword, 

A student of ceilings and closed doors 

Making bets two plus two is not always four 

 

A merry old soul playing the accordion 

On the graveyard shift in the morgue. 

A fly escaped from a head of a madman, 

Taking a rest on the wall next to his head. 

 

Descendent of village priests and blacksmiths: 

A grudging stage assistant of two 

Renowned and invisible master illusionists, 

One called God, the other Devil, assuming, of course, 

I’m the person I represent myself to be. 

 

From issue no. 206 (Fall 2013) 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read The Art of Poetry No. 90 with Charles Simic, born on this day in 

1938, from issue no. 173 (Spring 2005)? 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=d2a92dd414&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=07d6ef152d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=b4136df001&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=147240653b&e=d538c8f2e0
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Two-neutrino double-β-decay half-life via direct background subtraction 

DIPC • DIPC PARTICLE PHYSICS • PARTICLE PHYSICS 

ByDIPC May 19, 2022 0 comments Print 

Concluding that the neutrino is a Majorana particle would be really a turning point in our understanding of the 

universe. It would mean the non-conservation of a magnitude called the leptonic number, one of the key 

characteristics in a fermion, meaning that there would be an explanation to the matter-anti matter asymmetry: 

the creation of slightly different amounts of matter and antimatter in the Big Bang that, once annihilation 

finished, left a small amount of standard matter that we call our observable universe. Nobel-Prize-worth stuff. 

Hence, observation of the neutrinoless double beta decay is the only practical way to establish that neutrinos 

are their own antiparticles. But, because of the small masses of neutrinos, the lifetime of neutrinoless double 

beta decay is expected to be at least ten orders of magnitude greater than the typical lifetimes of natural 

radioactive chains, which can mimic the experimental signature of neutrinoless double beta decay. Therefore, 

the most robust identification of neutrinoless double beta decay requires the definition of a signature signal—

such as the observation of the daughter atom in the decay—that cannot be generated by radioactive 

backgrounds, as well as excellent energy resolution. 

All double beta experiments are built with ultrapure materials, operate in underground laboratories (to 

mitigate the impact of cosmic rays) and are protected by massive, ultrapure shields. These strategies reduce 

the ambient background by many orders of magnitude, but putative neutrinoless double beta decay events 

must still be extracted against tens of millions of spurious interactions. 

Double beta decay experiments have been searching for neutrinoless events in several isotopes for more than 

half a century, without finding clear evidence of a signal so far. The current best lower limit on the lifetime of 

the neutrinoless double beta decay processes has been obtained for an isotope of xenon, 136Xe. 

Measuring double beta decay with 2 neutrinos is, so to speak, showing that you can measure the double beta 

decay process without neutrinos, which is actually easier to measure, or would be, if they had the same half-

life. But the two-neutrino double beta decay process has a half-life of 1021 years (that is, 11 orders of 

magnitude more than the life of the Universe) and the neutrinoless double beta decay process 1027 or 1028, that 

is, between 1 and 10 million times slower, That’s what makes it really hard. 

The double beta decay in 136Xe has been already observed, mainly following a calorimetric approach. In 

another nongeochemical measurements the half-life of this process has been measured relying on background 

models derived from the screening of the detector materials and Monte Carlo simulations. The rates of double 

beta and background events are extracted by comparing such models to the observed data. This background-

model-dependent approach is also followed in the search for neutrinoless double decay, providing results that 

might depend on the background assumptions adopted, such as the number, type, or spatial origin of the 

different sources. This arises as a possible limitation for next-generation experiments because, when the 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/dipc/dipc-particle-physics/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/particle-physics/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/19/two-neutrino-double-%ce%b2-decay-half-life-via-direct-background-subtraction/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/19/two-neutrino-double-%ce%b2-decay-half-life-via-direct-background-subtraction/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
javascript:window.print()
https://mappingignorance.org/2019/01/31/methane-and-the-determination-of-the-majorana-nature-of-neutrinos/
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background can provide one count per tonne every year, new background sources of unknown origin and/or 

complex modeling become relevant. 

The NEXT-White detector, a high-pressure electroluminescent gaseous xenon time projection chamber, was 

operated at LSC from 2016 to 2021. 

We find a way to substract the background deep below the Spanish side of the Pyrenees, where we find the 

LSC (Laboratorio Subterráneo de Canfranc – Canfranc Underground Laboratory), and the NEXT 

experiment is taking place. The NEXT technology offers the capability to perform a direct background 

subtraction, regardless of the origin or number of the specific sources, by combining 136Xe-enriched 

and 136Xe-depleted data. 

Now, a team of scientists has just done that 1 using data from the NEXT-White detector, that was operated at 

the Laboratorio Subterráneo de Canfranc from 2016 to 2021. NEXT is the third experiment in the world to 

make this measurement and the first to do it in xenon gas (as well as being the first to measure the process 

with very little mass, 3.5 kg). 

This is the first experiment that obtains results directly from the data, without the need to use a Monte Carlo 

simulation. The procedure seems simple: first take data with xenon without the 136Xe (depleted); then, 

with 136Xe (enriched); and subtract! This way, we get the neutrinoless double beta decay signal almost 

directly. 

A similar approach may be exploited to conduct background-independent neutrinoless double beta decay 

searches in current- and future-generation detectors. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2017/05/08/spanish-take-nature-neutrino-next-experiment/
https://mappingignorance.org/2017/05/08/spanish-take-nature-neutrino-next-experiment/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/19/two-neutrino-double-%ce%b2-decay-half-life-via-direct-background-subtraction/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9581-1
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Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

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

research paper/s. 

References 

1. The NEXT Collaboration (2022) Measurement of the 136Xe two-neutrino double-β-decay half-life 

via direct background subtraction in NEXT Physical Review 

C doi: 10.1103/PhysRevC.105.055501 ↩ 

written by 

DIPC 

 

Donostia International Physics Center (DIPC) is a singular research center born in 2000 devoted to research at 

the cutting edge in the fields of Condensed Matter Physics and Materials Science. Since its conception DIPC 

has stood for the promotion of excellence in research, which demands a flexible space where creativity is 

stimulated by diversity of perspectives. Its dynamic research community integrates local host scientists and a 

constant flow of international visiting researchers. 

• Website 

• @DIPCehu 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/19/two-neutrino-double-%ce%b2-decay-half-life-via-direct-

background-subtraction/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email  

  

http://about.me/cesar_tome
https://doi.org/10.1103/PhysRevC.105.055501
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/19/two-neutrino-double-%ce%b2-decay-half-life-via-direct-background-subtraction/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#reference-9581-1
https://mappingignorance.org/author/dipc/
http://dipc.ehu.es/
https://twitter.com/DIPCehu
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/19/two-neutrino-double-%ce%b2-decay-half-life-via-direct-background-subtraction/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/19/two-neutrino-double-%ce%b2-decay-half-life-via-direct-background-subtraction/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 604  august  2022 

 

113 

The Mystery of Sasassa Valley 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

Do I know why Tom Donahue is called "Lucky Tom"? Yes, I do; and that is more than one in ten of those 

who call him so can say. I have knocked about a deal in my time, and seen some strange sights, but none 

stranger than the way in which Tom gained that sobriquet, and his fortune with it. For I was with him at the 

time. Tell it? Oh, certainly; but it is a longish story and a very strange one; so fill up your glass again, and 

light another cigar, while I try to reel it off. Yes, a very strange one; beats some fairy stories I have heard; but 

it's true, sir, every word of it. There are men alive at Cape Colony now who'll remember it and confirm what I 

say. Many a time has the tale been told round the fire in Boers' cabins from Orange state to Griqualand; yes, 

and out in the bush and at the diamond-fields too. 

I'm roughish now, sir; but I was entered at the Middle Temple once, and studied for the bar. Tom--worse 

luck!--was one of my fellow- students; and a wildish time we had of it, until at last our finances ran short, and 

we were compelled to give up our so-called studies, and look about for some part of the world where two 

young fellows with strong arms and sound constitutions might make their mark. In those days the tide of 

emigration had scarcely begun to set in toward Africa, and so we thought our best chance would be down at 

Cape Colony. Well,--to make a long story short,--we set sail, and were deposited in Cape Town with less than 

five pounds in our pockets; and there we parted. We each tried our hands at many things, and had ups and 

downs; but when, at the end of three years, chance led each of us up-country and we met again, we were, I 

regret to say, in almost as bad a plight as when we started. 

Well, this was not much of a commencement; and very disheartened we were, so disheartened that Tom spoke 

of going back to England and getting a clerkship. For you see we didn't know that we had played out all our 

small cards, and that the trumps were going to turn up. No; we thought our "hands" were bad all through. It 

was a very lonely part of the country that we were in, inhabited by a few scattered farms, whose houses were 

stockaded and fenced in to defend them against the Kaffirs. Tom Donahue and I had a little hut right out in 

the bush; but we were known to possess nothing, and to be handy with our revolvers, so we had little to fear. 

There we waited, doing odd jobs, and hoping that something would turn up. Well, after we had been there 

about a month something did turn up upon a certain night, something which was the making of both of us; and 

it's about that night, sir, that I'm going to tell you. I remember it well. The wind was howling past our cabin, 

and the rain threatened to burst in our rude window. We had a great wood fire crackling and sputtering on the 

hearth, by which I was sitting mending a whip, while Tom was lying in his bunk groaning disconsolately at 

the chance which had led him to such a place. 

"Cheer up, Tom--cheer up," said I. "No man ever knows what may be awaiting him." 

"Ill luck, ill luck, Jack," he answered. "I always was an unlucky dog. Here have I been three years in this 

abominable country; and I see lads fresh from England jingling the money in their pockets, while I am as poor 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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as when I landed. Ah, Jack, if you want to keep your head above water, old friend, you must try your fortune 

away from me." 

"Nonsense, Tom; you're down in your luck to-night. But hark! Here's some one coming outside. Dick 

Wharton, by the tread; he'll rouse you, if any man can." 

Even as I spoke the door was flung open, and honest Dick Wharton, with the water pouring from him, stepped 

in, his hearty red face looming through the haze like a harvest-moon. He shook himself, and after greeting us 

sat down by the fire to warm himself. 

"Where away, Dick, on such a night as this?" said I. "You'll find the rheumatism a worse foe than the Kaffirs, 

unless you keep more regular hours." 

Dick was looking unusually serious, almost frightened, one would say, if one did not know the man. "Had to 

go," he replied--"had to go. One of Madison's cattle was seen straying down Sasassa Valley, and of course 

none of our blacks would go down that valley at night; and if we had waited till morning, the brute would 

have been in Kaffirland." 

"Why wouldn't they go down Sasassa Valley at night?" asked Tom. 

"Kaffirs, I suppose," said I. 

"Ghosts," said Dick. 

We both laughed. 

"I suppose they didn't give such a matter-of-fact fellow as you a sight of their charms?" said Tom, from the 

bunk. 

"Yes," said Dick, seriously, "yes; I saw what the niggers talk about; and I promise you, lads, I don't want ever 

to see it again." 

Tom sat up in his bed. "Nonsense, Dick; you're joking, man! Come, tell us all about it; the legend first, and 

your own experience afterward. Pass him over the bottle, Jack." 

"Well, as to the legend," began Dick. "It seems that the niggers have had it handed down to them that Sasassa 

Valley is haunted by a frightful fiend. Hunters and wanderers passing down the defile have seen its glowing 

eyes under the shadows of the cliff; and the story goes that whoever has chanced to encounter that baleful 

glare has had his after-life blighted by the malignant power of this creature. Whether that be true or not," 

continued Dick, ruefully, "I may have an opportunity of judging for myself." 
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"Go on, Dick--go on," cried Tom. "Let's hear about what you saw." 

"Well, I was groping down the valley, looking for that cow of Madison's, and I had, I suppose, got half-way 

down, where a black craggy cliff juts into the ravine on the right, when I halted to have a pull at my flask. I 

had my eye fixed at the time upon the projecting cliff I have mentioned, and noticed nothing unusual about it. 

I then put up my flask and took a step or two forward, when in a moment there burst, apparently from the base 

of the rock, about eight feet from the ground and a hundred yards from me, a strange, lurid glare, flickering 

and oscillating, gradually dying away and then reappearing again. No, no; I've seen many a glow-worm and 

firefly--nothing of that sort. There it was, burning away, and I suppose I gazed at it, trembling in every limb, 

for fully ten minutes. Then I took a step forward, when instantly it vanished, vanished like a candle blown out. 

I stepped back again; but it was some time before I could find the exact spot and position from which it was 

visible. At last, there it was, the weird reddish light, flickering away as before. Then I screwed up my courage, 

and made for the rock; but the ground was so uneven that it was impossible to steer straight; and though I 

walked along the whole base of the cliff, I could see nothing. Then I made tracks for home; and I can tell you, 

boys, that, until you remarked it, I never knew it was raining, the whole way along. But hollo! what's the 

matter with Tom?" 

What indeed? Tom was now sitting with his legs over the side of the bunk, and his whole face betraying 

excitement so intense as to be almost painful. "The fiend would have two eyes. How many lights did you see, 

Dick? Speak out!" 

"Only one." 

"Hurrah!" cried Tom, "that's better." Whereupon he kicked the blankets into the middle of the room, and 

began pacing up and down with long feverish strides. Suddenly he stopped opposite Dick, and laid his hand 

upon his shoulder. "I say, Dick, could we get to Sasassa Valley before sunrise?" 

"Scarcely," said Dick. 

"Well, look here; we are old friends, Dick Wharton, you and I. Now don't you tell any other man what you 

have told us, for a week. You'll promise that, won't you?" 

I could see by the look on Dick's face as he acquiesced that he considered poor Tom to be mad; and indeed I 

was myself completely mystified by his conduct. I had, however, seen so many proofs of my friend's good 

sense and quickness of apprehension that I thought it quite possible that Wharton's story had had a meaning in 

his eyes which I was too obtuse to take in. 

All night Tom Donahue was greatly excited, and when Wharton left he begged him to remember his promise, 

and also elicited from him a description of the exact spot at which he had seen the apparition, as well as the 

hour at which it appeared. After his departure, which must have been about four in the morning, I turned into 

my bunk and watched Tom sitting by the fire splicing two sticks together, until I fell asleep. I suppose I must 

have slept about two hours; but when I awoke Tom was still sitting working away in almost the same 

position. He had fixed the one stick across the top of the other so as to form a rough T, and was now busy in 
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fitting a smaller stick into the angle between them, by manipulating which, the cross one could be either 

cocked up or depressed to any extent. He had cut notches, too, in the perpendicular stick, so that, by the aid of 

the small prop, the cross one could be kept in any position for an indefinite time. 

"Look here, Jack!" he cried, when he saw that I was awake. "Come and give me your opinion. Suppose I put 

this cross-stick pointing straight at a thing, and arranged this small one so as to keep it so, and left it, I could 

find that thing again if I wanted it--don't you think I could, Jack--don't you think so?" he continued, 

nervously, clutching me by the arm. 

"Well," I answered, "it would depend on how far off the thing was, and how accurately it was pointed. If it 

were any distance, I'd cut sights on your cross-stick; then a string tied to the end of it, and held in a plumb-line 

forward, would lend you pretty near what you wanted. But surely, Tom, you don't intend to localise the ghost 

in that way?" 

"You'll see to-night, old friend--you'll see to-night. I'll carry this to the Sasassa Valley. You get the loan of 

Madison's crowbar, and come with me; but mind you tell no man where you are going, or what you want it 

for." 

All day Tom was walking up and down the room, or working hard at the apparatus. His eyes were glistening, 

his cheeks hectic, and he had all the symptoms of high fever. "Heaven grant that Dick's diagnosis be not 

correct!" I thought, as I returned with the crowbar; and yet, as evening drew near, I found myself 

imperceptibly sharing the excitement. 

About six o'clock Tom sprang to his feet and seized his sticks. "I can stand it no longer, Jack," he cried; "up 

with your crowbar, and hey for Sasassa Valley! To-night's work, my lad, will either make us or mar us! Take 

your six-shooter, in case we meet the Kaffirs. I daren't take mine, Jack," he continued, putting his hands upon 

my shoulders-- "I daren't take mine; for if my ill luck sticks to me to-night, I don't know what I might not do 

with it." 

Well, having filled our pockets with provisions, we set out, and, as we took our wearisome way toward the 

Sasassa Valley, I frequently attempted to elicit from my companion some clue as to his intentions. But his 

only answer was: "Let us hurry on, Jack. Who knows how many have heard of Wharton's adventure by this 

time! Let us hurry on, or we may not be first in the field!" 

Well, sir, we struggled on through the hills for a matter of ten miles; till at last, after descending a crag, we 

saw opening out in front of us a ravine so sombre and dark that it might have been the gate of Hades itself; 

cliffs many hundred feet shut in on every side the gloomy boulder-studded passage which led through the 

haunted defile into Kaffirland. The moon, rising above the crags, threw into strong relief the rough, irregular 

pinnacles of rock by which they were topped, while all below was dark as Erebus. 

"The Sasassa Valley?" said I. 
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"Yes," said Tom. 

I looked at him. He was calm now; the flush and feverishness had passed away; his actions were deliberate 

and slow. Yet there was a certain rigidity in his face and glitter in his eye which showed that a crisis had 

come. 

We entered the pass, stumbling along amid the great boulders. Suddenly I heard a short, quick exclamation 

from Tom. "That's the crag!" he cried, pointing to a great mass looming before us in the darkness. "Now, 

Jack, for any favour use your eyes! We're about a hundred yards from that cliff, I take it; so you move slowly 

toward one side and I'll do the same toward the other. When you see anything, stop and call out. Don't take 

more than twelve inches in a step, and keep your eye fixed on the cliff about eight feet from the ground. Are 

you ready?" 

"Yes." I was even more excited than Tom by this time. What his intention or object was I could not 

conjecture, beyond that he wanted to examine by daylight the part of the cliff from which the light came. Yet 

the influence of the romantic situation and my companion's suppressed excitement was so great that I could 

feel the blood coursing through my veins and count the pulses throbbing at my temples. 

"Start!" cried Tom; and we moved off, he to the right, I to the left, each with our eyes fixed intently on the 

base of the crag. I had moved perhaps twenty feet, when in a moment it burst upon me. Through the growing 

darkness there shone a small, ruddy, glowing point, the light from which waned and increased, flickered and 

oscillated, each change producing a more weird effect than the last. The old Kaffir superstition came into my 

mind, and I felt a cold shudder pass over me. In my excitement I stepped a pace backward, when instantly the 

light went out, leaving utter darkness in its place; but when I advanced again, there was the ruddy glare 

glowing from the base of the cliff. "Tom, Tom!" I cried. 

"Ay, ay!" I heard him exclaim, as he hurried over toward me. 

"There it is--there, up against the cliff!" 

Tom was at my elbow. "I see nothing," said he. 

"Why, there, there, man, in front of you!" I stepped to the right as I spoke, when the light instantly vanished 

from my eyes. 

But from Tom's ejaculations of delight it was clear that from my former position it was visible to him also. 

"Jack," he cried, as he turned and wrung my hand--"Jack, you and I can never complain of our luck again. 

Now heap up a few stones where we are standing. That's right. Now we must fix my sign-post firmly in at the 

top. There! It would take a strong wind to blow that down; and we only need it to hold out till morning. O 

Jack, my boy, to think that only yesterday we were talking of becoming clerks, and you saying that no man 

knew what was awaiting him, too! By Jove, Jack, it would make a good story!" 
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By this time we had firmly fixed the perpendicular stick in between the two large stones; and Tom bent down 

and peered along the horizontal one. For fully a quarter of an hour he was alternately raising and depressing it, 

until at last, with a sigh of satisfaction, he fixed the prop into the angle, and stood up. "Look along, Jack," he 

said. "You have as straight an eye to take a sight as any man I know of." 

I looked along. There beyond the farther sight was the ruddy, scintillating speck, apparently at the end of the 

stick itself, so accurately had it been adjusted. 

"And now, my boy," said Tom, "let's have some supper and a sleep. There's nothing more to be done to-night; 

but we'll need all our wits and strength to-morrow. Get some sticks and kindle a fire here, and then we'll be 

able to keep an eye on our signal-post, and see that nothing happens to it during the night." 

Well, sir, we kindled a fire, and had supper with the Sasassa demon's eye rolling and glowing in front of us 

the whole night through. Not always in the same place, though; for after supper, when I glanced along the 

sights to have another look at it, it was nowhere to be seen. The information did not, however, seem to disturb 

Tom in any way. He merely remarked, "It's the moon, not the thing, that has shifted;" and coiling himself up, 

went to sleep. 

By early dawn we were both up, and gazing along our pointer at the cliff; but we could make out nothing save 

the one dead, monotonous, slaty surface, rougher perhaps at the part we were examining than elsewhere, but 

otherwise presenting nothing remarkable. 

"Now for your idea, Jack!" said Tom Donahue, unwinding a long thin cord from round his waist. "You fasten 

it, and guide me while I take the other end." So saying, he walked off to the base of the cliff, holding one end 

of the cord, while I drew the other taut, and wound it round the middle of the horizontal stick, passing it 

through the sight at the end. By this means I could direct Tom to the right or left, until we had our string 

stretching from the point of attachment, through the sight, and on to the rock, which it struck about eight feet 

from the ground. Tom drew a chalk circle of about three feet diameter round the spot, and then called to me to 

come and join him. "We've managed this business together, Jack," he said, "and we'll find what we are to find, 

together." The circle he had drawn embraced a part of the rock smoother than the rest, save that about the 

centre there were a few rough protuberances or knobs. One of these Tom pointed to with a cry of delight. It 

was a roughish, brownish mass about the size of a man's closed fist, and looking like a bit of dirty glass let 

into the wall of the cliff. "That's it!" he cried--"that's it!" 

"That's what?" 

"Why, man, a diamond, and such a one as there isn't a monarch in Europe but would envy Tom Donahue the 

possession of. Up with your crowbar, and we'll soon exorcise the demon of Sasassa Valley!" 

I was so astounded that for a moment I stood speechless with surprise, gazing at the treasure which had so 

unexpectedly fallen into our hands. 
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"Here, hand me the crowbar," said Tom. "Now, by using this little round knob which projects from the cliff 

here as a fulcrum, we may be able to lever it off. Yes; there it goes. I never thought it could have come so 

easily. Now, Jack, the sooner we get back to our hut and then down to Cape Town, the better." 

We wrapped up our treasure, and made our way across the hills toward home. On the way, Tom told me how, 

while a law student in the Middle Temple, he had come upon a dusty pamphlet in the library, by one Jans van 

Hounym, which told of an experience very similar to ours, which had befallen that worthy Dutchman in the 

latter part of the seventeenth century, and which resulted in the discovery of a luminous diamond. This tale it 

was which had come into Tom's head as he listened to honest Dick Wharton's ghost-story, while the means 

which he had adopted to verify his supposition sprang from his own fertile Irish brain. 

"We'll take it down to Cape Town," continued Tom, "and if we can't dispose of it with advantage there, it will 

be worth our while to ship for London with it. Let us go along to Madison's first, though; he knows something 

of these things, and can perhaps give us some idea of what we may consider a fair price for our treasure." 

We turned off from the track accordingly, before reaching our hut, and kept along the narrow path leading to 

Madison's farm. He was at lunch when we entered; and in a minute we were seated at each side of him, 

enjoying South African hospitality. 

"Well," he said, after the servants were gone, "what's in the wind now? I see you have something to say to me. 

What is it?" 

Tom produced his packet, and solemnly untied the handkerchiefs which enveloped it. "There!" he said, 

putting his crystal on the table; "what would you say was a fair price for that?" 

Madison took it up and examined it critically. "Well," he said, laying it down again, "in its crude state about 

twelve shillings per ton." 

"Twelve shillings!" cried Tom, starting to his feet. "Don't you see what it is?" 

"Rock-salt!" 

"Rock-salt be d--d! a diamond." 

"Taste it!" said Madison. 

Tom put it to his lips, dashed it down with a dreadful exclamation, and rushed out of the room. 

I felt sad and disappointed enough myself; but presently, remembering what Tom had said about the pistol, I, 

too left the house, and made for the hut, leaving Madison open-mouthed with astonishment. When I got in, I 

found Tom lying in his bunk with his face to the wall, too dispirited apparently to answer my consolations. 
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Anathematising Dick and Madison, the Sasassa demon, and everything else, I strolled out of the hut, and 

refreshed myself with a pipe after our wearisome adventure. I was about fifty yards from the hut, when I 

heard issuing from it the sound which of all others I least expected to hear. Had it been a groan or an oath, I 

should have taken it as a matter of course; but the sound which caused me to stop and take the pipe out of my 

mouth was a hearty roar of laughter! Next moment Tom himself emerged from the door, his whole face 

radiant with delight. "Game for another ten-mile walk, old fellow?" 

"What! for another lump of rock-salt, at twelve shillings a ton?" 

" 'No more of that, Hal, an you love me,' " grinned Tom. "Now look here, Jack. What blessed fools we are to 

be so floored by a trifle! Just sit on this stump for five minutes, and I'll make it as clear as daylight. You've 

seen many a lump of rock-salt stuck in a crag, and so have I, though we did make such a mull of this one. 

Now, Jack, did any of the pieces you have ever seen shine in the darkness brighter than any fire-fly?" 

"Well, I can't say they ever did." 

"I'd venture to prophesy that if we waited until night, which we won't do, we would see that light still 

glimmering among the rocks. Therefore, Jack, when we took away this worthless salt, we took the wrong 

crystal. It is no very strange thing in these hills that a piece of rock-salt should be lying within a foot of a 

diamond. It caught our eyes, and we were excited, and so we made fools of ourselves, and left the real stone 

behind. Depend upon it, Jack, the Sasassa gem is lying within that magic circle of chalk upon the face of 

yonder cliff. Come, old fellow, light your pipe and stow your revolver, and we'll be off before that fellow 

Madison has time to put two and two together." 

I don't know that I was very sanguine this time. I had begun, in fact, to look upon the diamond as a most 

unmitigated nuisance. However, rather than throw a damper on Tom's expectations, I announced myself eager 

to start. What a walk it was! Tom was always a good mountaineer, but his excitement seemed to lend him 

wings that day, while I scrambled along after him as best I could. 

When we got within half a mile he broke into the "double," and never pulled up until he reached the round 

white circle upon the cliff. Poor old Tom! when I came up, his mood had changed, and he was standing with 

his hands in his pockets, gazing vacantly before him with a rueful countenance. 

"Look!" he said, "look!" and he pointed at the cliff. Not a sign of anything in the least resembling a diamond 

there. The circle included nothing but a flat slate-coloured stone, with one large hole, where we had extracted 

the rock-salt, and one or two smaller depressions. No sign of the gem. 

"I've been over every inch of it," said poor Tom. "It's not there. Some one has been here and noticed the chalk, 

and taken it. Come home, Jack; I feel sick and tired. Oh, had any man ever luck like mine!" 

I turned to go, but took one last look at the cliff first. Tom was already ten paces off. 
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"Hollo!" I cried, "don't you see any change in that circle since yesterday?" 

"What d' ye mean?" said Tom. 

"Don't you miss a thing that was there before?" 

"The rock-salt?" said Tom. 

"No; but the little round knob that we used for a fulcrum. I suppose we must have wrenched it off in using the 

lever. Let's have a look at what it's made of." 

Accordingly, at the foot of the cliff we searched about among the loose stones. 

"Here you are, Jack! We've done it at last! We're made men!" 

I turned round, and there was Tom radiant with delight, and with the little corner of black rock in his hand. At 

first sight it seemed to be merely a chip from the cliff; but near the base there was projecting from it an object 

which Tom was now exultingly pointing out. It looked at first something like a glass eye; but there was a 

depth and brilliancy about it such as glass never exhibited. There was no mistake this time; we had certainly 

got possession of a jewel of great value; and with light hearts we turned from the valley, bearing away with us 

the "fiend" which had so long reigned there. 

There, sir; I've spun my story out too long, and tired you perhaps. You see, when I get talking of those rough 

old days, I kind of see the little cabin again, and the brook beside it, and the bush around, and seem to hear 

Tom's honest voice once more. There's little for me to say now. We prospered on the gem. Tom Donahue, as 

you know, has set up here, and is well known about town. I have done well, farming and ostrich-raising in 

Africa. We set old Dick Wharton up in business, and he is one of our nearest neighbours. If you should ever 

be coming up our way, sir, you'll not forget to ask for Jack Turnbull--Jack Turnbull of Sasassa Farm. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-mystery-of-sasassa-valley  
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Engineers fabricate microfluidic chips for biomedical applications 

3D-printing technique could transform medical testing devices 

 
 

Engineers fabricate a 3D-printed microfluidic device in precise microscale. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

May 18, 2022 

Microfluidic devices have important applications in medical research, drug development and diagnostic tools. 

The compact devices have channels carved into a resin chip that enable testing on a microscale and are labor-

intensive to produce. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=305200&org=NSF
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A team of engineers based at the University of Southern California, pursuing U.S. National Science 

Foundation-supported research, developed a specialized 3D-printing technique that allows microfluidic 

channels to be fabricated on chips at a precise microscale not previously achieved. 

The team used vat photopolymerization, a type of 3D-printing technology that harnesses light to manage the 

conversion of liquid resin material into a solid form. 

"This is the first time we've been able to print something where the channel height is at the 10-micron level 

and we can control it accurately, to an error of plus or minus one micron," said Yong Chen, one of the authors 

of the study. 

The process involves a using liquid photopolymer resin to construct the object layer by layer and curing each 

layer with ultraviolet light. During fabrication, the printed object is moved to build additional layers. 

Chen said, "When you project the light, ideally, you only want to cure one layer of the channel wall and leave 

the liquid resin inside the channel untouched, but it's hard to control the curing depth, as we are trying to 

target something that is only a 10-micron gap." 

The team created channels by using a platform that moves between the light source and the printed object to 

block the light from curing the liquid resin within the channel. After the curing process the residual liquid 

resin is cleared from the channel. 

"There are so many applications for microfluidic channels,” Chen said. “You can flow a blood sample 

through the channel, mixing it with other chemicals, so you can, for example, detect whether you have 

COVID or high blood sugar levels.” 

Right now, said Chen, “we use biopsies to check for cancer cells, cutting organ or tissue from a patient to 

reveal a mix of healthy cells and tumor cells. Instead, we could use simple microfluidic devices to flow the 

sample through channels with accurately printed heights to separate cells into different sizes, so we don't 

allow those healthy cells to interfere with our detection." 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&amp=&cntn_id=305200&utm_medi

um=email&utm_source=govdelivery  

  

https://viterbischool.usc.edu/news/2022/04/new-3d-printing-technique-a-game-changer-for-medical-testing-devices/
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1663663&HistoricalAwards=false
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1663663&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-022-28579-z
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&amp=&cntn_id=305200&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&amp=&cntn_id=305200&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Deadbots can speak for you after your death 

COMPUTER SCIENCE • ETHICS • SOCIOLOGY 

ByInvited Researcher May 16, 2022 0 comments Print 

Author: Sara Suárez-Gonzalo is a Juan de la Cierva postdoctoral resercher at the Communication Networks 

and Social Change Research Group of the Internet Interdisciplinary Institute (Universitat Oberta de 

Catalunya) and has been visiting fellow at the Chaire Hoover d’éthique économique et sociale (ISP, 

UCLouvain). 

Photo: Leon Neal / AFP 

Machine-learning systems are increasingly worming their way through our everyday lives, challenging our 

moral and social values and the rules that govern them. These days, virtual assistants threaten the privacy of 

the home; news recommenders shape the way we understand the world; risk-prediction systems tip social 

workers on which children to protect from abuse; while data-driven hiring tools also rank your chances of 

landing a job. However, the ethics of machine learning remains blurry for many. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/technology/computer-science/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/humanities-social-sciences/ethics/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/humanities-social-sciences/sociology/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/16/deadbots-can-speak-for-you-after-your-death/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/16/deadbots-can-speak-for-you-after-your-death/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
javascript:window.print()
https://theconversation.com/amazon-echos-privacy-issues-go-way-beyond-voice-recordings-130016
https://doi.org/10.1007/s10462-021-10043-x
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/01/02/magazine/can-an-algorithm-tell-when-kids-are-in-danger.html
https://datajusticeproject.net/wp-content/uploads/sites/30/2019/05/Report-The-datafication-of-the-workplace.pdf
https://link.springer.com/article/10.1007/s00146-021-01154-8
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Searching for articles on the subject for the young engineers attending the Ethics and Information and 

Communications Technology course at UCLouvain, Belgium, I was particularly struck by the case of Joshua 

Barbeau, a 33-year-old man who used a website called Project December to create a conversational robot – 

a chatbot – that would simulate conversation with his deceased fiancée, Jessica. 

Conversational robots mimicking dead people 

Known as a deadbot, this type of chatbot allowed Barbeau to exchange text messages with an artificial 

“Jessica”. Despite the ethically controversial nature of the case, I rarely found materials that went beyond the 

mere factual aspect and analysed the case through an explicit normative lens: why would it be right or wrong, 

ethically desirable or reprehensible, to develop a deadbot? 

Before we grapple with these questions, let’s put things into context: Project December was created by the 

game developer Jason Rohrer to enable people to customise chatbots with the personality they wanted to 

interact with, provided that they paid for it. The project was built drawing on an API of GPT-3, a text-

generating language model by the artificial intelligence research company OpenAI. Barbeau’s case opened 

a rift between Rohrer and OpenAI because the company’s guidelines explicitly forbid GPT-3 to be used for 

sexual, amorous, self-harm or bullying purposes. 

Calling OpenAI’s position as hyper-moralistic and arguing that people like Barbeau were “consenting adults”, 

Rohrer shut down the GPT-3 version of Project December. 

While we may all have intuitions about whether it is right or wrong to develop a machine-learning deadbot, 

spelling out its implications hardly makes for an easy task. This is why it is important to address the ethical 

questions raised by the case, step by step. 

Is Barbeau’s consent enough to develop Jessica’s deadbot? 

Since Jessica was a real (albeit dead) person, Barbeau consenting to the creation of a deadbot mimicking her 

seems insufficient. Even when they die, people are not mere things with which others can do as they please. 

This is why our societies consider it wrong to desecrate or to be disrespectful to the memory of the dead. In 

other words, we have certain moral obligations towards the dead, insofar as death does not necessarily imply 

that people cease to exist in a morally relevant way. 

Likewise, the debate is open as to whether we should protect the dead’s fundamental rights 

(e.g., privacy and personal data). Developing a deadbot replicating someone’s personality requires great 

amounts of personal information such as social network data (see what Microsoft or Eternime propose) which 

have proven to reveal highly sensitive traits. 

If we agree that it is unethical to use people’s data without their consent while they are alive, why should it be 

ethical to do so after their death? In that sense, when developing a deadbot, it seems reasonable to request the 

consent of the one whose personality is mirrored – in this case, Jessica. 

https://www.sfchronicle.com/tech/article/Listen-Artificial-intelligence-helped-him-grieve-16333438.php
https://www.sfchronicle.com/tech/article/Listen-Artificial-intelligence-helped-him-grieve-16333438.php
https://projectdecember.net/
https://beta.openai.com/docs/engines/gpt-3
https://www.theregister.com/2021/09/08/project_december_openai_gpt_3/
https://beta.openai.com/docs/usage-guidelines
https://www.theregister.com/2021/09/08/project_december_openai_gpt_3/
https://www.persee.fr/doc/phlou_0035-3841_2003_num_101_1_7471
https://theconversation.com/chatbots-that-resurrect-the-dead-legal-experts-weigh-in-on-disturbing-technology-155436
https://theconversation.com/digging-your-own-digital-grave-how-should-you-manage-the-data-you-leave-behind-143755
https://www.ubergizmo.com/2021/01/microsoft-chatbot-dead-loved-ones/
https://eternime.breezy.hr/
https://doi.org/10.1073/pnas.1218772110
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Death separates us from loved ones, but could machine learning bring them back to digital life? Photo: 

Philippe Lorez/AFP 

When the imitated person gives the green light 

Thus, the second question is: would Jessica’s consent be enough to consider her deadbot’s creation ethical? 

What if it was degrading to her memory? 

The limits of consent are, indeed, a controversial issue. Take as a paradigmatic example the “Rotenburg 

Cannibal”, who was sentenced to life imprisonment despite the fact that his victim had agreed to be eaten. In 

this regard, it has been argued that it is unethical to consent to things that can be detrimental to ourselves, be it 

physically (to sell one’s own vital organs) or abstractly (to alienate one’s own rights). 

In what specific terms something might be detrimental to the dead is a particularly complex issue that I will 

not analyse in full. It is worth noting, however, that even if the dead cannot be harmed or offended in the 

same way than the living, this does not mean that they are invulnerable to bad actions, nor that these are 

ethical. The dead can suffer damages to their honour, reputation or dignity (for example, posthumous smear 

campaigns), and disrespect toward the dead also harms those close to them. Moreover, behaving badly toward 

the dead leads us to a society that is more unjust and less respectful with people’s dignity overall. 

https://www.theguardian.com/world/2003/dec/04/germany.lukeharding
https://www.theguardian.com/world/2003/dec/04/germany.lukeharding
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Finally, given the malleability and unpredictability of machine-learning systems, there is a risk that the 

consent provided by the person mimicked (while alive) does not mean much more than a blank check on its 

potential paths. 

Taking all of this into account, it seems reasonable to conclude if the deadbot’s development or use fails to 

correspond to what the imitated person has agreed to, their consent should be considered invalid. Moreover, if 

it clearly and intentionally harms their dignity, even their consent should not be enough to consider it ethical. 

Who takes responsibility? 

A third issue is whether artificial intelligence systems should aspire to mimic any kind of human behaviour 

(irrespective here of whether this is possible). 

This has been a long-standing concern in the field of AI and it is closely linked to the dispute between Rohrer 

and OpenAI. Should we develop artificial systems capable of, for example, caring for others or making 

political decisions? It seems that there is something in these skills that make humans different from other 

animals and from machines. Hence, it is important to note instrumentalising AI toward techno-

solutionist ends such as replacing loved ones may lead to a devaluation of what characterises us as human 

beings. 

The fourth ethical question is who bears responsibility for the outcomes of a deadbot – especially in the case 

of harmful effects. 

Imagine that Jessica’s deadbot autonomously learned to perform in a way that demeaned her memory or 

irreversibly damaged Barbeau’s mental health. Who would take responsibility? AI experts answer this 

slippery question through two main approaches: first, responsibility falls upon those involved in the design 

and development of the system, as long as they do so according to their particular interests and worldviews; 

second, machine-learning systems are context-dependent, so the moral responsibilities of their outputs should 

be distributed among all the agents interacting with them. 

I place myself closer to the first position. In this case, as there is an explicit co-creation of the deadbot that 

involves OpenAI, Jason Rohrer and Joshua Barbeau, I consider it logical to analyse the level of responsibility 

of each party. 

First, it would be hard to make OpenAI responsible after they explicitly forbade using their system for sexual, 

amorous, self-harm or bullying purposes. 

It seems reasonable to attribute a significant level of moral responsibility to Rohrer because he: (a) explicitly 

designed the system that made it possible to create the deadbot; (b) did it without anticipating measures to 

avoid potential adverse outcomes; (c) was aware that it was failing to comply with OpenAI’s guidelines; and 

(d) profited from it. 

And because Barbeau customised the deadbot drawing on particular features of Jessica, it seems legitimate to 

hold him co-responsible in the event that it degraded her memory. 

https://www.theamericanconservative.com/prufrock/the-problem-with-technosolutionism/
https://www.theamericanconservative.com/prufrock/the-problem-with-technosolutionism/
https://theconversation.com/bereaved-who-take-comfort-in-digital-messages-from-dead-loved-ones-live-in-fear-of-losing-them-109754
https://link.springer.com/article/10.1007/s10551-018-3921-3
https://link.springer.com/article/10.1007/s10551-018-3921-3
https://doi.org/10.1098/rsta.2016.0112
https://doi.org/10.1098/rsta.2016.0112
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Ethical, under certain conditions 

So, coming back to our first, general question of whether it is ethical to develop a machine-learning deadbot, 

we could give an affirmative answer on the condition that: 

• both the person mimicked and the one customising and interacting with it have given their free 

consent to as detailed a description as possible of the design, development and uses of the system; 

• developments and uses that do not stick to what the imitated person consented to or that go against 

their dignity are forbidden; 

• the people involved in its development and those who profit from it take responsibility for its 

potential negative outcomes. Both retroactively, to account for events that have happened, and 

prospectively, to actively prevent them to happen in the future. 

This case exemplifies why the ethics of machine learning matters. It also illustrates why it is essential to open 

a public debate that can better inform citizens and help us develop policy measures to make AI systems more 

open, socially fair and compliant with fundamental rights.  

This article is republished from The Conversation under a Creative Commons license. Original article. 

  

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/16/deadbots-can-speak-for-you-after-your-

death/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

  

https://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/deadbots-can-speak-for-you-after-your-death-is-that-ethical-182076
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/16/deadbots-can-speak-for-you-after-your-death/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/16/deadbots-can-speak-for-you-after-your-death/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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More than half of Americans live within an hour of extended family 

BY KILEY HURST 

 
Most Americans value living close to their families – and more than half of them actually do, according to a 

recent Pew Research Center survey. 

Overall, 55% of U.S. adults say they live within an hour’s drive of at least some of their extended family 

members. Roughly equal shares of Americans say they live near all or most of their extended family (28%) or 

near some extended family (27%). Another 24% of adults say they live within an hour’s drive of only a few 

family members, while one-in-five say they do not live near any extended family members. Only 1% of 

Americans say they don’t have extended family at all, according to the survey, which defined extended family 

as children, parents, grandparents, grandchildren, brothers, sisters, cousins, aunts, uncles and in-laws who 

don’t currently live with the respondent. 

Those with the highest education levels are the least likely to live close to extended family. About four-in-ten 

adults with a postgraduate degree (42%) have at least some extended family members within an hour’s drive, 

compared with 48% of those with a bachelor’s degree, 56% of those with some college experience and 63% 

of adults with a high school diploma or less education. About a third of adults with a postgraduate degree 

(32%) do not live near any extended family, compared with 14% of those with a high school education or 

less. 

https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/kiley-hurst
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(Thomas Barwick via Getty Images)  

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/05/18/more-than-half-of-americans-live-within-an-hour-of-extended-family/ft_22-05-17_extendedfamily_1/
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How we did this 

Having extended family nearby also differs by income status. Adults with lower and middle incomes are more 

likely than upper-income adults to live near at least some extended family. In contrast, upper-income adults 

are the most likely to say they live near no extended family. Roughly one-quarter of upper-income adults say 

this (27%), compared with 20% of middle-income and 16% of lower-income adults. 

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/05/18/more-than-half-of-americans-live-within-an-hour-of-extended-family/ft_22-05-17_extendedfamily_2/
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Asian Americans are less likely than White, Black and Hispanic adults to be living near all or most of their 

extended family: 18% of Asian adults say this, compared with about three-in-ten in each of the other groups. 

Asian adults are also the most likely to say they live near none of their extended family (33%). This could be 

due in part to the high share of Asian American adults (75%) who were born in another country and whose 

extended families may still be living there. Adults born in another country or in Puerto Rico and the other 

U.S. territories (25%) are more likely than those born in the United States (19%) to say none of their extended 

family members live nearby. 

There are notable regional differences across the U.S. in the shares of adults who live near at least some 

family, with adults in the Northeast and Midwest being the most likely to do so (62% each). Slightly more 

than half of adults in the South (53%) say they live near at least some extended family, while fewer than half  

Adults living in rural communities are more likely than those in urban or suburban communities to live near at 

least some extended family. Roughly six-in-ten adults in rural communities (62%) say they are within an hour 

of all, most or some of their extended family, compared with 54% of adults in suburban areas and 50% in 

urban areas. 

Adults ages 50 to 64 are more likely than other age groups to live within an hour of extended family. Six-in-

ten adults ages 50 to 64 live near at least some extended family, compared with 53% of those 18 to 29, 52% 

of those 30 to 49 and 55% of those 65 and older. 

Adults in multigenerational households, who already live with some family members, are more likely than 

adults in other types of households to live near at least some extended family. In addition to the family 

members they live with, some 64% of adults in multigenerational households live within an hour’s drive of at 

least some extended family, compared with 53% of adults who do not live in multigenerational households. 

Adults in the so-called “sandwich generation” are also more likely to live near family. These are adults who 

have a parent age 65 or older and are raising at least one child younger than 18 or providing financial support 

to an adult child. Roughly six-in-ten adults in the sandwich generation live close to at least some extended 

family, compared with a slightly smaller share of adults not in the sandwich generation (54%). 

https://www.pewresearch.org/social-trends/2022/03/24/financial-issues-top-the-list-of-reasons-u-s-adults-live-in-multigenerational-homes/
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/04/08/more-than-half-of-americans-in-their-40s-are-sandwiched-between-an-aging-parent-and-their-own-children/
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of adults in the West (46%) say the same.

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/05/18/more-than-half-of-americans-live-within-an-hour-of-extended-family/ft_22-05-17_extendedfamily_3/
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https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/05/18/more-than-half-of-americans-live-within-an-hour-of-extended-family/ft_22-05-17_extendedfamily_4/
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An overwhelming majority of Americans value having family close by, according to the same survey. Three-

quarters of adults say it is at least somewhat important to them personally to live in a community where 

family is nearby, including 36% who say it is very important. Those who value having family nearby 

often do live near their relatives: Some 62% of adults who say living near family is at least somewhat 

important to them live near some or more of their extended family members. In contrast, 34% of adults who 

say having family is not too important or not important at all live near at least some extended family. 

Research has shown that living near extended family is linked to real-life economic impacts. In particular, 

married women with young children are more likely to work or be in the labor force if they live near their 

mothers or mothers-in-law, as child care can often be a challenge for working parents. Additionally, informal 

caregiving by adult children for their aging parents helps decrease medical expenses and is often preferred by 

the elderly over formal care. 

The value that Americans place on having family nearby varies by gender and age. Women are more likely 

than men to say that having family nearby is very important (42% vs. 29%), although roughly equal shares of 

men and women say they actually do have at least some extended family nearby (57% of women and 54% of 

men say this). Among adults who live near at least some extended family, half of women say living in a 

community with family nearby is very important, compared with roughly four-in-ten men (38%). 

Adults 65 and older are the most likely to say having family nearby is very important to them personally. 

More than four-in-ten (44%) say this, compared with 38% of adults ages 50 to 64, 33% of those 18 to 29 and 

31% of those 30 to 49. 

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

 

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/05/18/more-than-half-of-americans-live-within-an-hour-of-

extended-family/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=eb9da9812a-

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

  

https://www.nber.org/system/files/working_papers/w17678/w17678.pdf
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2021/01/26/a-rising-share-of-working-parents-in-the-u-s-say-its-been-difficult-to-handle-child-care-during-the-pandemic/
https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/15556241/
https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/15556241/
https://www.pewresearch.org/wp-content/uploads/2022/05/Extended-Family-topline_FINAL.pdf
https://www.pewresearch.org/social-trends/2021/12/16/methodology-46/
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/05/18/more-than-half-of-americans-live-within-an-hour-of-extended-family/?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/fact-tank/2022/05/18/more-than-half-of-americans-live-within-an-hour-of-extended-family/?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/fact-tank/2022/05/18/more-than-half-of-americans-live-within-an-hour-of-extended-family/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=eb9da9812a-SDT_2022_05_19&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_3e953b9b70-eb9da9812a-399979481
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From the Window of a Plane, by Andrei Voznesensky 

 

 

 

 

In the world of friends, where travel is slower, 

What do you do there, in the world of rain? 

Who shares the segments of your tangerine? 

Which exams do you take again? 

 

Or, mistress, full of the charm of arrogance 

Do you toss your head, defiant, solemn, 

And run like musical hammers out 

Along the railings, among the columns? 

 

O prima donna! do you still play pranks? 

Or is it that, chilled, having left your bed 

You wander barefoot, nor dare to lift 

The receiver, heavy as dumbbells of lead. 

 

I hear you’ve married. Healed, I forget you. 

Then why do you freeze as fresh light rain 

Over the streaming landscape freezes 

Freezes  

              attentive 

                               the wing of the plane? 

  

—Translated by Rose Styron and Olga Carlisle 

 

From issue no. 26 (Summer–Fall 1961) 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read The Art of Poetry No. 26 with Andrei Voznesensky, born on 

this day in 1933, from issue no. 78 (Summer 1980)? 

  

https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--

enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv

9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-

ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-

eb2e3e5a1ec3.png 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bf5c17e1e5&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=96670c5c58&e=d538c8f2e0
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
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Forests' ability to regenerate after disturbances depends on seed production 

Findings could boost recovery and replanting after disasters 

 
 

New findings could boost forest recovery and replanting after disasters. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

May 17, 2022 

A forest's ability to regenerate after devastating wildfires, droughts or other disturbances depends largely on 

seed production. Findings from two U.S. National Science Foundation-supported studies led by Duke 

University researchers could boost recovery and replanting after these disasters by providing foresters with 

new guidance on which tree species produce more seeds, and how their productivity can vary depending on 

location. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=305195&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1754443&HistoricalAwards=false
https://nicholas.duke.edu/news/studies-find-seeds-forests-renewal-after-wildfire-drought
https://nicholas.duke.edu/news/studies-find-seeds-forests-renewal-after-wildfire-drought
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"Knowing which species produce more seeds and in which habitats helps us better understand how to manage 

for seed trees and optimize forest regeneration, especially in areas where seed is limited, like much of the 

Western U.S.," said James Clark, corresponding author on both papers, one in Nature Communications, the 

other in Ecology Letters. 

The studies come at a time of growing concern about the ability of forests to recover from increasingly 

frequent and severe droughts and wildfires linked to climate change, and increased harvesting to meet 

growing human demand for wood and other timber products.  

"In addition to the conservation implications, this research will change our understanding of species 

coexistence at the community scale as well as species diversity globally," said Betsy Von Holle, a program 

director in NSF's Division of Environmental Biology. 

Clark added that the findings, “which are the first to establish global patterns in tree seed production and to 

quantify how many seeds different species produce under different conditions, could be very useful for forest 

management and renewal initiatives worldwide." 

The studies synthesize data on seed production for more than 700 species -- from the tropics to sub-Arctic 

regions -- and shed new light on how tree fecundity and seed supply contribute to forest regeneration and 

biodiversity in different climate zones, Clark said. That knowledge is essential to understanding the evolution 

of forest species and how they respond to losses. 

One of the most unexpected findings is that trees in the wet tropics collectively produce 250 times more seeds 

than those in dry boreal forests. There are more big trees in the wet tropics and they produce, on average, 100 

times more seeds than trees of the same size in boreal regions, which may explain why species interactions 

are so intense in tropical forests, Clark said. 

Another key finding is that seed production is not constrained by seed size. That dispels a popular assumption 

that species that produce larger seeds must produce proportionately fewer of them and, as a result, be more 

susceptible to loss. 

Knowing this information can help guide the replanting and management of many of the Western forests 

scotched by recent wildfires, Clark said. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov  

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=305195&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery   

  

https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-022-30037-9
https://onlinelibrary.wiley.com/doi/abs/10.1111/ele.14012
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
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PANDEMIC INSPIRES A NEW CROP OF FARMERS 

When COVID-19 disrupted livelihoods and supply chains, young urban Mexicans decided to learn to grow 

food themselves. 

 

by ALINE SUÁREZ DEL REAL and ADRIANA ALCÁZAR GONZÁLEZ 

JULY 28, 2022, 8:00 AM, CDT 

This story was originally published by Global Press Journal. 

CUAUTITLÁN IZCALLI, MEXICO — Growing up in a concrete city of more than 5 million people, María 

de Lourdes Félix never thought she would harvest corn and worry about worms. 

But during the pandemic lockdown in March 2020, the 32-year-old enrolled in an online three-month 

economics course offered by Instituto Mexiquense de la Juventud, a government agency. Inspired, 10 

classmates started a project to plant and harvest corn, calling themselves Maizkali. They borrowed a piece of 

farmland that had been in one of their families for generations. 

https://www.texasobserver.org/author/aline-suarez-del-real/
https://www.texasobserver.org/author/adriana-alcazar-gonzalez/
https://globalpressjournal.com/americas/mexico/pandemic-inspires-new-crop-farmers/
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The members harvested their first crop in November 2021—then had to spend several days cleaning it, after 

discovering that they had stored it incorrectly and left it vulnerable to vermin. This was just one of many 

lessons learned by returning to the earth, Félix says. 

“We would like more young people to realize that caring for and valuing the countryside is important, even in 

this place where there seems to be no reason to do so anymore,” she says. “Working the fields represents not 

only an economic alternative but also has to do with recovering forms of organization and cosmovision.” 

After more than two years of the pandemic, younger generations of urban Mexicans have found unexpected 

inspiration in more traditional ways of life. Although this trend was brewing before 2020, the lockdowns 

inspired more interest in the origins of food and clothing, and how to survive without modern conveniences. 

“Young people nowadays don’t even know where the fruit and vegetables they eat come from. They don’t 

question it because they don’t know the countryside, their parents hardly taught them or they didn’t even 

work it themselves,” says Ana Isabel Moreno, professor and agroforestry researcher at Escuela Nacional de 

Estudios Superiores Unidad Morelia, part of the National Autonomous University of Mexico. 

During the pandemic, Moreno and her agroforestry science students created Activando agroecologías, a free, 

downloadable PDF that encourages this emerging trend. 

“There are plenty of spaces on the outskirts of urban areas where agriculture was practiced before,” she says. 

“Those areas are still there, and now it’s young people who are going back to them.” 

In Cuautitlán Izcalli, a city in the State of Mexico, only 10% of the population works in agriculture. Urban 

development has turned this area into a bedroom community, where people sleep after returning from their 

jobs or schools, 34 kilometers (21 miles) away in downtown Mexico City. With most of their food coming 

from other states, there was some concern that the population would face shortages during the pandemic. 

“I literally grew up surrounded by cement,” says Melissa González, 26, a political scientist and Maizkali 

member. “I don’t remember anything relating to the countryside, the forest and especially anything related to 

working with the soil.” 

This desire to go back to an agrarian way of life mystifies and even worries some of their elders. Rafael 

Cerón, 62, says he has dissuaded his children from farming a piece of land their family owns but has not 

cultivated in decades. 

“I tell my children that the field has already given what it had to give and that is not what they are going to 

live on,” he says. “If they want to have small plants, that’s fine, but don’t invest in planting. We wanted to 

take our children out of the fields because it is a lot of work and little pay. We want them to go to the 

university.” 

Farther south, in San Cristóbal de Las Casas, a rapidly growing urban center of close to 200,000 people in the 

state of Chiapas, this trend sprung from necessity, as the pandemic emptied the once-busy tourist streets. 

https://www.gob.mx/semarnat/educacionambiental/documentos/activando-agroecologias-de-jovenes-para-jovenes?idiom=es
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Emerging collectives of young adults and children sought to reclaim public spaces, such as the Tlaxcala 

neighborhood square, to grow vegetables and encourage traditional artistic activities. 

Elías Darinel Vázquez Ballinas, 37, a member of Colectivo Plan Bioma, says that these spaces represent an 

opportunity for people to reconnect with the earth, cultivate their own food and build spaces for collaboration. 

“We came to an agreement with the neighborhood board of directors to turn the square into a food-producing 

garden and a space for support and learning,” Vázquez Ballinas says. “All the members share what they know 

with others—knitting, embroidery, singing, playing the guitar, writing poems—while they grow onions, 

cilantro, chard, cabbage and carrots.” 

Basilia López, 26, from San Juan Cancuc, a neighboring municipality with a predominantly indigenous 

population, goes to the garden three times a week. In its 1 square meter (11 square feet), she has learned to 

cultivate 10 types of plants and no longer needs to buy as much food at the market. In exchange, she offers 

weekly embroidery classes to the other participants. 

“Something I learned in this place is that if we all do our part, then we all win,” she says. 

Geovanni Nájera Guzmán, 26, founded El Semillero, an agroecology center north of the city, in March 2020. 

He says that because of pandemic-related school closures, local youths needed safe outdoor activities while 

their parents were at work. 

“A few kids wanted to get together to dance and rap, so I thought we could go beyond that to use hip-hop with 

agroecology and food production — to raise consciousness among the population about the importance of 

healthy eating, self-production and the consumption of healthy foods,” Nájera Guzmán says. 

In Cuautitlán Izcalli, as Maizkali prepares for its second harvest, Félix says the group’s members have learned 

that farming connects them to both the earth and their cultural identities. 

“This is a struggle, it’s a resistance, it’s a question of food sovereignty — and we want to understand how 

farming works in our country,” she says. “If we stop farming, we lose not only the corn but a myriad of 

practices and ways of seeing the world.” 

TRANSLATION NOTE 

Sarah DeVries, GPJ, translated this article from Spanish. 

 

https://www.texasobserver.org/pandemic-urban-farmers-mexico/?goal=0_975e2d1fa1-e3046dfd31-

34691563&mc_cid=e3046dfd31&mc_eid=719d1b7f9f 

  

https://www.facebook.com/Colectivo-Plan-Bioma-1443320222578939/
https://www.facebook.com/Semillero-109140927492704/
https://globalpressjournal.com/staff/sarah-devries/
https://globalpressjournal.com/staff/
https://www.texasobserver.org/pandemic-urban-farmers-mexico/?goal=0_975e2d1fa1-e3046dfd31-34691563&mc_cid=e3046dfd31&mc_eid=719d1b7f9f
https://www.texasobserver.org/pandemic-urban-farmers-mexico/?goal=0_975e2d1fa1-e3046dfd31-34691563&mc_cid=e3046dfd31&mc_eid=719d1b7f9f
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BIG SHOCK IN BIG BEND 

In May, the Rio Grande ran dry in storied Santa Elena Canyon—warning of big trouble all along Texas’ 

longest river. 

 

by DYLAN BADDOUR 

https://www.texasobserver.org/author/dylan-baddour/
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JUNE 29, 2022, 9:11 AM, CDT 

Visitors to the Big Bend country in May noticed a conspicuous absence: the Rio Grande, whose great arching 

pathway gives this region its name.  

Where cool water used to flow, a dry, cracking riverbed now snakes through some of Texas’ most iconic 

landscapes.  

Near Santa Elena Canyon, a river gage measured 0 cubic feet per second for the first time on record on April 

28, and it stayed that way for most of the next month.  

WHAT’S MISSING FROM THIS PICTURE? THE RIO GRANDE RUNS DRY AT SANTA ELENA 

CANYONDYLAN BADDOUR/TEXAS OBSERVER 

It’s a grim warning sign for the lower reaches of the Rio Grande, which provide water to millions of acres of 

crops and to many people in Texas and Mexico. The river has dried up in other spots off and on for decades 

now, battered by drought and overuse, but never in these places. No one alive has seen the river as it looks 

today.  

https://www.texasobserver.org/el-paso-is-on-the-cutting-edge-of-water-conservation-it-really-has-no-choice/
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“The scope of this is significantly more widespread than I have ever seen,” said Raymond Skiles, a retired 

park ranger who spent 31 years at Big Bend National Park and grew up in the region.  

Heavy rains fell in West Texas and North Mexico over the first weekend in June, sending a raging pulse of 

water down the canyons of Big Bend and wetting the riverbed again. It was sweet relief from the ongoing 

drought, but nothing near enough to bring the once-great river of Texas back to life.   

What seems like the death throes of this river began slowly. Upstream, between El Paso and Presidio, the so-

called “forgotten” stretch has run dry intermittently for the last 40 years. But water from the Rio Conchos, 

which meets the Rio Grande at Presidio, always brought the river back to life before.  

Skiles said he only saw the river dry up once below the Conchos in Big Bend National Park. It was 2003 and 

it happened along a particularly remote area, accessible only via a 15-mile round-trip hike. The phenomenon 

lasted only several weeks and never affected more visited stretches of river upstream, so few visitors noticed.  

Today, more than 100 miles of Rio Grande riverbed are dry or hold stagnant water. At Santa Elena 

Canyon,one of the park’s most popular sights, visitors have gawked at the striking absence of water.  
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SARAH PIERSON OF SAN ANTONIO TOOK HER MOTHER AND 11-YEAR-OLD DAUGHTER TO 

VISIT THIS LANDMARK SHE KNEW WELL GROWING UP, BUT WAS SURPRISED TO FIND IT 

DRY.DYLAN BADDOUR/TEXAS OBSERVER 

“It used to be so nice and cool when there was a river here,” Sarah Pierson told her 11-year-old daughter as 

they hiked the dry bed of the Rio Grande through Santa Elena Canyon in late May. 

Growing up in Austin, Pierson, 50, said she visited this place at least 10 times. Now back from a 15 year 

military deployment abroad, she’d brought her daughter and mom to see the Big Bend, but had no idea the 

river would be gone.  

“It’s depressing,” Pierson said from the cracking riverbed as temperatures reached 106 Farenheit. “I’m trying 

to introduce my child to all the beautiful things I remember, but it’s not so beautiful anymore.” 

Early summer rains filled the canyon again, but twice in June it almost dried up again. 

The main culprit is water extraction to serve major cities and agriculture, which makes the river extremely 

sensitive to drought. Neither Rocky Mountain snowmelt or rainfall from New Mexico have flowed through 
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this section of the river for more than 100 years, since dams upriver save that water for irrigation in the high 

desert of New Mexico.  

UPSTREAM FROM BIG BEND NATIONAL PARK, THE RIVER IS ONLY A SUCCESSION OF 

STAGNANT POOLS.DYLAN BADDOUR/TEXAS OBSERVER 

Only the Rio Conchos of Chihuahua, Mexico supplies this stretch of Rio Grande. Amid extended drought in 

Northern Mexico, farmers and ranchers in the Conchos basin have no spare water to send downstream. 

“Right now Mexico is delivering almost no water,” said Samuel Sandoval-Solis, a professor and researcher at 

UC Davis in an interview. Sandoval-Solis did his PhD on Rio Grande water management in 2011. “The river 

has just been desiccated.”  

All this queues up big problems, he said, because Mexico doesn’t just owe water to keep the famous canyons 

of Big Bend looking pretty. Flows released down the Conchos flow into downstream reservoirs like Lake 

Amistad, which hold water for millions of people and millions of acres of farmland in the Lower Rio Grande 

Valley.  
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Those reservoirs are currently at historic lows, Sandoval-Solis said. And with the Rio Grande running dry 

upriver too, there isn’t much reason to expect those levels to rise.  

“We’ve just allowed the situation to devolve into a crisis,” said Kimberly Baeza, who grew up on the Rio 

Grande in West Texas and now works as a hydrologist in Arizona. “We have a lot of reckoning to do with 

how we have mismanaged and depleted these systems.” 

SUPPORT INDEPENDENT JOURNALISM 

Do you think free access to journalism like this is important? The Texas Observer is known for its fiercely 

independent, uncompromising work— which we are pleased to provide to the public at no charge in this 

space. We rely on the generosity of our readers who believe that this work is important. You can chip in for as 

little as 99 cents a month. If you support this mission, we need your help. 

LEARN MORE 

DYLAN BADDOUR is an Austin-based freelance writer whose work has appeared in the Washington Post, 

The Guardian, Reuters, VICE News, BBC, Al Jazeera and more. He previously worked for the Houston 

Chronicle. 

 

https://www.texasobserver.org/big-bend-rio-grande-dry-water/  

  

https://www.texasobserver.org/join/?utm_source=bottom+page+ask&utm_medium=site&utm_campaign=ongoing&utm_id=membership
https://www.texasobserver.org/author/dylan-baddour/
https://www.texasobserver.org/big-bend-rio-grande-dry-water/
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The Witching Hour, by Elizabeth Metzger 

 

 

 
 

In life 

if I could say for sure 

 

what I have loved 

there would be 

 

no tunnel needed 

for any inner 

 

or earthly transport. 

Everywhere 
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I turned 

there would appear 

  

only the blinding clubs 

of the sun 

 

and when I thought 

of escape 

 

I would thank 

a dead man 

 

for my thoughts 

and lick 

 

through his navel 

all my sweet unknowable 

 

time. He would be lanky 

and love and 

 

unlove me. 

I would not worry 

 

about our undoing, 

about survivals. 

 

I would get up from bed 

and be gone 

 

with the kit of the careless. 

In my confusion 

 

I would have a child. 
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I already did. I did 

 

him a fatal injury 

bringing him here. 

 

They handed him 

out of my body 

 

onto my body. 

When he cried I misled him 

 

with joy, beckoned 

by something that knew 

 

my hands better than I 

toward the soft spot 

 

of earth. It was not 

childhood. I’m a mother now 

 

and I can promise 

under the grown breast 

 

the heart is still changeable 

that far down. 

 

When I grieve 

he plays with the salt. 

 

He hangs on the 

faulty edge 

 

of my face. I have him uneven. 

I have him to hold 
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my life open 

like a towel 

 

and take my pains 

then feed me one star 

 

on a fork and say 

no big deal. 

  

From issue no. 234 (Fall 2020) 

 

 

And to read more poems from The Paris Review, make sure to subscribe! In addition to four 

print issues per year, you’ll also receive complete digital access to our sixty-nine years’ 

worth of archives. 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=370a50d76b&e=d538c8f2e0  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=eab8b61cca&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=56587d8f51&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=370a50d76b&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=370a50d76b&e=d538c8f2e0

