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The New Catacomb 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

"Look here, Burger," said Kennedy, "I do wish that you would confide in me." 

The two famous students of Roman remains sat together in Kennedy's comfortable room overlooking the 

Corso. The night was cold, and they had both pulled up their chairs to the unsatisfactory Italian stove which 

threw out a zone of stuffiness rather than of warmth. 

Outside under the bright winter stars lay the modern Rome, the long, double chain of the electric lamps, the 

brilliantly lighted cafes, the rushing carriages, and the dense throng upon the footpaths. But inside, in the 

sumptuous chamber of the rich young English archaeologist, there was only old Rome to be seen. Cracked 

and time-worn friezes hung upon the walls, grey old busts of senators and soldiers with their fighting heads 

and their hard, cruel faces peered out from the corners. On the centre table, amidst a litter of inscriptions, 

fragments, and ornaments, there stood the famous reconstruction by Kennedy of the Baths of Caracalla, which 

excited such interest and admiration when it was exhibited in Berlin. 

Amphorae hung from the ceiling, and a litter of curiosities strewed the rich red Turkey carpet. And of them all 

there was not one which was not of the most unimpeachable authenticity, and of the utmost rarity and value; 

for Kennedy, though little more than thirty, had a European reputation in this particular branch of research, 

and was, moreover, provided with that long purse which either proves to be a fatal handicap to the student's 

energies, or, if his mind is still true to its purpose, gives him an enormous advantage in the race for fame. 

Kennedy had often been seduced by whim and pleasure from his studies, but his mind was an incisive one, 

capable of long and concentrated efforts which ended in sharp reactions of sensuous languor. His handsome 

face, with its high, white forehead, its aggressive nose, and its somewhat loose and sensuous mouth, was a fair 

index of the compromise between strength and weakness in his nature. 

Of a very different type was his companion, Julius Burger. He came of a curious blend, a German father and 

an Italian mother, with the robust qualities of the North mingling strangely with the softer graces of the South. 

Blue Teutonic eyes lightened his sun-browned face, and above them rose a square, massive forehead, with a 

fringe of close yellow curls lying round it. His strong, firm jaw was clean-shaven, and his companion had 

frequently remarked how much it suggested those old Roman busts which peered out from the shadows in the 

corners of his chamber. Under its bluff German strength there lay always a suggestion of Italian subtlety, but 

the smile was so honest, and the eyes so frank, that one understood that this was only an indication of his 

ancestry, with no actual bearing upon his character. 

In age and in reputation he was on the same level as his English companion, but his life and his work had both 

been far more arduous. Twelve years before he had come as a poor student to Rome, and had lived ever since 

upon some small endowment for research which had been awarded to him by the University of Bonn. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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Painfully, slowly, and doggedly, with extraordinary tenacity and singlemindedness, he had climbed from rung 

to rung of the ladder of fame, until now he was a member of the Berlin Academy, and there was every reason 

to believe that he would shortly be promoted to the Chair of the greatest of German Universities. But the 

singleness of purpose which had brought him to the same high level as the rich and brilliant Englishman, had 

caused him in everything outside their work to stand infinitely below him. He had never found a pause in his 

studies in which to cultivate the social graces. It was only when he spoke of his own subject that his face was 

filled with life and soul. At other times he was silent and embarrassed, too conscious of his own limitations in 

larger subjects, and impatient of that small talk which is the conventional refuge of those who have no 

thoughts to express. 

And yet for some years there had been an acquaintanceship which appeared to be slowly ripening into a 

friendship between these two very different rivals. The base and origin of this lay in the fact that in their own 

studies each was the only one of the younger men who had knowledge and enthusiasm enough to properly 

appreciate the other. Their common interests and pursuits had brought them together, and each had been 

attracted by the other's knowledge. And then gradually something had been added to this. Kennedy had been 

amused by the frankness and simplicity of his rival, while Burger in turn had been fascinated by the brilliancy 

and vivacity which had made Kennedy such a favourite in Roman society. I say "had," because just at the 

moment the young Englishman was somewhat under a cloud. 

A love affair, the details of which had never quite come out, had indicated a heartlessness and callousness 

upon his part which shocked many of his friends. But in the bachelor circles of students and artists in which 

he preferred to move there is no very rigid code of honour in such matters, and though a head might be shaken 

or a pair of shoulders shrugged over the flight of two and the return of one, the general sentiment was 

probably one of curiosity and perhaps of envy rather than of reprobation. 

"Look here, Burger," said Kennedy, looking hard at the placid face of his companion, "I do wish that you 

would confide in me." 

As he spoke he waved his hand in the direction of a rug which lay upon the floor. 

On the rug stood a long, shallow fruit-basket of the light wicker-work which is used in the Campagna, and 

this was heaped with a litter of objects, inscribed tiles, broken inscriptions, cracked mosaics, torn papyri, rusty 

metal ornaments, which to the uninitiated might have seemed to have come straight from a dustman's bin, but 

which a specialist would have speedily recognized as unique of their kind. 

The pile of odds and ends in the flat wicker-work basket supplied exactly one of those missing links of social 

development which are of such interest to the student. It was the German who had brought them in, and the 

Englishman's eyes were hungry as he looked at them. 

"I won't interfere with your treasure-trove, but I should very much like to hear about it," he continued, while 

Burger very deliberately lit a cigar. "It is evidently a discovery of the first importance. These inscriptions will 

make a sensation throughout Europe." 
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"For every one here there are a million there!" said the German. "There are so many that a dozen savants 

might spend a lifetime over them, and build up a reputation as solid as the Castle of St. Angelo." 

Kennedy was thinking with his fine forehead wrinkled and his fingers playing with his long, fair moustache. 

"You have given yourself away, Burger!" said he at last. "Your words can only apply to one thing. You have 

discovered a new catacomb." 

"I had no doubt that you had already come to that conclusion from an examination of these objects." 

"Well, they certainly appeared to indicate it, but your last remarks make it certain. There is no place except a 

catacomb which could contain so vast a store of relics as you describe." 

"Quite so. There is no mystery about that. I have discovered a new catacomb." 

"Where?" 

"Ah, that is my secret, my dear Kennedy! Suffice it that it is so situated that there is not one chance in a 

million of anyone else coming upon it. Its date is different from that of any known catacomb, and it has been 

reserved for the burial of the highest Christians, so that the remains and the relics are quite different from 

anything which has ever been seen before. If I was not aware of your knowledge and of your energy, my 

friend, I would not hesitate, under the pledge of secrecy, to tell you everything about it. But as it is I think that 

I must certainly prepare my own report of the matter before I expose myself to such formidable competition." 

Kennedy loved his subject with a love which was almost a mania--a love which held him true to it, amidst all 

the distractions which come to a wealthy and dissipated young man. He had ambition, but his ambition was 

secondary to his mere abstract joy and interest in everything which concerned the old life and history of the 

city. He yearned to see this new underworld which his companion had discovered. 

"Look here, Burger," said he, earnestly, "I assure you that you can trust me most implicitly in the matter. 

Nothing would induce me to put pen to paper about anything which I see until I have your express 

permission. I quite understand your feeling, and I think it is most natural, but you have really nothing 

whatever to fear from me. On the other hand, if you don't tell me I shall make a systematic search, and I shall 

most certainly discover it. In that case, of course, I should make what use I liked of it, since I should be under 

no obligation to you." 

Burger smiled thoughtfully over his cigar. 

"I have noticed, friend Kennedy," said he, "that when I want information over any point you are not always so 

ready to supply it." 

"When did you ever ask me anything that I did not tell you? You remember, for example, my giving you the 

material for your paper about the temple of the Vestals." 
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"Ah, well, that was not a matter of much importance. If I were to question you upon some intimate thing, 

would you give me an answer, I wonder! This new catacomb is a very intimate thing to me, and I should 

certainly expect some sign of confidence in return." 

"What you are driving at I cannot imagine," said the Englishman, "but if you mean that you will answer my 

question about the catacomb if I answer any question which you may put to me, I can assure you that I will 

certainly do so." 

"Well, then," said Burger, leaning luxuriously back in his settee, and puffing a blue tree of cigar-smoke into 

the air, "tell me all about your relations with Miss Mary Saunderson." 

Kennedy sprang up in his chair and glared angrily at his impassive companion. 

"What the devil do you mean?" he cried. "What sort of a question is this? You may mean it as a joke, but you 

never made a worse one." 

"No, I don't mean it as a joke," said Burger, simply. "I am really rather interested in the details of the matter. I 

don't know much about the world and women and social life and that sort of thing, and such an incident has 

the fascination of the unknown for me. I know you, and I knew her by sight--I had even spoken to her once or 

twice. I should very much like to hear from your own lips exactly what it was which occurred between you." 

"I won't tell you a word." 

"That's all right. It was only my whim to see if you would give up a secret as easily as you expected me to 

give up my secret of the new catacomb. You wouldn't, and I didn't expect you to. But why should you expect 

otherwise of me? There's St. John's clock striking ten. It is quite time that I was going home." 

"No, wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy; "this is really a ridiculous caprice of yours to wish to know about an 

old love affair which has burned out months ago. You know we look upon a man who kisses and tells as the 

greatest coward and villain possible." 

"Certainly," said the German, gathering up his basket of curiosities, "when he tells anything about a girl 

which is previously unknown, he must be so. But in this case, as you must be aware, it was a public matter 

which was the common talk of Rome, so that you are not really doing Miss Mary Saunderson any injury by 

discussing her case with me. But still, I respect your scruples; and so good night!" 

"Wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy, laying his hand upon the other's arm; "I am very keen upon this catacomb 

business, and I can't let it drop quite so easily. Would you mind asking me something else in return--

something not quite so eccentric this time?" 

"No, no; you have refused, and there is an end of it," said Burger, with his basket on his arm. "No doubt you 

are quite right not to answer, and no doubt I am quite right also--and so again, my dear Kennedy, good night!" 
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The Englishman watched Burger cross the room, and he had his hand on the handle of the door before his host 

sprang up with the air of a man who is making the best of that which cannot be helped. "Hold on, old fellow," 

said he. "I think you are behaving in a most ridiculous fashion, but still, if this is your condition, I suppose 

that I must submit to it. I hate saying anything about a girl, but, as you say, it is all over Rome, and I don't 

suppose I can tell you anything which you do not know already. What was it you wanted to know?" 

The German came back to the stove, and, laying down his basket, he sank into his chair once more. "May I 

have another cigar?" said he. "Thank you very much! I never smoke when I work, but I enjoy a chat much 

more when I am under the influence of tobacco. Now, as regards this young lady, with whom you had this 

little adventure. What in the world has become of her?" 

"She is at home with her own people." 

"Oh, really--in England?" 

"Yes." 

"What part of England--London?" 

"No, Twickenham." 

"You must excuse my curiosity, my dear Kennedy, and you must put it down to my ignorance of the world. 

No doubt it is quite a simple thing to persuade a young lady to go off with you for three weeks or so, and then 

to hand her over to her own family at--what did you call the place?" 

"Twickenham." 

"Quite so--at Twickenham. But it is something so entirely outside my own experience that I cannot even 

imagine how you set about it. For example, if you had loved this girl your love could hardly disappear in three 

weeks, so I presume that you could not have loved her at all. But if you did not love her why should you make 

this great scandal which has damaged you and ruined her?" 

Kennedy looked moodily into the red eye of the stove. "That's a logical way of looking at it, certainly," said 

he. "Love is a big word, and it represents a good many different shades of feeling. I liked her, and-- well, you 

say you've seen her--you know how charming she can look. But still I am willing to admit, looking back, that 

I could never have really loved her." 

"Then, my dear Kennedy, why did you do it?" 

"The adventure of the thing had a great deal to do with it." 

"What! You are so fond of adventures!" 
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"Where would the variety of life be without them? It was for an adventure that I first began to pay my 

attentions to her. I've chased a good deal of game in my time, but there's no chase like that of a pretty woman. 

There was the piquant difficulty of it also, for, as she was the companion of Lady Emily Rood it was almost 

impossible to see her alone. On the top of all the other obstacles which attracted me, I learned from her own 

lips very early in the proceedings that she was engaged." 

"Mein Gott! To whom?" 

"She mentioned no names." 

"I do not think that anyone knows that. So that made the adventure more alluring, did it?" 

"Well, it did certainly give a spice to it. Don't you think so?" 

"I tell you that I am very ignorant about these things." 

"My dear fellow, you can remember that the apple you stole from your neighbour's tree was always sweeter 

than that which fell from your own. And then I found that she cared for me." 

"What--at once?" 

"Oh, no, it took about three months of sapping and mining. But at last I won her over. She understood that my 

judicial separation from my wife made it impossible for me to do the right thing by her--but she came all the 

same, and we had a delightful time, as long as it lasted." 

"But how about the other man?" 

Kennedy shrugged his shoulders. "I suppose it is the survival of the fittest," said he. "If he had been the better 

man she would not have deserted him. Let's drop the subject, for I have had enough of it!" 

"Only one other thing. How did you get rid of her in three weeks?" 

"Well, we had both cooled down a bit, you understand. She absolutely refused, under any circumstances, to 

come back to face the people she had known in Rome. Now, of course, Rome is necessary to me, and I was 

already pining to be back at my work--so there was one obvious cause of separation. Then, again, her old 

father turned up at the hotel in London, and there was a scene, and the whole thing became so unpleasant that 

really--though I missed her dreadfully at first--I was very glad to slip out of it. Now, I rely upon you not to 

repeat anything of what I have said." 

"My dear Kennedy, I should not dream of repeating it. But all that you say interests me very much, for it gives 

me an insight into your way of looking at things, which is entirely different from mine, for I have seen so little 

of life. And now you want to know about my new catacomb. There's no use my trying to describe it, for you 

would never find it by that. There is only one thing, and that is for me to take you there." 
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"That would be splendid." 

"When would you like to come?" 

"The sooner the better. I am all impatience to see it." 

"Well, it is a beautiful night--though a trifle cold. Suppose we start in an hour. We must be very careful to 

keep the matter to ourselves. If anyone saw us hunting in couples they would suspect that there was 

something going on." 

"We can't be too cautious," said Kennedy. "Is it far?" 

"Some miles." 

"Not too far to walk?" 

"Oh, no, we could walk there easily." 

"We had better do so, then. A cabman's suspicions would be aroused if he dropped us both at some lonely 

spot in the dead of the night." 

"Quite so. I think it would be best for us to meet at the Gate of the Appian Way at midnight. I must go back to 

my lodgings for the matches and candles and things." 

"All right, Burger! I think it is very kind of you to let me into this secret, and I promise you that I will write 

nothing about it until you have published your report. Good-bye for the present! You will find me at the Gate 

at twelve." 

The cold, clear air was filled with the musical chimes from that city of clocks as Burger, wrapped in an Italian 

overcoat, with a lantern hanging from his hand, walked up to the rendezvous. Kennedy stepped out of the 

shadow to meet him. 

"You are ardent in work as well as in love!" said the German, laughing. 

"Yes; I have been waiting here for nearly half an hour." 

"I hope you left no clue as to where we were going." 

"Not such a fool! By Jove, I am chilled to the bone! Come on, Burger, let us warm ourselves by a spurt of 

hard walking." 
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Their footsteps sounded loud and crisp upon the rough stone paving of the disappointing road which is all that 

is left of the most famous highway of the world. A peasant or two going home from the wine-shop, and a few 

carts of country produce coming up to Rome, were the only things which they met. They swung along, with 

the huge tombs looming up through the darkness upon each side of them, until they had come as far as the 

Catacombs of St. Calixtus, and saw against a rising moon the great circular bastion of Cecilia Metella in front 

of them. Then Burger stopped with his hand to his side. "Your legs are longer than mine, and you are more 

accustomed to walking," said he, laughing. "I think that the place where we turn off is somewhere here. Yes, 

this is it, round the corner of the trattoria. Now, it is a very narrow path, so perhaps I had better go in front, 

and you can follow." He had lit his lantern, and by its light they were enabled to follow a narrow and devious 

track which wound across the marshes of the Campagna. The great Aqueduct of old Rome lay like a 

monstrous caterpillar across the moonlit landscape, and their road led them under one of its huge arches, and 

past the circle of crumbling bricks which marks the old arena. At last Burger stopped at a solitary wooden 

cowhouse, and he drew a key from his pocket. 

"Surely your catacomb is not inside a house!" cried Kennedy. 

"The entrance to it is. That is just the safeguard which we have against anyone else discovering it." 

"Does the proprietor know of it?" 

"Not he. He had found one or two objects which made me almost certain that his house was built on the 

entrance to such a place. So I rented it from him, and did my excavations for myself. Come in, and shut the 

door behind you." 

It was a long, empty building, with the mangers of the cows along one wall. Burger put his lantern down on 

the ground, and shaded its light in all directions save one by draping his overcoat round it. "It might excite 

remark if anyone saw a light in this lonely place," said he. "Just help me to move this boarding." The flooring 

was loose in the corner, and plank by plank the two savants raised it and leaned it against the wall. Below 

there was a square aperture and a stair of old stone steps which led away down into the bowels of the earth. 

"Be careful!" cried Burger, as Kennedy, in his impatience, hurried down them. "It is a perfect rabbits'-warren 

below, and if you were once to lose your way there, the chances would be a hundred to one against your ever 

coming out again. Wait until I bring the light." 

"How do you find your own way if it is so complicated?" 

"I had some very narrow escapes at first, but I have gradually learned to go about. There is a certain system to 

it, but it is one which a lost man, if he were in the dark, could not possibly find out. Even now I always spin 

out a ball of string behind me when I am going far into the catacomb. You can see for yourself that it is 

difficult, but every one of these passages divides and subdivides a dozen times before you go a hundred 

yards." They had descended some twenty feet from the level of the byre, and they were standing now in a 

square chamber cut out of the soft tufa. The lantern cast a flickering light, bright below and dim above, over 

the cracked brown walls. In every direction were the black openings of passages which radiated from this 

common centre. 
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"I want you to follow me closely, my friend," said Burger. "Do not loiter to look at anything upon the way, for 

the place to which I will take you contains all that you can see, and more. It will save time for us to go there 

direct." He led the way down one of the corridors, and the Englishman followed closely at his heels. Every 

now and then the passage bifurcated, but Burger was evidently following some secret marks of his own, for 

he neither stopped nor hesitated. Everywhere along the walls, packed like the berths upon an emigrant ship, 

lay the Christians of old Rome. The yellow light flickered over the shrivelled features of the mummies, and 

gleamed upon rounded skulls and long, white arm-bones crossed over fleshless chests. And everywhere as he 

passed Kennedy looked with wistful eyes upon inscriptions, funeral vessels, pictures, vestments, utensils, all 

lying as pious hands had placed them so many centuries ago. It was apparent to him, even in those hurried, 

passing glances, that this was the earliest and finest of the catacombs, containing such a storehouse of Roman 

remains as had never before come at one time under the observation of the student. "What would happen if 

the light went out?" he asked, as they hurried on. 

"I have a spare candle and a box of matches in my pocket. By the way, Kennedy, have you any matches?" 

"No; you had better give me some." 

"Oh, that is all right. There is no chance of our separating." 

"How far are we going? It seems to me that we have walked at least a quarter of a mile." 

"More than that, I think. There is really no limit to the tombs--at least, I have never been able to find any. This 

is a very difficult place, so I think that I will use our ball of string." He fastened one end of it to a projecting 

stone and he carried the coil in the breast of his coat, paying it out as he advanced. Kennedy saw that it was no 

unnecessary precaution, for the passages had become more complexed and tortuous than ever, with a perfect 

network of intersecting corridors. But these all ended in one large circular hall with a square pedestal of tufa 

topped with a slab of marble at one end of it. "By Jove!" cried Kennedy in an ecstasy, as Burger swung his 

lantern over the marble. "It is a Christian altar--probably the first one in existence. Here is the little 

consecration cross cut upon the corner of it. No doubt this circular space was used as a church." 

"Precisely," said Burger. "If I had more time I should like to show you all the bodies which are buried in these 

niches upon the walls, for they are the early popes and bishops of the Church, with their mitres, their croziers, 

and full canonicals. Go over to that one and look at it!" Kennedy went across, and stared at the ghastly head 

which lay loosely on the shredded and mouldering mitre. 

"This is most interesting," said he, and his voice seemed to boom against the concave vault. "As far as my 

experience goes, it is unique. Bring the lantern over, Burger, for I want to see them all." But the German had 

strolled away, and was standing in the middle of a yellow circle of light at the other side of the hall. 

"Do you know how many wrong turnings there are between this and the stairs?" he asked. "There are over 

two thousand. No doubt it was one of the means of protection which the Christians adopted. The odds are two 

thousand to one against a man getting out, even if he had a light; but if he were in the dark it would, of course, 

be far more difficult." 
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"So I should think." 

"And the darkness is something dreadful. I tried it once for an experiment. Let us try it again!" He stooped to 

the lantern, and in an instant it was as if an invisible hand was squeezed tightly over each of Kennedy's eyes. 

Never had he known what such darkness was. It seemed to press upon him and to smother him. It was a solid 

obstacle against which the body shrank from advancing. He put his hands out to push it back from him. "That 

will do, Burger," said he, "let's have the light again." 

But his companion began to laugh, and in that circular room the sound seemed to come from every side at 

once. "You seem uneasy, friend Kennedy," said he. 

"Go on, man, light the candle!" said Kennedy, impatiently. 

"It's very strange, Kennedy, but I could not in the least tell by the sound in which direction you stand. Could 

you tell where I am?" 

"No; you seem to be on every side of me." 

"If it were not for this string which I hold in my hand I should not have a notion which way to go." 

"I dare say not. Strike a light, man, and have an end of this nonsense." 

"Well, Kennedy, there are two things which I understand that you are very fond of. The one is adventure, and 

the other is an obstacle to surmount. The adventure must be the finding of your way out of this catacomb. The 

obstacle will be the darkness and the two thousand wrong turns which make the way a little difficult to find. 

But you need not hurry, for you have plenty of time, and when you halt for a rest now and then, I should like 

you just to think of Miss Mary Saunderson, and whether you treated her quite fairly." 

"You devil, what do you mean?" roared Kennedy. He was running about in little circles and clasping at the 

solid blackness with both hands. 

"Good-bye," said the mocking voice, and it was already at some distance. "I really do not think, Kennedy, 

even by your own showing that you did the right thing by that girl. There was only one little thing which you 

appeared not to know, and I can supply it. Miss Saunderson was engaged to a poor, ungainly devil of a 

student, and his name was Julius Burger." There was a rustle somewhere--the vague sound of a foot striking a 

stone--and then there fell silence upon that old Christian church--a stagnant heavy silence which closed round 

Kennedy and shut him in like water round a drowning man. 

Some two months afterwards the following paragraph made the round of the European Press:-- 

One of the most interesting discoveries of recent years is that of the new catacomb in Rome, which lies some 

distance to the east of the well-known vaults of St. Calixtus. The finding of this important burial-place, which 

is exceedingly rich in most interesting early Christian remains, is due to the energy and sagacity of Dr. Julius 
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Burger, the young German specialist, who is rapidly taking the first place as an authority upon ancient Rome. 

Although the first to publish his discovery, it appears that a less fortunate adventurer had anticipated Dr. 

Burger. Some months ago Mr. Kennedy, the well-known English student, disappeared suddenly from his 

rooms in the "Corso", and it was conjectured that his association with a recent scandal had driven him to leave 

Rome. It appears now that he had in reality fallen a victim to that fervid love of archaeology which had raised 

him to a distinguished place among living scholars. His body was discovered in the heart of the new 

catacomb, and it was evident from the condition of his feet and boots that he had tramped for days through the 

tortuous corridors which make these subterranean tombs so dangerous to explorers. The deceased gentleman 

had, with inexplicable rashness, made his way into this labyrinth without, as far as can be discovered, taking 

with him either candles or matches, so that his sad fate was the natural result of his own temerity. What makes 

the matter more painful is that Dr. Julius Burger was an intimate friend of the deceased. His joy at the 

extraordinary find which he has been so fortunate as to make has been greatly marred by the terrible fate of 

his comrade and fellow-worker. 

"Look here, Burger," said Kennedy, "I do wish that you would confide in me." 

The two famous students of Roman remains sat together in Kennedy's comfortable room overlooking the 

Corso. The night was cold, and they had both pulled up their chairs to the unsatisfactory Italian stove which 

threw out a zone of stuffiness rather than of warmth. 

Outside under the bright winter stars lay the modern Rome, the long, double chain of the electric lamps, the 

brilliantly lighted cafes, the rushing carriages, and the dense throng upon the footpaths. But inside, in the 

sumptuous chamber of the rich young English archaeologist, there was only old Rome to be seen. Cracked 

and time-worn friezes hung upon the walls, grey old busts of senators and soldiers with their fighting heads 

and their hard, cruel faces peered out from the corners. On the centre table, amidst a litter of inscriptions, 

fragments, and ornaments, there stood the famous reconstruction by Kennedy of the Baths of Caracalla, which 

excited such interest and admiration when it was exhibited in Berlin. 

Amphorae hung from the ceiling, and a litter of curiosities strewed the rich red Turkey carpet. And of them all 

there was not one which was not of the most unimpeachable authenticity, and of the utmost rarity and value; 

for Kennedy, though little more than thirty, had a European reputation in this particular branch of research, 

and was, moreover, provided with that long purse which either proves to be a fatal handicap to the student's 

energies, or, if his mind is still true to its purpose, gives him an enormous advantage in the race for fame. 

Kennedy had often been seduced by whim and pleasure from his studies, but his mind was an incisive one, 

capable of long and concentrated efforts which ended in sharp reactions of sensuous languor. His handsome 

face, with its high, white forehead, its aggressive nose, and its somewhat loose and sensuous mouth, was a fair 

index of the compromise between strength and weakness in his nature. 

Of a very different type was his companion, Julius Burger. He came of a curious blend, a German father and 

an Italian mother, with the robust qualities of the North mingling strangely with the softer graces of the South. 

Blue Teutonic eyes lightened his sun-browned face, and above them rose a square, massive forehead, with a 

fringe of close yellow curls lying round it. His strong, firm jaw was clean-shaven, and his companion had 

frequently remarked how much it suggested those old Roman busts which peered out from the shadows in the 

corners of his chamber. Under its bluff German strength there lay always a suggestion of Italian subtlety, but 
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the smile was so honest, and the eyes so frank, that one understood that this was only an indication of his 

ancestry, with no actual bearing upon his character. 

In age and in reputation he was on the same level as his English companion, but his life and his work had both 

been far more arduous. Twelve years before he had come as a poor student to Rome, and had lived ever since 

upon some small endowment for research which had been awarded to him by the University of Bonn. 

Painfully, slowly, and doggedly, with extraordinary tenacity and singlemindedness, he had climbed from rung 

to rung of the ladder of fame, until now he was a member of the Berlin Academy, and there was every reason 

to believe that he would shortly be promoted to the Chair of the greatest of German Universities. But the 

singleness of purpose which had brought him to the same high level as the rich and brilliant Englishman, had 

caused him in everything outside their work to stand infinitely below him. He had never found a pause in his 

studies in which to cultivate the social graces. It was only when he spoke of his own subject that his face was 

filled with life and soul. At other times he was silent and embarrassed, too conscious of his own limitations in 

larger subjects, and impatient of that small talk which is the conventional refuge of those who have no 

thoughts to express. 

And yet for some years there had been an acquaintanceship which appeared to be slowly ripening into a 

friendship between these two very different rivals. The base and origin of this lay in the fact that in their own 

studies each was the only one of the younger men who had knowledge and enthusiasm enough to properly 

appreciate the other. Their common interests and pursuits had brought them together, and each had been 

attracted by the other's knowledge. And then gradually something had been added to this. Kennedy had been 

amused by the frankness and simplicity of his rival, while Burger in turn had been fascinated by the brilliancy 

and vivacity which had made Kennedy such a favourite in Roman society. I say "had," because just at the 

moment the young Englishman was somewhat under a cloud. 

A love affair, the details of which had never quite come out, had indicated a heartlessness and callousness 

upon his part which shocked many of his friends. But in the bachelor circles of students and artists in which 

he preferred to move there is no very rigid code of honour in such matters, and though a head might be shaken 

or a pair of shoulders shrugged over the flight of two and the return of one, the general sentiment was 

probably one of curiosity and perhaps of envy rather than of reprobation. 

"Look here, Burger," said Kennedy, looking hard at the placid face of his companion, "I do wish that you 

would confide in me." 

As he spoke he waved his hand in the direction of a rug which lay upon the floor. 

On the rug stood a long, shallow fruit-basket of the light wicker-work which is used in the Campagna, and 

this was heaped with a litter of objects, inscribed tiles, broken inscriptions, cracked mosaics, torn papyri, rusty 

metal ornaments, which to the uninitiated might have seemed to have come straight from a dustman's bin, but 

which a specialist would have speedily recognized as unique of their kind. 
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The pile of odds and ends in the flat wicker-work basket supplied exactly one of those missing links of social 

development which are of such interest to the student. It was the German who had brought them in, and the 

Englishman's eyes were hungry as he looked at them. 

"I won't interfere with your treasure-trove, but I should very much like to hear about it," he continued, while 

Burger very deliberately lit a cigar. "It is evidently a discovery of the first importance. These inscriptions will 

make a sensation throughout Europe." 

"For every one here there are a million there!" said the German. "There are so many that a dozen savants 

might spend a lifetime over them, and build up a reputation as solid as the Castle of St. Angelo." 

Kennedy was thinking with his fine forehead wrinkled and his fingers playing with his long, fair moustache. 

"You have given yourself away, Burger!" said he at last. "Your words can only apply to one thing. You have 

discovered a new catacomb." 

"I had no doubt that you had already come to that conclusion from an examination of these objects." 

"Well, they certainly appeared to indicate it, but your last remarks make it certain. There is no place except a 

catacomb which could contain so vast a store of relics as you describe." 

"Quite so. There is no mystery about that. I have discovered a new catacomb." 

"Where?" 

"Ah, that is my secret, my dear Kennedy! Suffice it that it is so situated that there is not one chance in a 

million of anyone else coming upon it. Its date is different from that of any known catacomb, and it has been 

reserved for the burial of the highest Christians, so that the remains and the relics are quite different from 

anything which has ever been seen before. If I was not aware of your knowledge and of your energy, my 

friend, I would not hesitate, under the pledge of secrecy, to tell you everything about it. But as it is I think that 

I must certainly prepare my own report of the matter before I expose myself to such formidable competition." 

Kennedy loved his subject with a love which was almost a mania--a love which held him true to it, amidst all 

the distractions which come to a wealthy and dissipated young man. He had ambition, but his ambition was 

secondary to his mere abstract joy and interest in everything which concerned the old life and history of the 

city. He yearned to see this new underworld which his companion had discovered. 

"Look here, Burger," said he, earnestly, "I assure you that you can trust me most implicitly in the matter. 

Nothing would induce me to put pen to paper about anything which I see until I have your express 

permission. I quite understand your feeling, and I think it is most natural, but you have really nothing 

whatever to fear from me. On the other hand, if you don't tell me I shall make a systematic search, and I shall 

most certainly discover it. In that case, of course, I should make what use I liked of it, since I should be under 

no obligation to you." 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

16 

Burger smiled thoughtfully over his cigar. 

"I have noticed, friend Kennedy," said he, "that when I want information over any point you are not always so 

ready to supply it." 

"When did you ever ask me anything that I did not tell you? You remember, for example, my giving you the 

material for your paper about the temple of the Vestals." 

"Ah, well, that was not a matter of much importance. If I were to question you upon some intimate thing, 

would you give me an answer, I wonder! This new catacomb is a very intimate thing to me, and I should 

certainly expect some sign of confidence in return." 

"What you are driving at I cannot imagine," said the Englishman, "but if you mean that you will answer my 

question about the catacomb if I answer any question which you may put to me, I can assure you that I will 

certainly do so." 

"Well, then," said Burger, leaning luxuriously back in his settee, and puffing a blue tree of cigar-smoke into 

the air, "tell me all about your relations with Miss Mary Saunderson." 

Kennedy sprang up in his chair and glared angrily at his impassive companion. 

"What the devil do you mean?" he cried. "What sort of a question is this? You may mean it as a joke, but you 

never made a worse one." 

"No, I don't mean it as a joke," said Burger, simply. "I am really rather interested in the details of the matter. I 

don't know much about the world and women and social life and that sort of thing, and such an incident has 

the fascination of the unknown for me. I know you, and I knew her by sight--I had even spoken to her once or 

twice. I should very much like to hear from your own lips exactly what it was which occurred between you." 

"I won't tell you a word." 

"That's all right. It was only my whim to see if you would give up a secret as easily as you expected me to 

give up my secret of the new catacomb. You wouldn't, and I didn't expect you to. But why should you expect 

otherwise of me? There's St. John's clock striking ten. It is quite time that I was going home." 

"No, wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy; "this is really a ridiculous caprice of yours to wish to know about an 

old love affair which has burned out months ago. You know we look upon a man who kisses and tells as the 

greatest coward and villain possible." 

"Certainly," said the German, gathering up his basket of curiosities, "when he tells anything about a girl 

which is previously unknown, he must be so. But in this case, as you must be aware, it was a public matter 

which was the common talk of Rome, so that you are not really doing Miss Mary Saunderson any injury by 

discussing her case with me. But still, I respect your scruples; and so good night!" 
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"Wait a bit, Burger," said Kennedy, laying his hand upon the other's arm; "I am very keen upon this catacomb 

business, and I can't let it drop quite so easily. Would you mind asking me something else in return--

something not quite so eccentric this time?" 

"No, no; you have refused, and there is an end of it," said Burger, with his basket on his arm. "No doubt you 

are quite right not to answer, and no doubt I am quite right also--and so again, my dear Kennedy, good night!" 

The Englishman watched Burger cross the room, and he had his hand on the handle of the door before his host 

sprang up with the air of a man who is making the best of that which cannot be helped. "Hold on, old fellow," 

said he. "I think you are behaving in a most ridiculous fashion, but still, if this is your condition, I suppose 

that I must submit to it. I hate saying anything about a girl, but, as you say, it is all over Rome, and I don't 

suppose I can tell you anything which you do not know already. What was it you wanted to know?" 

The German came back to the stove, and, laying down his basket, he sank into his chair once more. "May I 

have another cigar?" said he. "Thank you very much! I never smoke when I work, but I enjoy a chat much 

more when I am under the influence of tobacco. Now, as regards this young lady, with whom you had this 

little adventure. What in the world has become of her?" 

"She is at home with her own people." 

"Oh, really--in England?" 

"Yes." 

"What part of England--London?" 

"No, Twickenham." 

"You must excuse my curiosity, my dear Kennedy, and you must put it down to my ignorance of the world. 

No doubt it is quite a simple thing to persuade a young lady to go off with you for three weeks or so, and then 

to hand her over to her own family at--what did you call the place?" 

"Twickenham." 

"Quite so--at Twickenham. But it is something so entirely outside my own experience that I cannot even 

imagine how you set about it. For example, if you had loved this girl your love could hardly disappear in three 

weeks, so I presume that you could not have loved her at all. But if you did not love her why should you make 

this great scandal which has damaged you and ruined her?" 

Kennedy looked moodily into the red eye of the stove. "That's a logical way of looking at it, certainly," said 

he. "Love is a big word, and it represents a good many different shades of feeling. I liked her, and-- well, you 

say you've seen her--you know how charming she can look. But still I am willing to admit, looking back, that 

I could never have really loved her." 
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"Then, my dear Kennedy, why did you do it?" 

"The adventure of the thing had a great deal to do with it." 

"What! You are so fond of adventures!" 

"Where would the variety of life be without them? It was for an adventure that I first began to pay my 

attentions to her. I've chased a good deal of game in my time, but there's no chase like that of a pretty woman. 

There was the piquant difficulty of it also, for, as she was the companion of Lady Emily Rood it was almost 

impossible to see her alone. On the top of all the other obstacles which attracted me, I learned from her own 

lips very early in the proceedings that she was engaged." 

"Mein Gott! To whom?" 

"She mentioned no names." 

"I do not think that anyone knows that. So that made the adventure more alluring, did it?" 

"Well, it did certainly give a spice to it. Don't you think so?" 

"I tell you that I am very ignorant about these things." 

"My dear fellow, you can remember that the apple you stole from your neighbour's tree was always sweeter 

than that which fell from your own. And then I found that she cared for me." 

"What--at once?" 

"Oh, no, it took about three months of sapping and mining. But at last I won her over. She understood that my 

judicial separation from my wife made it impossible for me to do the right thing by her--but she came all the 

same, and we had a delightful time, as long as it lasted." 

"But how about the other man?" 

Kennedy shrugged his shoulders. "I suppose it is the survival of the fittest," said he. "If he had been the better 

man she would not have deserted him. Let's drop the subject, for I have had enough of it!" 

"Only one other thing. How did you get rid of her in three weeks?" 

"Well, we had both cooled down a bit, you understand. She absolutely refused, under any circumstances, to 

come back to face the people she had known in Rome. Now, of course, Rome is necessary to me, and I was 

already pining to be back at my work--so there was one obvious cause of separation. Then, again, her old 

father turned up at the hotel in London, and there was a scene, and the whole thing became so unpleasant that 
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really--though I missed her dreadfully at first--I was very glad to slip out of it. Now, I rely upon you not to 

repeat anything of what I have said." 

"My dear Kennedy, I should not dream of repeating it. But all that you say interests me very much, for it gives 

me an insight into your way of looking at things, which is entirely different from mine, for I have seen so little 

of life. And now you want to know about my new catacomb. There's no use my trying to describe it, for you 

would never find it by that. There is only one thing, and that is for me to take you there." 

"That would be splendid." 

"When would you like to come?" 

"The sooner the better. I am all impatience to see it." 

"Well, it is a beautiful night--though a trifle cold. Suppose we start in an hour. We must be very careful to 

keep the matter to ourselves. If anyone saw us hunting in couples they would suspect that there was 

something going on." 

"We can't be too cautious," said Kennedy. "Is it far?" 

"Some miles." 

"Not too far to walk?" 

"Oh, no, we could walk there easily." 

"We had better do so, then. A cabman's suspicions would be aroused if he dropped us both at some lonely 

spot in the dead of the night." 

"Quite so. I think it would be best for us to meet at the Gate of the Appian Way at midnight. I must go back to 

my lodgings for the matches and candles and things." 

"All right, Burger! I think it is very kind of you to let me into this secret, and I promise you that I will write 

nothing about it until you have published your report. Good-bye for the present! You will find me at the Gate 

at twelve." 

The cold, clear air was filled with the musical chimes from that city of clocks as Burger, wrapped in an Italian 

overcoat, with a lantern hanging from his hand, walked up to the rendezvous. Kennedy stepped out of the 

shadow to meet him. 

"You are ardent in work as well as in love!" said the German, laughing. 

"Yes; I have been waiting here for nearly half an hour." 
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"I hope you left no clue as to where we were going." 

"Not such a fool! By Jove, I am chilled to the bone! Come on, Burger, let us warm ourselves by a spurt of 

hard walking." 

Their footsteps sounded loud and crisp upon the rough stone paving of the disappointing road which is all that 

is left of the most famous highway of the world. A peasant or two going home from the wine-shop, and a few 

carts of country produce coming up to Rome, were the only things which they met. They swung along, with 

the huge tombs looming up through the darkness upon each side of them, until they had come as far as the 

Catacombs of St. Calixtus, and saw against a rising moon the great circular bastion of Cecilia Metella in front 

of them. Then Burger stopped with his hand to his side. "Your legs are longer than mine, and you are more 

accustomed to walking," said he, laughing. "I think that the place where we turn off is somewhere here. Yes, 

this is it, round the corner of the trattoria. Now, it is a very narrow path, so perhaps I had better go in front, 

and you can follow." He had lit his lantern, and by its light they were enabled to follow a narrow and devious 

track which wound across the marshes of the Campagna. The great Aqueduct of old Rome lay like a 

monstrous caterpillar across the moonlit landscape, and their road led them under one of its huge arches, and 

past the circle of crumbling bricks which marks the old arena. At last Burger stopped at a solitary wooden 

cowhouse, and he drew a key from his pocket. 

"Surely your catacomb is not inside a house!" cried Kennedy. 

"The entrance to it is. That is just the safeguard which we have against anyone else discovering it." 

"Does the proprietor know of it?" 

"Not he. He had found one or two objects which made me almost certain that his house was built on the 

entrance to such a place. So I rented it from him, and did my excavations for myself. Come in, and shut the 

door behind you." 

It was a long, empty building, with the mangers of the cows along one wall. Burger put his lantern down on 

the ground, and shaded its light in all directions save one by draping his overcoat round it. "It might excite 

remark if anyone saw a light in this lonely place," said he. "Just help me to move this boarding." The flooring 

was loose in the corner, and plank by plank the two savants raised it and leaned it against the wall. Below 

there was a square aperture and a stair of old stone steps which led away down into the bowels of the earth. 

"Be careful!" cried Burger, as Kennedy, in his impatience, hurried down them. "It is a perfect rabbits'-warren 

below, and if you were once to lose your way there, the chances would be a hundred to one against your ever 

coming out again. Wait until I bring the light." 

"How do you find your own way if it is so complicated?" 

"I had some very narrow escapes at first, but I have gradually learned to go about. There is a certain system to 

it, but it is one which a lost man, if he were in the dark, could not possibly find out. Even now I always spin 

out a ball of string behind me when I am going far into the catacomb. You can see for yourself that it is 
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difficult, but every one of these passages divides and subdivides a dozen times before you go a hundred 

yards." They had descended some twenty feet from the level of the byre, and they were standing now in a 

square chamber cut out of the soft tufa. The lantern cast a flickering light, bright below and dim above, over 

the cracked brown walls. In every direction were the black openings of passages which radiated from this 

common centre. 

"I want you to follow me closely, my friend," said Burger. "Do not loiter to look at anything upon the way, for 

the place to which I will take you contains all that you can see, and more. It will save time for us to go there 

direct." He led the way down one of the corridors, and the Englishman followed closely at his heels. Every 

now and then the passage bifurcated, but Burger was evidently following some secret marks of his own, for 

he neither stopped nor hesitated. Everywhere along the walls, packed like the berths upon an emigrant ship, 

lay the Christians of old Rome. The yellow light flickered over the shrivelled features of the mummies, and 

gleamed upon rounded skulls and long, white arm-bones crossed over fleshless chests. And everywhere as he 

passed Kennedy looked with wistful eyes upon inscriptions, funeral vessels, pictures, vestments, utensils, all 

lying as pious hands had placed them so many centuries ago. It was apparent to him, even in those hurried, 

passing glances, that this was the earliest and finest of the catacombs, containing such a storehouse of Roman 

remains as had never before come at one time under the observation of the student. "What would happen if 

the light went out?" he asked, as they hurried on. 

"I have a spare candle and a box of matches in my pocket. By the way, Kennedy, have you any matches?" 

"No; you had better give me some." 

"Oh, that is all right. There is no chance of our separating." 

"How far are we going? It seems to me that we have walked at least a quarter of a mile." 

"More than that, I think. There is really no limit to the tombs--at least, I have never been able to find any. This 

is a very difficult place, so I think that I will use our ball of string." He fastened one end of it to a projecting 

stone and he carried the coil in the breast of his coat, paying it out as he advanced. Kennedy saw that it was no 

unnecessary precaution, for the passages had become more complexed and tortuous than ever, with a perfect 

network of intersecting corridors. But these all ended in one large circular hall with a square pedestal of tufa 

topped with a slab of marble at one end of it. "By Jove!" cried Kennedy in an ecstasy, as Burger swung his 

lantern over the marble. "It is a Christian altar--probably the first one in existence. Here is the little 

consecration cross cut upon the corner of it. No doubt this circular space was used as a church." 

"Precisely," said Burger. "If I had more time I should like to show you all the bodies which are buried in these 

niches upon the walls, for they are the early popes and bishops of the Church, with their mitres, their croziers, 

and full canonicals. Go over to that one and look at it!" Kennedy went across, and stared at the ghastly head 

which lay loosely on the shredded and mouldering mitre. 

"This is most interesting," said he, and his voice seemed to boom against the concave vault. "As far as my 

experience goes, it is unique. Bring the lantern over, Burger, for I want to see them all." But the German had 

strolled away, and was standing in the middle of a yellow circle of light at the other side of the hall. 
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"Do you know how many wrong turnings there are between this and the stairs?" he asked. "There are over 

two thousand. No doubt it was one of the means of protection which the Christians adopted. The odds are two 

thousand to one against a man getting out, even if he had a light; but if he were in the dark it would, of course, 

be far more difficult." 

"So I should think." 

"And the darkness is something dreadful. I tried it once for an experiment. Let us try it again!" He stooped to 

the lantern, and in an instant it was as if an invisible hand was squeezed tightly over each of Kennedy's eyes. 

Never had he known what such darkness was. It seemed to press upon him and to smother him. It was a solid 

obstacle against which the body shrank from advancing. He put his hands out to push it back from him. "That 

will do, Burger," said he, "let's have the light again." 

But his companion began to laugh, and in that circular room the sound seemed to come from every side at 

once. "You seem uneasy, friend Kennedy," said he. 

"Go on, man, light the candle!" said Kennedy, impatiently. 

"It's very strange, Kennedy, but I could not in the least tell by the sound in which direction you stand. Could 

you tell where I am?" 

"No; you seem to be on every side of me." 

"If it were not for this string which I hold in my hand I should not have a notion which way to go." 

"I dare say not. Strike a light, man, and have an end of this nonsense." 

"Well, Kennedy, there are two things which I understand that you are very fond of. The one is adventure, and 

the other is an obstacle to surmount. The adventure must be the finding of your way out of this catacomb. The 

obstacle will be the darkness and the two thousand wrong turns which make the way a little difficult to find. 

But you need not hurry, for you have plenty of time, and when you halt for a rest now and then, I should like 

you just to think of Miss Mary Saunderson, and whether you treated her quite fairly." 

"You devil, what do you mean?" roared Kennedy. He was running about in little circles and clasping at the 

solid blackness with both hands. 

"Good-bye," said the mocking voice, and it was already at some distance. "I really do not think, Kennedy, 

even by your own showing that you did the right thing by that girl. There was only one little thing which you 

appeared not to know, and I can supply it. Miss Saunderson was engaged to a poor, ungainly devil of a 

student, and his name was Julius Burger." There was a rustle somewhere--the vague sound of a foot striking a 

stone--and then there fell silence upon that old Christian church--a stagnant heavy silence which closed round 

Kennedy and shut him in like water round a drowning man. 
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Some two months afterwards the following paragraph made the round of the European Press:-- 

One of the most interesting discoveries of recent years is that of the new catacomb in Rome, which lies some 

distance to the east of the well-known vaults of St. Calixtus. The finding of this important burial-place, which 

is exceedingly rich in most interesting early Christian remains, is due to the energy and sagacity of Dr. Julius 

Burger, the young German specialist, who is rapidly taking the first place as an authority upon ancient Rome. 

Although the first to publish his discovery, it appears that a less fortunate adventurer had anticipated Dr. 

Burger. Some months ago Mr. Kennedy, the well-known English student, disappeared suddenly from his 

rooms in the "Corso", and it was conjectured that his association with a recent scandal had driven him to leave 

Rome. It appears now that he had in reality fallen a victim to that fervid love of archaeology which had raised 

him to a distinguished place among living scholars. His body was discovered in the heart of the new 

catacomb, and it was evident from the condition of his feet and boots that he had tramped for days through the 

tortuous corridors which make these subterranean tombs so dangerous to explorers. The deceased gentleman 

had, with inexplicable rashness, made his way into this labyrinth without, as far as can be discovered, taking 

with him either candles or matches, so that his sad fate was the natural result of his own temerity. What makes 

the matter more painful is that Dr. Julius Burger was an intimate friend of the deceased. His joy at the 

extraordinary find which he has been so fortunate as to make has been greatly marred by the terrible fate of 

his comrade and fellow-worker. 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-new-catacomb   
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Wastewater treatment process produces "greener" ammonia 

Removes ammonia from wastewater, step toward making polluted water potable 

 
 

Engineers develop an eco-friendly process to extract ammonia from wastewater. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

 

Access to a safe and steady supply of water is a requirement for all life on the planet. How to manage and 

sustain this resource is a persistent consideration, and managing ammonia-containing wastewater is a pressing 

concern. Could nanotechnology provide a way to treat wastewater and produce ammonia with less impact on 

the environment? 

Engineers based at Rice University working on research partially funded by the U.S. National Science 

Foundation have developed an electrocatalyst of ruthenium atoms on a mesh of copper nanowires to extract 

ammonia from wastewater. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=305199&org=NSF
https://news.rice.edu/news/2022/rice-process-aims-strip-ammonia-wastewater
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1449500
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1449500
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The high-performance electrocatalyst can remove ammonia -- commonly used as an industrial fertilizer -- 

from low levels of nitrates in industrial wastewater and polluted groundwater with close to 100% efficiency. 

The team published the research in Nature Nanotechnology. 

"We fulfilled a complete water denitrification process," said a lead author of the study, Feng-Yang Chen. 

"With further water treatment of other contaminants, we can potentially turn industrial wastewater back to 

drinking water." 

The researchers innovated the ruthenium electrocatalyst process with the mesh of copper nanowires, 

effectively suppressing hydrogen production. 

"We knew that ruthenium was a good metal candidate for nitrate reduction, but we also knew there was a big 

problem, that it could easily have a competing reaction, which is hydrogen evolution," Chen said. "When we 

applied current, a lot of the electrons would just go to hydrogen, not the product we want." 

The team borrowed a concept from other fields like carbon dioxide reduction, which uses copper to suppress 

hydrogen evolution, according to corresponding author Haotian Wang said. "Then we had to find a way to 

organically combine ruthenium and copper. It turns out that dispersing single ruthenium atoms into the copper 

matrix works best." 

The efficient process is scalable and could significantly reduce carbon dioxide emissions from industrial 

ammonia production. 

Wang concluded, "While we understood that converting nitrate wastes to ammonia may not be able to fully 

replace the existing ammonia industry in the short term, we believe this process could make significant 

contributions to decentralized ammonia production, especially in places with high nitrate sources." 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=305199&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery    

https://www.nature.com/articles/s41565-022-01121-4
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Certain hummingbird species are facing declining populations due to habitat loss and lack of food. 

Hummingbird banders — a small group of only 175 licensed individuals in the United States — are trying to 

figure out why. 
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Words by Jessica Bradley Wells | Photos by Logan Cyrus 

 

Susan Campbell, one of 175 licensed hummingbird banders in the United States, reaches inside a cage to 

band a hummingbird at Weymouth Woods Sandhills Nature Preserve. 

 

June 15, 2022 

30 

It’s 8:25 a.m. in Southern Pines, North Carolina, and Susan Campbell stands beneath towering longleaf 

pines near the Weymouth Woods Sandhills Nature Preserve’s visitors center. In her left hand, she holds a 

modified spearfishing reel attached to a white nylon string that leads to a wire cage surrounding a 

hummingbird feeder.  
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She’s waiting to trap a hummingbird and secure a thin aluminum band around its leg. The band is so small, it 

fits around a diaper pin, yet it’s engraved with a code that tells the person who recaptures the bird where it’s 

been and its health status.  

Campbell is one of only 175 people in the country licensed to catch and band hummingbirds — compared 

with the 1,500 people who have master bird banding permits. Earning a permit to handle hummingbirds, most 

of which are shorter than your index finger and lighter than a teaspoon of sugar, requires extra training, 

dexterity, and a gentle touch.  

But the work hummingbird banders do is critical.  

 

Because of their size and speed, hummingbirds prove difficult to study. Historically, we know that ruby-

throated hummingbirds, one of the most common species that breed on the East Coast, frequent Southeastern 

feeders from late March to September. But because of banders like Campbell, it's now known that ruby-

throateds, along with 11 other species, spend winter here, too — a fact undiscovered until the 1970s. 

Hummingbirds have evolved into more than 300 species over 42 million years. The United States has more 

than a dozen, with most living in the western half of the country. Hummingbirds are the second-largest family 

of birds in the Americas. But most remarkably, they have the largest hearts of all birds relative to their size — 

beating up to 1,200 times per minute as they reach speeds of 30 mph for 18 to 20 hours per day when 

traveling. Because they can more efficiently pump blood and oxygen throughout their bodies, they perform 

acrobatics like tiny Olympians. This, combined with a unique wing structure, makes them the only birds that 

can hover, and fly backward and upside down. This speed and stamina allow them to make one of the most 

magnificent migrations in the animal kingdom. 

For all we know about how far and fast these wondrous birds fly, we don’t know exactly where they go and 

why. 

 

 

 

With every bird that banders catch, they’re painting a clearer picture of these matchbox-sized 

creatures’ lives and how we can help them, especially in regard to habitat loss and lack of food.  
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It’s late April when I visit Campbell. She’s cocooned in a puffy teal coat that falls just above her ankles; her 

strawberry-blond hair, pulled under a baseball cap, reveals a pair of dangly hummingbird earrings. It’s only 

about 40 degrees outside, but Campbell feels good about the chances of banding a hummingbird. 

“Now, we wait for a customer,” she says. “It’s like fishing. You just don't know how long it's gonna take.” 

Within 10 minutes, a ruby-throated hummingbird enters the cage. Campbell, who speaks as quickly and 

confidently as a hummingbird flies, doesn’t even break conversation other than to note that the bird is an adult 

male. She removes a pair of fingerless gloves and her hand follows the bird as it squeaks and dashes from 

corner to corner. Finally, she grasps it loosely in her fist. 

Campbell places it in a blue mesh bag and carries the bird toward a nearby bench where she's laid out a Wes 

Anderson-like spread: a scale, ruler, magnifying glass, crochet needle and a few other items she needs to band 

the hummingbird. The blue bag hangs from a hook on a handrail as she prepares to inspect and measure the 

bird. 

The buzzing bird begins to mirror Campbell’s calm. She’s banded more than 4,500 hummingbirds since she 

started in 1999 at Weymouth Woods. Her first 500 were a little nerve-racking, she says, but now she works 

with ease.  

“In the beginning, I felt like I was all thumbs,” she says, “but you get used to how to hold them, predict their 

behavior, and keep an eye on them to make sure that there's nothing wrong. But every one is different. I’ve 

handled a lot of them, but I still am excited to see the next one — that’s also what makes it special.” 

She swaps her baseball cap for a visorlike magnifying glass and lowers the eyepiece before removing the bird 

by lightly pinching the sides of its body between her index finger and thumb. She wraps the bird in a scrap of 

white cloth that she trimmed off the toe of an old nylon stocking, which further calms the bird as she gently 

maneuvers its body.  

With the point of a crochet needle, Campbell lifts the hummingbird’s leg by sliding it under the toes and 

pulling it away from the bird’s body. She tucks her thumbnail under his leg with one hand and with the other 

crimps the band onto his leg with her pliers. On his back, the bird lies completely still as she places the band. 

He only kicks his feet, shorter than the width of her thumbnail, as she makes adjustments so that the band can 

move around his leg but not fall off his foot. 

Sometimes, she says, they get fidgety when they’re hungry, so she offers them a drink from a feeder once the 

band is set correctly.  

After feeding him, she lifts the bird up to a jewelry loupe to inspect his bill. Hummingbird bills are made of a 

living tissue similar to our cuticles. Young hummingbirds have grooves in their bills, but this bird’s bill is 

completely smooth, so Campbell estimates he’s about 2 years old. Most hummingbirds have a three- to five-

year lifespan, but some have lived up to 12 years.  
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She measures his bill, wing, and tail with a ruler, and records her measurements on a clipboard before 

checking to make sure he’s in good general health. With a plastic straw, she blows under his feathers to 

inspect his skin and then places him on a scale to weigh him.  

Lying on a scale wrapped in his nylon blanket, the bird weighs in at just under 3 grams. During his migration, 

he would have weighed up to 6 grams to prepare for his 500-mile trip from somewhere in Central America 

across the Gulf of Mexico, stopping anywhere along the Gulf from Texas to north Florida. By the time he 

reached North Carolina, he would have lost half his body weight. 

 

Less than 30 minutes after catching the hummingbird, Campbell dips a tip of pine straw in white craft paint 

and leaves a dot on the top of the bird’s head — his annual “beauty mark.” “So I know he’s one of the birds 

banded this year. This will only last four or five months. It’s not a permanent mark, unlike the band,” she 

says, before walking to a sunny area to release him. By now, his feathers are puffed, a sign he’s possibly on 

the verge of torpor, a sort of short-term hibernation. At night, and especially when it’s cold, hummingbirds 

will find a safe branch, puff their feathers, and point their bills to the sky before reducing their heartbeat, body 

temperature, and breathing to conserve energy. 
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The bird sits still in her hand for about 30 seconds, with his patch of ruby-red feathers sparkling in the sun. 

“He just doesn’t know he’s free to go after all this,” Campbell says, so she places him on a branch to give him 

time to wake up.  

 

Most hummingbirds are shorter than your index finger and lighter than a teaspoon of sugar.  

Campbell, who has a bachelor’s degree in wildlife biology from Cornell University and a master’s degree in 

ecology from North Carolina State University, has worked part-time at Weymouth Woods since 1999 in 

addition to working at the North Carolina Museum of Natural Science since she was a graduate student in 

1993. She was working in the bird collections group when Bob and Martha Sargent, two hummingbird 

banders from Alabama, visited the museum and talked about the growing effort to document hummingbirds’ 

winter migration patterns. They needed help expanding their network of banders in the Southeast and asked 

Campbell if she’d like to cover North Carolina. 

“I thought about it for about two seconds and said yes,” she says. 

Since then, she’s captured 12 species of hummingbirds in North Carolina and spends most of her time 

studying hummingbirds in the eastern half of North Carolina. She has a partner, Dwayne Martin, who works 

under her guidance as a sort of apprentice and covers the western half of the state.  
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“I marvel at these birds, even though I’ve seen and banded thousands of them. Every time I see them and 

every opportunity I have to band, it’s kind of like Christmas because I never know who I am going to catch,” 

she says. “These birds are just amazing in so many ways. It blows me away still even knowing what I know.” 

 

 

 

 

Campbell measures the male hummingbird before recording his weight and noting his general health.  
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The U.S. Geological Survey’s Bird Banding Laboratory issues banding permits and records data from 

every banded and marked bird in North America. Since 1960, about 1 million of the 78 million recorded 

species have been hummingbirds. While official records begin in 1960, Bird Banding Laboratory biologist 

Matthew Rogosky said researchers were banding hummingbirds in the 1930s, though the records were much 

less standardized and have not been digitized.  

“Our knowledge of bands from that long ago,” Rogosky said by email, “is quite murky.” 

As technology advanced, new ways of studying hummingbirds emerged. According to Campbell, the earliest 

bird bands for any species were pieces of string. Researchers would assign colors to species and seasons and 

tie the string around a bird’s leg. When they’d see the bird again, they’d have a general idea of where it came 

from, but the string didn’t provide information as detailed as that from current bands, and wasn’t as 

permanent. The same method was used for hummingbirds until researchers developed a band, between 1.27 

and 1.52 millimeters in diameter, that was small enough to put around the bird’s leg. Campbell says she came 

across a study from the 1960s in which researcher James Johnson used a series of thread-color combinations 

to track hummingbirds.  

“They would sit with a feeder until [the bird] came in at close range and they could see, ‘OK, well, it's blue 

and green again, or it's red and yellow again.’” 

The evolution of photography helped hummingbird observation, too. On a mission to make the invisible 

visible, engineer and photographer Harold “Doc” Edgerton invented a flash tube in 1936 that made it possible 

to capture hummingbirds in flight on film for the first time. Today, researchers rely on bird watchers with 

cameras to document birds at their feeders so the researchers can try to capture and band them. 
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Campbell gets ready to release the hummingbird. 

Our knowledge of hummingbirds’ behavior in the Southeast started with a backyard bird watcher, too. When 

Nancy Newfield began bird watching in her Metairie, Louisiana, yard in the 1970s, scientists believed ruby-

throated hummingbirds only visited the Southeast in summer. Any hummingbirds reported in the winter were 

dismissed as moths and not recorded.  

When Newfield reported two black-chinned hummingbirds (usually found in the western United States and 

Mexico) she saw at her feeder in October 1975, she was met with disbelief.  

“All the good ol’ boys in this area said, ‘She’s crazy,’” Newfield says when I call her. “So I said, ‘Well, I’m 

pretty sure I know what I’m talking about.’ I felt like there was something going on with hummingbirds that I 

was seeing that no one knew about.” 

Newfield decided to study wintering habits of hummingbirds in Louisiana as a five-year master’s thesis 

project at LSU. At the time, the closest hummingbird bander was in Oklahoma, so she taught herself how to 

band hummingbirds and earned her permit in 1979, becoming one of only 12 licensed hummingbird banders 

in the United States at the time, and the only one in the Southeast.  
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Since then, she and other banders have spotted 14 species of hummingbird pass through Louisiana during 

their migration. She’s written three books and two guides on hummingbirds, including her most popular, 

Hummingbird Gardens, which teaches birders how to attract the fast-flying birds to their yards with native 

plants. While on the book tour, she was invited to dinner in Austin, Texas, by former first lady “Lady Bird” 

Johnson, a fan interested in tips for her own garden. 

“She had a copy of my book and had me autograph it,” Newfield says. “That was an awesome, awesome 

week.”  

It was almost as unexpected as her five-year study’s continuing for more than 40 years.  
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Campbell bands the male hummingbird she catches and records its data. Of the 78 million species recorded 

by the U.S. Geological Survey’s Bird Banding Laboratory since 1960, about 1 million have been 

hummingbirds. 

Newfield is 77 and still banding hummingbirds at the same house she and her husband bought in 1970. When 

I speak with her on the phone, she’s at home recovering from a broken leg, but she has plans to teach a Tulane 

University student how to band hummingbirds the following week. When I ask her if she plans to retire, she 

tells me the hummingbird community wouldn’t let her, but she doesn’t feel the need to stop banding, either.  

“I’ve had the opportunity to really put myself into the study,” she says, “but I have stayed with it because it’s 

still extremely interesting. I enjoy the people I meet, and I feel that my place is between the scientific 

community and the everyday gardener.” 

She’s banded more than 20,000 hummingbirds and trained about 50 people to band them, including the 

Sargents, who made it their life’s mission in retirement to band as many hummingbirds as possible and recruit 

volunteers to do the same.  
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From 1987 until Bob’s death in 2014, the couple banded hundreds of thousands of hummingbirds, the 

majority of them ruby-throateds, across 12 species in Alabama, and trained more than 100 people to band 

hummingbirds. Bob trained Campbell, who considers him a second father, and Fred Bassett, who Campbell 

says probably bands more hummingbirds than anyone in the Southeast today.  

Bassett lives in Alabama and bands hummingbirds in Alabama and north Florida in the winter and Idaho in 

the summer. He’s banded more than 35,000 hummingbirds over more than 20 years across 18 states and 

Canada. He set a record for longest distance between banding and recapture for a bird banded near 

Tallahassee, Florida, in January and recaptured roughly 3,600 miles away five months later in Chenega Bay, 

Alaska. 

“I've been in many more places than any other bander, so I enjoy learning about hummingbirds,” Bassett says, 

“but the thing I’ve learned about hummingbirds is the more we learn, the more we know we don't know 

diddly squat.” 

 

 

 

Bassett hopes that technology will advance so researchers won’t have to rely on bands to piece together 

a hummingbird’s migration. With a tracking device light enough and with a strong enough battery to last a 

year, researchers could accurately record a hummingbird’s route.  

“We’ll learn more in six months than everything we've learned before — and we'll learn at least half of 

everything we know is not true,” Bassett says. 

For now, hummingbird banders’ collective work helps us understand the birds’ mysterious behavior, and 

localized research gives us more insight into broad trends. In 2019, research published in the journal Science 

showed bird populations in North America have declined nearly 30% since 1970 — roughly 2.9 billion birds 

gone. 

https://www.al.com/living/2014/09/founder_of_hummingbird_study_g.html
https://www.science.org/doi/10.1126/science.aaw1313


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

41 

The research showed that ruby-throated hummingbird populations had an overall increase, but in the 

Southeast, local data tells a different story. Though Campbell says populations in the Midwest and Northeast 

are doing well, she’s noticed a decline in the number of hummingbirds in many places she bands.  

“I did summer banding in July in Wilmington [North Carolina], where there should have been plenty of adults 

flying around and a lot of youngsters already out and about,” she says. “I didn’t catch a single hummingbird 

in over four hours. That was shocking to me. Absolutely shocking.” 

Newfield also says she’s seen fewer birds in her backyard, as green space becomes less common in her 

neighborhood outside New Orleans.  

Bassett recorded about half as many rufous hummingbirds in Alabama and north Florida last winter than the 

previous year, but he’s not convinced it’s a trend so much as a cyclical population.  

“Pretty much everything with hummingbirds is uncertain,” he says. 

Though it’s hard to draw conclusions about hummingbird populations, Campbell believes chemicals used for 

landscaping, farming, and industry are affecting insect populations that hummingbirds rely on for food, and 

deforestation and increased development are making habitat harder to find.  

“I’d like to think this is a trend that can be reversed with enough people being aware of what these birds need 

and taking action,” Campbell says.“When I am talking to groups and banding, I spend as much time talking 

about these issues as I do about the birds themselves.” 
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Campbell has banded more than 4,500 hummingbirds since she started in 1999 at Weymouth Woods. 

To help, Campbell says people can plant native plants that support hummingbirds and insects, use fewer 

landscaping chemicals, clean hummingbird feeders every few days in the summer to prevent fatal fungus and 

mildew, and buy feeders that have openings large enough for the birds’ bills. (Some feeders have openings so 

small that hummingbirds break their bills, Campbell tells me.) 

Campbell sets up near the Weymouth Woods visitors center every Wednesday during hummingbird season. 

There’s a medley of chirping sparrows, bluebirds, and pine warblers in the background as I get ready to leave 

on this April day, and Campbell tells me that though there’s much researchers may never know about 

hummingbirds, the work makes a difference because people fall in love with hummingbirds and think 

differently about the environment. 

“We have to do what we can and remain hopeful,” she says, “because otherwise, we’re not going to sleep at 

night.” 
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Jessica Bradley Wells is a freelance writer in North Carolina interested in telling stories about nature and 

the problem solvers who protect it. 

Logan Cyrus is an independent photographer working in the southeastern United States who calls Charlotte, 

North Carolina, home. Before establishing himself as a full-time freelance photojournalist, he spent six years 

as a Navy corpsman at Camp Lejeune. He's grateful to have the opportunity to help tell people's stories and 

welcomes life experiences that inform the way he makes pictures. 

 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-hummingbird-

detectives?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6%2F15%20-

%20Wed%20%28Hummingbird%29%20%28VDtm3T%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-hummingbird-detectives?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6%2F15%20-%20Wed%20%28Hummingbird%29%20%28VDtm3T%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-hummingbird-detectives?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6%2F15%20-%20Wed%20%28Hummingbird%29%20%28VDtm3T%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-hummingbird-detectives?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6%2F15%20-%20Wed%20%28Hummingbird%29%20%28VDtm3T%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-hummingbird-detectives?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6%2F15%20-%20Wed%20%28Hummingbird%29%20%28VDtm3T%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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Out on the TownMagnus Hirschfeld and Berlin’s Third Sex 

By James J. Conway 

Years before the Weimar Republic’s well-chronicled freedoms, the 1904 non-fiction study Berlin’s Third 

Sex depicted an astonishingly diverse subculture of sexual outlaws in the German capital. James J. Conway 

introduces a foundational text of queer identity that finds Magnus Hirschfeld — the “Einstein of Sex” — 

deploying both sentiment and science to move hearts and minds among a broad readership. 

 

Photograph of a costume party held at the Institute for Sexual Research (Institut für Sexualwissenschaft) on an 

unknown date. Magnus Hirschfeld is in glasses, right, holding hands with his partner, the archivist Karl Giese 

— Source (Credit: Magnus-Hirschfeld-Gesellschaft e.V., Berlin. Not public domain) 

By the time Magnus Hirschfeld died in exile on May 14, 1935 — his sixty-seventh birthday — the German 

sexologist had already witnessed his own annihilation at least twice over. Presumed dead after a brutal attack 

by far-right thugs in early Weimar-era Munich, he got to read his own obituary in the newspaper while 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#james-j-conway
https://www.scientificamerican.com/article/the-forgotten-history-of-the-worlds-first-trans-clinic/
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convalescing. And years later, shortly after the Nazi takeover of Germany, an exiled Hirschfeld viewed a 

newsreel of the first major book burning, which showed the SA not only casting decades of his research onto 

the pyre, but a bust of Hirschfeld himself. 

Magnus Hirschfeld was born to a Jewish family in the Prussian spa town of Kolberg in 1868, but the man 

whose investigation of difference so incensed his countrymen came forth on a later birthday — May 14, 1897 

— when Hirschfeld formed the Scientific-Humanitarian Committee at his medical practice in Berlin. Arising 

out of culturally conservative Wilhelmine Germany, this Committee was the world’s first gay activist group, 

from which Hirschfeld later emerged as one of history’s most important figures in the study of gender and 

sexuality. 

The Committee’s charter called for public enlightenment, and its first major product was the 1899 Jahrbuch 

für sexuelle Zwischenstufen (Yearbook for Sexual Intermediaries), which appeared in annual editions for a 

quarter of a century and totalled more than 11,000 pages. Academic in tone, it forthrightly claimed 

homosexuality to be in-born, tracked the development of a corresponding homosexual identity through the 

long stream of history, and mapped its contemporary forms. The first issue opened with an article by 

Hirschfeld himself, appended with a reader survey (“Were your parents or grandparents blood relations?”, 

“Can you point to a reason for your abnormal feelings?”, “Are your ears large, protruding, small, delicate?”). 

It also included a study of blackmailers, an article outing the nineteenth-century poet Platen, and a petition 

signed by hundreds of distinguished figures calling for the repeal of the German Criminal Code’s notorious 

Paragraph 175, which banned “unnatural fornication” between men. 
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Pages from the 1899 Yearbook for Sexual Intermediaries (Jahrbuch für sexuelle Zwischenstufen) listing 

donors to the Scientific-Humanitarian Committee, aimed at homosexual liberation (Befreiung der 

Homosexuellen). Several donors use the pseudonym Dorian Gray (“Dorian Gray in Vienna”, “Dorian Gray 

from Monte Carlo”) in light of the recent criminal trial of Oscar Wilde — Source. 

Hirschfeld fought all his life to have Paragraph 175 struck off. It not only shadowed his own existence as a 

gay man; through his practice the doctor also saw its devastating impact on men who lived in fear and shame, 

prey to blackmailers. Who else, after all, would report a consensual sex act to the authorities? But as those 

names on the petition indicate, there was more support for abolition than one might expect. In 1898, August 

Bebel, head of Germany’s Social Democrats, became the first politician to speak out in favour of gay law 

reform; particularly striking was his insistence that gay men were to be found in large numbers at every social 

level. 

No one knew this better than Hirschfeld himself, the antithesis of the cloistered academic. He went out into 

society, actively participated in the lives of the people he was writing about — not just gay men but a full 

spectrum of lesbians, bisexuals, trans men and women, cross-dressers of all persuasions — then went back, 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:1899_Jahrbuch_f%C3%BCr_sexuelle_Zwischenstufen,_S._282f.,_Hannover-Sulingen_WhK-Gesch%C3%A4ftsstelle.jpg
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analysed, formulated, and reappeared before the public with his findings. Hirschfeld’s friend, writer Else 

Lasker-Schüler, referred to him as a “father confessor”, but his transgression in the eyes of credentialed 

colleagues and the conservative mainstream was to have breached the sanctity of the confessional, or the 

academy in this instance. 

 

Photograph of Magnus Hirschfeld seated between Bernard Schapiro, the Institute for Sexual Research’s 

Assistant Director, left, and medical student Li Shiu Tong. Karl Giese and Hirschfeld’s life partnership 

expanded to include Li after they met during the doctor’s Chinese lecture tour, dating the photograph after 

1931 — Source. 

Hirschfeld’s laboratory was queer Berlin — its beats, balls, and bars. Unique among German urban centres, 

the capital entered the twentieth century as a metropolis. It had experienced phenomenal growth, multiplying 

twentyfold in a century; in global comparison, only London, New York, and Paris were larger. To both settled 

Berliners and newcomers the city offered not just material opportunity, but the promise of transformation, or 

revelation — the prospect of sympathetic company in which to bare one’s true self. It had supported a gay 

underground since at least the time of Frederick the Great, when Austrian author Johann Friedel indignantly 

reported on the city’s male brothels in his 1782 Briefe über die Galanterien von Berlin (Letters on the 

Libertinage of Berlin). In Hirschfeld’s day, the chief of Berlin’s police, Leopold von Meerscheidt-Hüllessem, 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Bernhard_Schapiro,_Magnus_Hirschfeld,_Tao_Lee.jpg
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eschewed open confrontation with the city’s sizeable sexual minority and instead maintained a policy of 

containment and observation — a key factor in the development of a confident, diverse subculture. 

But Berlin’s rapid expansion had rendered the city a stranger to itself. Hans Ostwald, an ambitious writer a 

few years younger than Hirschfeld, sought to chart the furthest reaches of the modern city, and the result was 

one of the most expansive accounts of urban experience ever undertaken — the Großstadt-

Dokumente (Metropolis Documents). Beginning in 1904 with Ostwald’s own Dunkle Winkel in Berlin (Dark 

Corners in Berlin), a study of vagrants, and ending four years later with the shiny nouveau riche revels of 

Edmund Edel’s Neu-Berlin, the fifty-one editions fed the voracious curiosity of the Bildungsbürgertum — the 

educated middle class. Viewed together, the Metropolis Documents resemble a compendious study of a 

distant colony, especially in the row of imposing cloth-bound thematic convolutes which collated five 

volumes each. But it was the alien customs of modern, urban life that the Metropolis Documents mapped, 

with a particular focus on the disadvantaged and marginalised — prostitutes, bohemians, single mothers, 

gamblers, spiritualists, alcoholics, and criminals — as well as civil servants, teachers, seamstresses, 

musicians, actors, athletes, and bankers. Three quarters of the titles were about Berlin (with brief digressions 

to Hamburg, Vienna, and St Petersburg). And when Ostwald sought to depict the lives of sexual outlaws in 

the German capital, he turned to Magnus Hirschfeld. 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

49 

James J. Conway’s personal collection of the Metropolis Documents. Berlin’s Third Sex is included in the 

volume titled Das erotische Berlin. 

The resulting 1904 volume was by some distance the most successful of the Metropolis Documents. Today, 

few works emerge from the archives with the urgency of Hirschfeld’s Berlins Drittes Geschlecht (Berlin’s 

Third Sex). To be fair, it didn’t exactly come out of nowhere; it wasn’t even the first Hirschfeld text to 

address the “third sex” — at the dawn of the new century he had issued a pamphlet for a broad readership 

entitled “What People Should Know about the Third Sex”. The “third sex” was a label of convenience at a 

time when Hirschfeld’s studies were still blurring distinctions between gender and sexuality, conflating them 

with physiological characteristics. In his research into sexual attraction he would soon settle on the notion of a 

continuum — decades before Alfred Kinsey — noting that to be positioned at either extreme, heterosexual or 

homosexual, was the exception rather than the rule. Hirschfeld was hardly alone: a large number of German 

works at the time examined this “third sex”, in fiction and non-fiction, but with little consensus on what the 

category actually encompassed: lesbians and gay men? Trans men and women? Emancipated women, 

perhaps? Hirschfeld’s preferred label for gay and trans individuals — a distinction not always clear at the time 

— was “Urning” (uranian), but he evidently adopted the more modish term “third sex” to lure as broad a 

readership as possible. 

Duly lured, readers of Berlin’s Third Sex were confronted with a whole fête galante of misfits, deviants, and 

sexual mutineers cavorting on the legal edgelands of society. There’s the “gathering of obviously homosexual 

princes, counts and barons” discussing Wagner, the women-only ball where a “dark-eyed Carmen sets a 

jockey aflame”, the drag act burlesquing Isadora Duncan, a café in the city’s north where Jewish lesbians play 

chess, gaggles of gay labourers meeting up to gossip before tending to their needlework, the Russian baron 

distributing alms to hustlers in the Tiergarten, a canal-side tavern where soldiers from the nearby barracks 

find gay men only too willing to pick up their tab, and the encrypted classified ads with which the lonesome 

and horny sought to make the vast metropolis just a little smaller. 
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Cover of James J. Conway’s personal copy of Magnus Hirschfeld’s Berlins Drittes Geschlecht (Berlin’s Third 

Sex), left, and Hirschfeld’s reproduction of encrypted classified ads in his book, right. 

There is suffering, yes, there is despair and self-harm and ostracism. But Berlin’s Third Sex also offers 

something you may not expect of Wilhelmine Berlin — fun. To encounter Hirschfeld’s report today is to 

experience an electric charge of recognition. With its all-night parties, pansexual drag, and campy stage 

personas, with its elaborate codes of communication, layers of irony, and pop culture references, it reads like 

a dress rehearsal, in starched collars, for modern Western queer life. And for Herr and Frau Heterosexual 

Reader of the time, all of these exotic, dissident elements placed the subculture of “inverts” at a comforting 

distance. 

I knew a uranian lawyer who, on leaving his office near Potsdamer Platz of an evening, or taking leave of a 

gathering of his associates, would seek out a tavern at the southern end of Friedrichstadt, a dive bar where he 
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would gamble, drink and carouse the night away with “Revolver Heini”, “Butcher Herrmann”, “Yankee 

Franzi”, “Mad Dog” and other Berlin apaches. The raw nature of these criminals exert an irresistible 

attraction. 

There was a cunning alchemy to Hirschfeld’s slim volume. He took the base alloy of prurience and contempt 

and transformed it into the noble metal of enlightenment. As Hirschfeld moves from breathless encounters in 

windowless bars to loving same-sex partnerships in banal domestic settings, he flips the focus from exoticism 

to familiarity. The couples in Berlin’s Third Sex maintain an understandable discretion, but otherwise the fact 

of their gender is pressed to the margins until it almost disappears from significance. It was as though 

Hirschfeld had tempted audiences to a freak show only to reveal the bearded lady brushing her teeth. There is 

little evidence in the book of Hirschfeld’s extensive research into sexual practices, which appears to be a 

conscious authorial decision, one that aligned his potentially explosive work more closely with the popular 

literature of the day. 

 

The Eldorado in Nollendorfkiez, Berlin, ca. 1932, one of a few Berlin clubs named Eldorado that served as 

queer-friendly spaces and featured a transvestite cabaret — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Bundesarchiv_Bild_183-1983-0121-500,_Berlin,_Bar_%22Eldorado%22.jpg
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As Hirschfeld draws out the tragedy that shadowed many queer lives at the time, his deployment of pathos 

can seem overripe to present-day sensibilities. In one section about a gay Christmastime gathering, he relays 

the lugubrious musings of the attendees: 

Many think about their shattered hopes, what they could have achieved if old prejudices had not hindered 

their progress, and others in respectable positions ponder the heavy lie they must live. Many think about their 

parents who are dead – or for whom they are dead – and all in deepest sorrow think of the woman they loved 

most of all and who loved them most of all – their mother. 

But this markedly sentimental, slightly mannered tone made his account far more accessible to the average 

reader. It also reflected Hirschfeld’s emotional investment in the subject matter. The only other volume that 

the doctor penned for Ostwald’s series — Die Gurgel Berlins (Berlin’s Gullet, 1907) — offers an instructive 

contrast. It addressed the city’s alcohol problem, replacing the anecdotal evidence of Berlin’s Third Sex with 

empirical data and an overall sense of distance from the topic at hand (Hirschfeld himself was largely 

teetotal). 

While much of Berlin’s Third Sex is concerned with expressions of same-sex attraction, it also addresses 

those living contrary to their assigned gender, such as the individual Hirschfeld refers to as “Miss X”: legally 

female, mannish enough to attract attention in public, and living entirely as a man at home. Hirschfeld saw 

that denial of their identity was leading (individuals we now call) trans men and women to depression, even 

suicide. One of Hirschfeld’s most powerful contributions here — even in advance of the clinical assistance he 

would later offer — was to acknowledge that trans people exist, and always have. 

The conclusion to Berlin’s Third Sex, the mission statement of his crusade, crowns sentiment and science with 

simple justice: “I stress, to avoid any confusion, that these demands on behalf of homosexuals relate to 

nothing more than what adults in free agreement do with each other”; he goes on to explicitly condemn 

violence and infringements of the rights of third parties, including minors. In Berlin’s Third Sex, Hirschfeld 

not only offers a vital piece of queer history both panoramic and intimate: he places a pin in the map marking 

the spot where majority Western consensus would only arrive about a century later. 

Around the time of Berlin’s Third Sex, a split in the early gay movement pitted Hirschfeld against splenetic 

activist Adolf Brand, who drew on the “individual anarchy” of Max Stirner (an early run-through of 

libertarianism) and — even further back — a model of erotic mentorship inspired by ancient Greece. In 1896, 

Brand had launched the world’s first gay journal, Der Eigene, which wasn’t so much the organ of a liberation 

movement as an invitation to a secret society comprised of a classically-educated, exclusively male elite. 
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Cover of a 1924 issue of Adolf Brand’s Der Eigene, left, and the frontispiece of Brand’s 1905 Inseln des 

Eros (Islands of Eros), right — Sources: left, right. 

In their feud, Brand set his own “Nordic” purity against Hirschfeld’s “Oriental” decadence, a motif which 

recurred when Hirschfeld’s profile as an authority on sexual minorities expanded. Hirschfeld’s questioning of 

long-cherished truths discomfited wider society, and bigots conflated his campaign with the outer and inner 

revolutions of Marx and Freud as a great Jewish conspiracy to undo all that the upright citizen held dear. The 

antisemitic abuse reached a provisional peak in 1907 when Hirschfeld was called as a key witness in the trials 

that constituted the “Harden-Eulenburg Affair”, which centred on homosexuality in the highest imperial 

circles. A caricature from this time shows Hirschfeld shouting and beating a drum; his offence in the eyes of 

the Wilhelmine mainstream was drawing attention to homosexuality, labelling it an identity rather than an 

activity, a destiny rather than a decision, and — like August Bebel — revealing that it was far more common 

than generally assumed. Society now stood unhappily disabused of the consoling fiction that sexual difference 

was a freakish anomaly, a vile act begat of weakness of character, carried out in some untroubling elsewhere. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Der_Eigene_1924-25_vol_10_no_4.jpg
https://digital.staatsbibliothek-berlin.de/werkansicht?PPN=PPN1020150955&PHYSID=PHYS_0005&DMDID=DMDLOG_0001
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Magnus Hirschfeld became the lightning rod for an entire country’s anxieties about sexuality and gender. 

Undeterred, Hirschfeld took a closer look at gender dysphoria and the phenomenon of erotic cross-dressing in 

his 1910 book Die Transvestiten, which introduced the term “transvestite” to the world. The following year he 

joined forces with feminist Helene Stöcker to — successfully — prevent the scope of Paragraph 175 being 

expanded to include lesbians. 

While he advocated for the acceptance of difference in the realms of sexuality and race, Hirschfeld had, at 

least for a time, less open views when it came to individuals thought to have “inferior” genetic stock. In 1913, 

Hirschfeld helped found the Medical Society for Sexology and Eugenics (Ärztliche Gesellschaft für 

Sexualwissenschaft und Eugenik), embracing the latter theory as a way to combat hereditary illness and as a 

tool for supposed social welfare. Hirschfield’s approach wasn’t as extreme as some of his fellow practitioners, 

who advocated for government-issued health certificates verifying a person’s “suitability” for parenthood — 

excluding alcoholics, for example, who might pass on their condition to future generations. For Hirschfeld, a 

better approach was a free exchange of medical history among engaged couples. More unfortunate and 

misguided was the doctor’s research into “degenerative signs” — bodily features, like facial asymmetry, that 

he believed could be used to detect hereditary ills, with an aim to discourage passing these onto the next 

generation. Later, as the Nazis championed eugenics, Hirschfeld finally recognised the potential and actual 

dangers of the theory, arguing forcibly against it. 

By contrast, his consultations at the Institut für Sexualwissenschaft (Institute for Sexual Research), which 

Hirschfeld operated in Berlin throughout the Weimar Republic, advanced well beyond theory. Here he gave 

sexual minorities a vocabulary, helping to remove stigma and taboo as well as offering entirely practical 

interventions to patients like Lili Elbe, the “Danish Girl” — pioneering surgery, hormone treatment, even hair 

removal. Hirschfeld didn’t believe in a gay liberation without recognition of trans men and women (even if he 

didn’t use those terms), and none of this was to be accomplished at the expense of feminism. Hirschfeld was 

utterly tireless in this activism, taking any route — petitions, academic papers, books, international lectures, 

even feature films — that might lead to public enlightenment. 
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Pages from the second volume of Magnus Hirschfeld and Max Tilke’s 1912 Die Transvestiten. Left are two 

photographs of Mr. Joseph Meißauer, who received permission from the Berlin and Munich police, after 

assessment by Magnus Hirschfeld and Iwan Bloch, to “wear women’s clothing in accordance with his 

disposition”. Right is a photograph of an unnamed “transvestite” in street clothes — Source. 

https://www.digi-hub.de/viewer/!metadata/BV042530796/1/-/
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Still from the 1919 Anders als die Andern (Different from the Others), a pro-gay film and polemic against 

Paragraph 175, co-written by Richard Oswald and Magnus Hirschfeld, who played the Doctor, delivering the 

following lines by intertitle: “You must not condemn your son because he is a homosexual, he is not to blame 

for his orientation. It is not wrong, nor should it be a crime. Indeed, it is not even an illness, merely a 

variation, and one that is common to all of nature” — Source. 

As Elena Mancini reveals in Magnus Hirschfeld and the Quest for Sexual Freedom (2010), there is a strain of 

expansive idealism apparent throughout Hirschfeld’s life away from his headline, hot-button concerns; at just 

sixteen, for instance, he wrote an essay proposing the “Dream of a World Language”. At the dawn of the 

twentieth century, he was a member of Berlin’s anarcho-utopian Neue Gemeinschaft (New Community), 

along with Hans Ostwald and Else Lasker-Schüler, as well as Gustav Landauer, Erich Mühsam, and Martin 

Buber. The group typified a deep yet rarely acknowledged strain of radical thinking in Wilhelmine Germany. 

These visionaries were exiles from the Zukunftsstaat (Future State), a concept which carried the suggestion 

that, like Shangri-La, the ideal society was a location you could reach if only you had the right coordinates. 

Best known for his examination of sexual difference, Hirschfeld ultimately espoused a unity through plurality, 

an abolition of hierarchies in diametrical opposition to social Darwinism. 

https://archive.org/details/DifferentFromTheOthers
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Photograph of a student and a member of the Nazi SA examining materials from the Institute for Sexual 

Research. Many books were burnt at Berlin’s Opera Square, while particularly valuable manuscripts were 

sold abroad — Source. 

So by the time fascism had arrived as a political force in Germany it wasn’t just Hirschfeld’s Jewishness or 

his defence of sexual difference that placed him in danger; he had in fact formulated a conception of human 

relations antithetical to Nazism in almost every regard. Fortunately Hirschfeld was already abroad when 

Hitler assumed power in 1933; he never returned but lived long enough to see the Nazis tighten Paragraph 

175. It was only definitively struck from the statutes in 1994, after reunification — almost sixty years after 

Magnus Hirschfeld’s death. 

As I was preparing my translation of Berlin’s Third Sex for print in 2017, Germany’s parliament voted in 

favour of marriage equality. This would no doubt have pleased a time-traveling Magnus Hirschfeld. As a 

world citizen, however, he would also note that to be gay in the present day can mean being prime minister or 

being stoned to death in the town square, contingent purely on the accident of birthplace. As reactionary 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Institut_f%C3%BCr_Sexualwissenschaft_-_Bibliothek_1933.jpg


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

58 

forces seek to claw back hard-won civil advances around the globe, Hirschfeld’s achievements only become 

clearer, his message of radical acceptance more urgent, his embrace of variance more inspiring. 

Public Domain Works 

• Berlins Drittes Geschlecht 

Magnus Hirschfeld1904 

o Wellcome Collection 

TEXTS 

• Sexualpathologie (2 volumes) 

Magnus Hirschfeld1917-1920 

o Wellcome Collection 

TEXTS 

• Jahrbuch für sexuelle Zwischenstufen (Yearbook for Sexual Intermediaries) 

1899 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Die Transvestiten (second edition) 

Magnus Hirschfeld1925 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Different from the Others 

https://wellcomecollection.org/works/g4ejwquv
https://wellcomecollection.org/works/azxgxy4g
https://archive.org/details/jahrbuchfursexuellezwischenstufen1.1899harvard/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/dietransvestiten00hirs/mode/2up
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Richard Oswald (director)1919 

o Internet Archive 

FILM 

Further Reading 

• Gay Berlin: Birthplace of a Modern Identity 

By Robert Beachy 

https://archive.org/details/DifferentFromTheOthers
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0307473139/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0307473139/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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In the half century before the Nazis rose to power, Berlin became the undisputed gay capital of the world. In 

this fascinating examination of how the uninhibited urban culture of Berlin helped create our categories of 

sexual orientation and gender identity, Robert Beachy guides readers through the past events and 

developments that continue to shape and influence our thinking about sex and gender to this day. 

Publisher’s Website    More Info and Buy 

 

• Berlin’s Third Sex 

By Magnus HirschfeldTranslated by James J. Conway 

Rough trade, drag kings, tea dances, sporty dykes, coded classified ads, campy nicknames, passing, outing, 

hustlers, beats and cruising at the YMCA – all accompanied by a wave of gay and lesbian activism. Eighties 

New York? No, Germany’s imperial capital at the dawn of the 20th century. Berlin’s Third Sex reveals an 

astonishingly diverse gay subculture years ahead of the Weimar era, with cross-dressing cabaret, all-night 

parties and erotic licence at every level of society. 

Publisher’s Website 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/10065/gay-berlin-by-robert-beachy/
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0307473139/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/3947325029/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.rixdorfeditions.com/hirschfeld-third-sex
https://www.amazon.com/dp/3947325029/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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• Magnus Hirschfeld and the Quest for Sexual Freedom 

By Elena Mancini 

This volume is the first full-length study on pioneering sexologist and sexual rights activist, Magnus 

Hirschfeld, that examines his impact on the politics and culture of late nineteenth-century and early twentieth-

century Germany and the value of his rationalist humanist approach for contemporary debates on sexual 

rights. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/1349288713/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1349288713/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/3947325029/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/out-on-the-town 

  

https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/out-on-the-town
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1349288713/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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Michael Render, better known as Killer Mike, stitches together the wisdom and example of his great-

grandmother, former community organizers, and the Dalai Lama to inform his music and his activism. 

 

Story by Christina Lee | Photographs by Brinson + Banks 
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May 17, 2022 

12 

It all started back when Killer Mike was still young enough to wear boys’ husky jeans — long enough 

ago that the term “husky” didn’t have such an antiquated ring to it when describing a growing boy’s 

size. The young Michael Render lived in his native Atlanta with both his grandmother, Bettie Clonts, and his 

great-grandmother, Truzella Blackmon. 

One day, Blackmon called for her great-grandson: “Fella, come over here.” Blackmon had developed 

dementia, a fact Mike was forced to confront during moments like this one. “Oh, she just don’t remember my 

name is Michael,” he thought to himself. 

 

“Bring me that bag,” Blackmon ordered. 

Killer Mike still doesn't know where the bag of fabric scraps came from. Maybe his mother had compiled the 

scraps first, from clothes that he and his two sisters grew out of: Easter dresses, cargo shorts, Mike’s old pants 

with a 32-inch waist, in paisley, twill, and denim. 
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But he can still remember how, in the course of a week, Blackmon stitched those scraps together into a quilt 

that Mike cherishes to this day. 
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“My 15-year-old daughter still throws it across her legs to watch television,” he says, “and it’s because my 

great-grandma said all of that fabric is important. I won’t throw any of it out by the wayside. It doesn’t matter 

if it’s the dress that my sisters had for Easter, or the nice clothes that the white folks my grandmother worked 

for had. It mattered to her that it all could be stitched together for the betterment of us all.” 
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It’s an instructive fable, one that Killer Mike points to as his guiding framework for how he operates as an 

artist, entrepreneur, and activist today. 

A decade ago, it felt easier to focus on one aspect of his life at a time: 

How his rap career has evolved from a breakout verse in OutKast’s “Snappin’ & Trappin,’” to anthems that 

solidified his reputation as the Ice Cube of the American South. How he found his Bomb Squad in producer 

El-P, with hip-hop duo Run the Jewels. 

How, thanks to his name recognition in both rap and the greater Atlanta community, he’d open a new location 

for his barbershop, the SWAG (Shave, Wash and Groom) Shop, at Atlanta’s State Farm Arena. 

How the fiery political punditry in his lyrics led to campaigning for Senator Bernie Sanders and being part of 

an Atlanta mayoral transition team for Keisha Lance Bottoms. 

How he has explored ideas about social change in not one, but two, TV shows: Netflix’s reality-show-esque 

“Trigger Warning With Killer Mike” and the public-television interview program “Love & Respect With 

Killer Mike.” 

And then there’s Greenwood, the mobile banking platform he co-founded with Bounce TV exec Ryan Glover 

and former Atlanta Mayor Andrew Young. It launched earlier this year with backing from not only Bank of 

America and Wells Fargo, but media conglomerate Quality Control, whose record label launched the careers 

of Migos, Lil Baby, and City Girls. 

 

In a conversation via Zoom one late-February morning, Killer Mike stressed how all these endeavors feel 

equally important and urgent. And that’s because they’re all part of Mike’s larger mission: to be like 

Blackmon. 

“I wish to take fabric from here, and fabric from there, and say, we can do more together,” he says. 

But as Mike has discovered, being what he calls a “connector” is tougher than ever to actually put into 

practice, especially when America’s political and cultural divides have deepened. 

“I wish to be someone from the westside of Atlanta who keeps his community connected to hope and 

opportunity, and I don’t mean that in an abstract, vague way,” he says. “There’s a real hope in growing up as 

a Black person in America and seeing Black success. And there’s a real hope in seeing Black people and 

white people cooperate.” 
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Mike is invoking the storied “Atlanta Way,” an unwritten and informal code of conduct between Black 

activists and white business leaders that dates back to the Civil Rights Movement. Proponents of the Atlanta 

Way credit it with achieving gradual but steady reforms by putting business interests and entrepreneurship at 

the forefront of the march toward racial equality. But in the decades since its inception, the Atlanta Way has 

faced criticism, most recently from Black Lives Matter activists, for incremental and moderate reforms that 

actually slowed progress. 

Still, Killer Mike remains a firm believer in the Atlanta Way. It’s a position that stands out at a time when 

increasing majorities of Americans — Democrats in particular — find it “stressful and frustrating” to discuss 

politics with those of opposing beliefs, according to the Pew Research Center. 

On “Love & Respect,” Mike hosted, among other guests, right-wing shock-jock Erick Erickson. This 

shouldn’t have surprised some of Mike’s closest friends and associates, not after he featured a self-identifying 

white nationalist in “Trigger Warning,” though apparently it did. 

“Why would you be surprised?” Mike says. “We should be speaking with people who we don’t agree with. 

I’m not trying to win an argument; I’m trying to understand. We’re really going for understanding, and 

understanding is an absence of ego. It doesn’t mean you have to agree with the person you’re disagreeing 

with, but you start to understand their perspective.” 

 

 

Just so we’re clear: In “Untitled,” the second track off 2012’s “R.A.P. Music” that doubles as a 

personal manifesto, Killer Mike makes his political affiliations — or rather, his lack thereof — known: 

“I don’t trust the church or the government / Democrat, Republican / pope or a bishop or them other 

men.” 

In both his art and his activism, Mike bears no particular love or loyalty to any politician or institution. But he 

is willing to invest his blood, sweat, and tears into advocacy for anything that helps improve the material 

well-being of the causes and people he cherishes. 

As far as Mike’s prescription for what ails America, Atlanta Hawks owner Tony Ressler may have put it best: 

“He talked about — and this is something my grandfather would say — the opportunity to have a good job, 

the opportunity to buy a home (because wealth is defined by the ability to own land), and the opportunity to 

start a business.” 
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But you can’t talk about the story of Killer Mike without first exploring the working-class Atlanta 

neighborhood where he grew up and personally witnessed how this bedrock promise of the Atlanta Way 

could bear fruit. 
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In Collier Heights, one of the first modern Black neighborhoods to be added to the National Register of 

Historic Places, Mike had neighbors like Cynthia and James Edward “Billy” McKinney, the 

first simultaneous father-daughter Georgia congressional representatives, and Herman Russell, whose 
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construction and development company’s portfolio includes the Georgia Dome, Turner Field, and Hartsfield-

Jackson Atlanta International Airport. 

Collier Heights is also where teenage Mike came under the mentorship of figures like the Rev. James Orange, 

a Civil Rights organizer who worked alongside the Rev. Martin Luther King Jr. “I just found a picture of me 

being 16 years old at his birthday [party],” Mike says. 

Collier Heights was also where Killer Mike learned the importance of community. While the Greenwood app 

is named after the Black financial district that was nicknamed Black Wall Street (before it was demolished 

during the 1921 Tulsa Race Riots), the platform’s origin story dates back to when Mike was 5. 

That’s when Mike’s grandmother broke open his plastic The Amazing Spider-Man piggy bank where his 

grandfather stashed spare bills he won at gambling houses. Bettie Clonts used them later to open Mike’s first 

checking account. More specifically, they walked over to Citizens Trust Bank. “When a Black builder is 

building your house, and you know of a Black bank like Citizens Trust, you have a different respect for the 

Black coin,” Mike says. “You purposefully put it in places where it’s going to regenerate and grow for the 

next person.” 

 

Everything that Mike knows, he learned first from his grandparents, who raised him for most of his 

childhood. His grandfather was a dump truck driver, avid fisherman, and the titular inspiration behind the 

“R.A.P. Music” track “Willie Burke Sherwood.” Mike’s grandmother, Bettie, was a nurse, a member of the 

Southern Christian Leadership Conference (SCLC), and the inspiration behind 2008’s “Grandma’s House.” 

Willie was the individualist; Bettie, the pragmatist. 

“He would say, ‘You shouldn’t have to get a license to do that,’” Mike says. “And she would say, ‘You’re 

absolutely right, but because you have to get a license to fish, you’re able to keep the lakes clean, because 

someone has to get paid.’” 

Mike has come to realize that, in order to build districts and movements and make progress, there needs to be 

a constant exchange of ideas, just like the ones between his grandparents. Between the Student Nonviolent 

Coordinating Committee and SCLC. Between Civil Rights leaders and the Kennedys. Between King and 

President Lyndon B. Johnson, who ultimately passed the Civil Rights Act of 1964. Between Attorney General 

Robert F. Kennedy, who posited in the 1960s that America might see its first Black president in 30 to 40 

years, and writer James Baldwin, who scoffed as if that was supposed to be considered imaginative and 

progressive. When Mike invites guests like Erickson to “Love & Respect,” he’s inspired by these examples of 

dialogue. 

“No one believes in creating a more perfect union than [Black Americans], because we’ve been here every 

step of the imperfect way,” Mike says. 
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Last spring, Mike joined the likes of other change-making artists like Buffy Sainte-Marie in a one-hour live-

stream event seeking advice from the Dalai Lama. The Dalai Lama’s official website states that Mike asked 

“why so often fear prevails over love.” But Mike remembers his question being more specific: 

“How do we get people of all races and ethnicities to operate within a place of true collaboration and 

cooperation?” 
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“The answer he gave me was the same answer my grandmother gave me: putting your ego aside, putting your 

differences aside, and moving and generating from a place of love. This opportunity to talk to the Dalai Lama 

— man, I was so excited to even be asked to do it. And he gave me the exact same information that my 

grandmother gave. What I realized in that moment was that I’ve had the wisest teachers in the world, in my  

life.” 

 

 

“Rap is Black America’s TV station,” rapper Chuck D said to SPIN magazine in 1988, one year after 

his group Public Enemy first evangelized the idea that hip-hop should be a force for social change. Over 

time, Chuck D has been quoted instead to have said that “rap is Black America’s CNN.” Either way, 26 years 

after that proclamation, Killer Mike was in the midst of a contentious appearance that prominently featured in 

both Black America’s CNN and the
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 actual network 

itself.  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

75 
 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

76 

CNN anchor Brooke Baldwin had invited Mike to her afternoon news show after ex-police Officer Darren 

Wilson shot and killed Michael Brown in August 2014. Among his qualifications as a subject matter expert 

was “Reagan,” a song in which Mike thundered about the terrorizing police brutality that the war on drugs 

had foisted upon “mostly Black boys, but they would call us n-----s, and lay us on our belly with they fingers 

on they triggers.” 

On CNN, Mike stressed that Wilson should be arrested. But he also said, “I hold police in a high and 

honorable position.” This was no “Back the Blue” chest-thumping. Mike’s father was a cop, and he learned 

firsthand how militarized policing could become a danger to the communities they were supposed to protect. 

“We have essentially gone from being communities that were policed by people from the communities, to 

being communities that are policed by strangers,” Mike said. “That’s no longer a community. That’s an area 

that’s under siege.” 

A few short months after the CNN interview came the album “Run the Jewels 2” — technically, Killer Mike’s 

third time working with rapper-producer El-P, after “R.A.P. Music” and their 2013 self-titled debut as Run 

the Jewels. “RTJ2” became the most critically acclaimed album, possibly, of either Mike’s or El-P’s careers. 

It wasn’t just proof that a sequel could be better than the original. It was that everyone he meets will know 

exactly where he’s coming from. 

They might not know that his hip-hop act is a persona, or what Mike calls a caricature: “The Wolverine to my 

Logan.” Or how he arrived at his political views, which are informed less by party affiliation and more by the 

long arc of Black history. 

Or that for the man himself, Mike’s cultural prominence is still taking some getting used to. 

 

 

Killer Mike can vividly recall the exact moment when he realized that arguing on Twitter, especially 

over the issues he cares about most, was a total waste of time. 

In 2018, Mike, a staunch defender of the Second Amendment, sat down for an interview with Colion Noir for 

the National Rifle Association’s streaming network NRATV. The Marjory Stoneman Douglas High School 

students in Parkland, Florida, had yet to kick off their historic march for gun control, what they called a 

March for Our Lives. 
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Not only did the network time the release of Noir’s interview with Killer Mike to just days before the March 

for Our Lives, but the network posted a snippet in which Mike explained that if his own children participated, 

they should “walk out my house.” Noir even prefaces this segment by saying, “What are you really marching 

for? Because from where I’m standing, it’s a march to burn the Constitution and rewrite the parts that you all 

like in crayon.” 

When Killer Mike broaches the subject, he’s careful to defend Noir and not to mention the NRA by name. “I 

did an interview with a Black man, about Black gun ownership in America, that was viewed on a white 

corporate website,” he says. 

But he’s still more than happy to expound on the relationship between America’s long struggle for Civil 

Rights and firearms ownership. Private gun ownership was crucial to protecting Black voters, Mike argues, 

during a time when terror groups like the Ku Klux Klan were intimidating Black Americans from exercising 

their right to vote. Or, as Mike sums up: “When Malcolm X said, ‘By any means necessary,’ [he] meant by 

any and every means necessary.” 

In the immediate aftermath of Noir’s interview, Killer Mike apologized on Twitter to the March for Our Lives 

organizers, for how the NRA timed the release to “disparage a very noble campaign that I actually support.” 

“I do support the march, and I support Black people owning guns. It’s possible to do both,” he added. 

But Mike still doesn’t care for how El-P had to come to his defense amid calls to “cancel my rap group,” and 

how “white liberals” and “Black folks who work with those people, particularly the Democratic Party” 

disparaged him for appearing on NRATV, of all places. 

“I don't argue a lot with people publicly anymore, especially in the media, because it serves no purpose but to 

polarize people like they're cheering for the [Atlanta] Falcons or the Dallas Cowboys,” he says. 
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So if Killer Mike wants to boost Georgia’s trade schools and increase minority participation in state contracts, 

he knows better than to turn to Twitter. Instead, he meets with Georgia’s governor, regardless of whether he 

agrees with the politics of the person who’s in office. That’s exactly what he did in 2020 by meeting with 
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Georgia’s Republican Governor Brian Kemp, just two years after his contentious and narrow victory against 

Democrat Stacey Abrams. 

“I don't want to waste four years arguing over who stole the election and who should be governor,” Mike 

says. “Whoever I got is who I got. How do I help in the next four years people who look like me and make up 

35 percent of this state?” (The exact percentage is 32.6, though his point still stands.) “How do I help them 

advance and enjoy the fact that even in a pandemic Georgia's economy grew — even in a pandemic? 

“My family got here in 1950 from Tuskegee, Alabama,” he says. “We’ve labored to make this state a 

financial hub, an economic success, have an international city in Atlanta. That labor deserves something. 

What we deserve is the reciprocity of the hard work our parents and great-grandparents put in.” 

It’s easy to imagine Mike speaking to Kemp as he does now, from Georgian to Georgian: “If I go to Frederick 

Douglass High School, Booker T. Washington High School, George Washington Carver High School, the 

level of education should be taken as seriously as the men those schools are named for. I want those 

opportunities to abound. So I don’t care what the polls say so much as what we’re doing.” 

 

 

Last spring, Killer Mike and Senator Sanders, for whom Mike campaigned in the 2016 and 2020 U.S. 

presidential elections, flew into Bessemer, Alabama, to rally for warehouse employees trying to 

unionize an Amazon fulfillment center. Like Sanders, Mike was there to address the crowd. 

But first, behind the scenes, he spoke with employees one on one, with those who supported unionization as 

well as those who were skeptical. Mike knew that he shouldn’t speak on their behalf without first doing a lot 

of listening. 

He can’t help that Americans trust celebrities, especially during times of distrust of the federal government. 

America has elected two celebrity presidents, Ronald Reagan and Donald Trump. And the latter empowered 

America’s first rapper presidential candidate, Kanye West, to run in 2020. 

Mike also isn’t responsible for how — in a 24-hour news cycle propelled by cable news and social media — 

less prominent but equally important voices, like those of Amazon employees, might get drowned out. 

So to whoever will listen, he is committed to making the absolute most of his newfound social capital, 

whether he’s at the top of the billing at the Coachella Valley Music and Arts Festival or demonstrating for 

workers’ rights. 
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“I am a mobilizer there,” he says. “I don’t claim to be an organizer anymore, because to be an organizer, you 

gotta be showing up at those weekly meetings. You gotta be there on a daily basis with the people, and that is 

a tremendously overwhelming job at times. I’m not arrogant enough to believe that is what I do. I’m informed 

by the organizers. I’ve listened to organizers. I’ve learned from organizers, and I help them mobilize.” 

 

 

Mike was reminded why this distinction is important when, in late February, Atlanta Mayor Andre Dickens 

launched the city’s first-ever Peace Week amid concerns over the city’s crime rate. The itinerary included 

panel discussions on emotional wellness, lessons on meditation and yoga techniques, and a prayer service 

with the Rev. Dr. Bernice King. 
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To help kick off the week of building awareness, Mike headed back to his alma mater, Frederick Douglass 

High School. There, he was an esteemed guest, posing in pictures with Atlanta Public Schools Superintendent 

Lisa Herring. This is all part of how Killer Mike has long operated — among a staggering list of names, of 

people and institutions, that are hyper-specific to the city that raised him. 

Frederick Douglass interim Principal Forrestella Taylor was addressing the students: “I don’t intend to 

organize for y’all, I intend to organize with y’all.” That’s when Mike had a moment of déjà vu. 

One of his earliest mentors was Alice Mary Johnson, whom he’s previously credited for having “taught me 

how radical Martin Luther King was.” Johnson was executive director of the Atlanta-Fulton Commission on 

Children and Youth, which launched in 1990 to address issues facing children countywide. 

Two years after the commission’s founding, Johnson nominated Mike, a high school senior, along with other 

students, to be part of its board. For two weeks, he and the advisory group reported their concerns about 

education, drugs, and AIDS, during two weeks of public hearings called “It’s Time to Listen to Kids 4 a 

Change.” 

“We as kids were accepted on that board because she said, ‘I’m sorry. I don’t think we should be 

organizing for children, I think we should be organizing with children,’” Mike says. 

Killer Mike couldn’t have predicted how he’d remember this today. “People assume I want to be an artist,” he 

told The Atlanta Journal-Constitution in 1992. “I want to go to a four-year college. I want to study religion 

and theology ... to be a minister for the Nation of Islam. 

“When was the last time you saw gang members, ‘A’ students, Blacks, whites, Muslims, Christians, and Jews 

all working together for a common good?” 17-year-old Mike added. 

But this period in his life is an example of how, above all else, he's dedicated to lending his platform to those 

who feel unheard. 

“For the rest of my life, I’ve carried that. I’m not going to pretend to be an expert. I’m not going to land in 

your city and tell you what to do. I’m going to be informed by you. That forever changed my view around 

activism.” 

Killer Mike prizes being a connector, like his great-grandmother stitching fabrics together. He understands 

how empowering it feels for someone to feel they have been heard. He never wants to deprive anyone of that 

feeling, especially when their voice might otherwise not be counted. 
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Christina Lee is a journalist based in Atlanta, whose work appears in Atlanta magazine, NPR Music, The 

Washington Post and more. She co-hosts Southern hip-hop podcast "Bottom of the Map" with Dr. Regina N. 

Bradley. 

David Walter Banks and Kendrick Brinson met and fell in love with photography and storytelling at the 

same time and place in photojournalism class in college, eventually falling in love with each other two years 

later. They began their professional careers as community photojournalists in the South, then expanding to 

national magazines, and eventually joining forces to create moment- and color-driven work as a team for 

some of the world's leading advertising agencies and editorial publications. Their bylines can often be seen 

under their documentary and portraiture images in The New York Times and National Geographic. Together, 

their clients range from Fortune Magazine to Apple and Red Bull. They recently relocated from Los Angeles 

— where they still have a crew and return to work often — back to their roots in the South, where they live in 

Atlanta in a 1916 bungalow with their pack of animals, Tux, Tia, and Rex, and a big vegetable garden. 

 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/killer-mikes-more-perfect-

union?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6%2F15%20-

%20Wed%20%28Hummingbird%29%20%28VDtm3T%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 
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Lost horizons in the history of science 

HUMANITIES & SOCIAL SCIENCES • PHILOSOPHY OF SCIENCE 

ByJesús Zamora Bonilla June 6, 2022 1 comment Print 

 

This column seems to be gaining a new subcategory, which we could name ‘Wokism as the latest historians’ 

epidemic’ or something like that. I have already written a couple of reviews of recent books that tried to 

awaken us from our outdated, Eurocentric, rationalistic and neoliberal assumptions about the essence of 

history (Graeber’s and Wengrow’s The Dawn of Everything, and Anderson’s The Realness of Things Past). 

Now it is the turn to the last bestseller in a field on which I can presume of having a little bit more knowledge 

than in the other two cases, which may be the reason why I think the book’s argument is much worse than 
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theirs: James Poskett’s Horizons: A Global History of Science. Actually, Poskett’s book contains more 

ideological propaganda than honest scholarly research, though in spite of that (or probably it would better to 

say thanks to that), there are chances that it becomes one of the reference works in history of science within 

the next years. 

 

The sad truth, instead, is that the book does not discover us anything that was not perfectly well known since 

many decades ago for people familiar with the history of science: That Copernicus strongly depended on the 

work of Islamic astronomers; that modern science is not the outcome of the abstract and pure minds of 

solitary geniuses; that the expansion of science during the Enlightenment was parallel and strongly 

interdependent with the imperialist expansion of European powers; that scientific progress in the 19th century 

went hand in hand with the growth of capitalist industries (and continued expansion of European empires); 

that the same happens in the 20th century with respect to Cold War geopolitics; and that a lot of science has 

been done either out of the European centres of research or on the basis of work done by ‘indigenous’ people. 

Is anything of that new? Sadly again, it isn’t, but it probably makes news much better. The most surprising 

thing about the book is that so many people (starting with the author) feigns to be surprised by these 

apparently scandalous ‘discoveries’. As one keeps reading it, one gets the impression that all the knowledge 

about the history of science the book presumes that readers have (and often the only knowledge the author 

seems he had before he started to write it) was of the kind one can find in works like Isaac Newton and the 

Laws of Motion (a children’s graphic novel by Andrea Gianopoulos). So, Horizons pretends to combat one 

myth by inventing it (or by inventing the fact that a myth that was dead for more than half a century ago is still 

academic or cultural orthodoxy). We can name this as the myth that there is a myth to combat. The narrative 

of the book only makes sense, and has some rhetorical force, by assuming that many people think that the 

majority of the people that may be reading academic books about the history of science share as an article of 

faith the ‘dogmas’ the book is combating. The second part is blatantly false (the majority of people having 

some non merely trivial knowledge about history of science are totally far from believing such ‘dogmas’). 

But, unfortunately, the first part seems to be right: there is a lot of people (many of them people that will not 

read Poskett’s book, but will only know something about it through some newspaper’s review, or much 

probably through one tweet) who believe that the second part is true. Of course, books like Lost Horizons, and 

its cultural advertising, contribute a lot to keeping alive this second myth. 

Lost Horizons, an ideological narrative 

Another unfortunate consequence of this struggle for an ideological narrative rather than from the truth is that, 

in spite of its careful work of accumulation of charming anecdotes, Horizons becomes basically useless as a 

book of history of science, in the sense that someone having at most a very superficial and sketchy idea about 

the evolution of scientific knowledge between 1400 and 2000, will not learn absolutely anything 

relevant about the topic, besides some vague thesis like ‘modern science was not a European invention, nor 

was mainly done by Europeans, or if it was, these Europeans got much more credit than what they truly 

deserve’. For example, one does not learn what the (either original or ‘stolen’) contributions of Copernicus 

and Newton to the corpus of scientific knowledge were, nor what they were relevant for scientifically 

speaking. One only learns things like that Copernicus “was in fact building on a much longer Islamic 

tradition” (if one didn’t know this before, what in the case of people knowing anything more or less 
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academically serious about the history of astronomy is very unlikely), and that he employed something called 

‘Tusi couple’, a geometrical device invented by the Persian 13rd century mathematician al-Tusi. But one is 

given absolutely no clue of what Copernicus use that device for (save the totally vacuous claim that “without 

it, Copernicus would not have been able to place the Sun at the centre of the universe”… something that 

Aristarcus had done many centuries before Muhammad was born, by the way). 

One also learns that astronomy in Muslim countries didn’t stop being practiced after the Islamic Golden Age 

(roughly from the 8th to the 14th centuries), but was still ‘important’ during the times of the Otoman empire. 

But besides giving us a vivid description of the Istanbul observatory, containing even some Western 

mechanical clocks that some Turk scientists had been so clever as to reproduce, one wonders why Otoman 

scientists did not take advantage of the superb stature that Islamic astronomy had just before the times of 

Copernicus, and why it wasn’t them who produced some revolutionary, bewildering new theories of the solar 

system like those of Galilei or Kepler. Of course, one can claim with all earnestness that ‘modern science is a 

global enterprise’, but I suspect that what one could not assert without hanging his head in shame is that ‘the 

discovery of the geometrical and dynamic laws of planetary orbits, and the observation of the satellites of 

Jupiter or of the phases of Venus, was a global enterprise’. This is perhaps the reason why Horizons only 

cites Galilei twice (and only to slip in the idea that saying that ‘Galilei was the first to observe the moon with 

the telescope’ is just a Eurocentric topic), and Kepler not a single time (poor Kepler: there was not a single 

Muslim astronomer dreaming of elliptic orbits in the Middle Ages). 

The same happens with almost all the examples of ‘indigenous science’ mentioned in the book. For 

example, of course Spaniards ‘appropriated’ a lot of knowledge about American plants from the conquered 

natives! And of course mathematics was practiced in China and in Timbuktu much before any westerner 

arrived there! But the fact is that the kind of knowledge those non-European people had obtained in that 

way was as far from being ‘scientific’ in the sense we talk about modern science, as the knowledge had by the 

European farmers, artisans and monks of, say, the 11th century was from being ‘modern science’. One also 

suspects that Poskett must have been writing tong in cheek when he tries to convince you that La 

Condamine’s measurement of the meridian in Ecuador in 1736 was basically successful thanks to his native 

workers being capable of digging extremely straight trenches a few kilometres long, that this capability was 

inherited from their ancestors having made some astronomic figures using that technique some centuries ago, 

and that because of that, the European astronomic discovery of the non-perfect sphericity of the Earth ‘heavily 

depended’ on indigenous astronomic knowledge (the workers of the tween expedition to measure the Earth 

meridian closer to the North pole are neither praised not quoted by Poskett, perhaps because the Lapland’s 

Saami didn’t have an astronomic tradition as cultivated as that of the Incas, and Maupertouis deserved then 

more merit than La Condamine). To cut a long story short: that mass of ‘indigenous’ knowledge did not 

produce by itself basically anything having the scientific stature of the work of people like a Huygens, an 

Euler, a Linnaeus or a Darwin. The almost only exceptions in the book of really ‘first class’ scientific 

knowledge produced by non-European people in the modern times comes when Poskett’s talks about non-

European scientists practicing –I dare to say– ‘European-like’ science in the ‘European-inspired’ research 

institutions of their own countries since the end of 19th century (that some of this science helped to gain Nobel 

prizes to their authors seems to be not enough proof for Poskett of the fact that ‘the neglect-of-non-European-

science’ is just a myth). Most funny still is when Poskett talks about Russian (!) science as an example of non-

European science. 
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I shall end with just a couple of brief comments. First, Horizons will probably become an editorial success 

because it will be, if not very often read, at least very often quoted as an authoritarian academic source 

supporting the ‘fact’ that the European Scientific Revolution is nothing to be proud of (except if you humbly 

and on your knees recognise its profound debt with the exploited and neglected non-European victims of the 

European empires). That one of the chapters is unashamedly entitled “Newton’s slaves” is nothing but an 

invitation to take the book as a fundamental work in the ‘decolonial studies’ bibliography, the work to cite if 

you just want to claim that the Scientific Revolution is one more item in the list of crimes of the white people, 

but don’t want to suffer the cost of studying anything about it (by the way: if you do want to learn something 

about the Scientific Revolution, what you have to read is David Wootton’s The Invention of Science). 

Second, and last: to be a book about the global nature of science, one shocking thing about Horizons is that it 

basically cites no book or article that is not published in English. The indigenous scientists or proto-scientists 

Poskett is apparently so proud of do not deserve still the right to be quoted and studied in their original 

languages by the new decolonial historians of science. Or perhaps it is that decolonialism is just the new 

cricket, a mere decorative entertainment for the subjects of the new Anglophone cultural empire. 
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“Pajamas from Spirit Land”Searching for William James 

By Alicia Puglionesi 

After the passing of William James — philosopher, early psychologist, and investigator of psychic 

phenomena — mediums across the US began receiving messages from the late Harvard professor. 

Channelling these fragmentary voices, Alicia Puglionesi considers the relationship between communication, 

reputation, and survival after death. 

 

Undated photograph by “Miss Carter” of William James in a séance with the medium Mrs. Walden 

— Source. 

I’ve been writing a book about a failed and forgotten science, poring over the testimony of people who saw 

and heard impossible things, for years now. I joke that it will make me crazy. People ask if I believe in ghosts, 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#alicia-puglionesi
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and I can always tell if they’re asking because they experience reality as haunted in some way, or because 

they think I’ve fixed on a wrong idea. Walking out of the icy American Society for Psychical Research 

(ASPR) library into the sunset-saturated clamor of evening on the Upper West Side, I feel like a shade among 

the living. I have my feet in other people’s inner worlds, their yearnings and anxieties are mine. Traffic, 

bodegas, the cartoon animals on children’s backpacks wash over me, meaning obscured by a curtain of sheer 

sensory noise. Unmoored, I take my cell phone out of my pocket and call whoever will answer. It’s as simple 

as trading gossip with my high school best friend or an old roommate. Unbeknownst to them, they’re talking 

me back into our common reality. But where am I when I’m drifting? What if no one answers the call? Over 

time, the people we love slip out of range. 

It was hard for his friends to let William James go. “I always thought that [he] would continue forever”, 

declared the irascible editor John Jay Chapman, “and I relied upon his sanctity as if it were sunlight.”1 James’ 

death in August of 1910 came on quickly, though he had long suffered from ill health. The fact that he was so 

often sick, and the causes of his illness so obscure, made even James doubt that his heart would finally fail. 

Perhaps he could still think his way out of it. If only he could overcome the growing anxiety that his major 

contributions to philosophy, 1907’s Pragmatism and 1909’s A Pluralistic Universe, were being misinterpreted 

and poorly received. His gasping for breath was “partly a spasmodic phenomenon”, he insisted, something in 

the mind. Yet, as his brother and wife rushed him across the Atlantic after another failed Alpine rest cure, it 

became clear to all of them that it would be his last return to New England. In constant pain, he could no 

longer walk and had to be carried on a litter. Sixty-eight years of chaotic comings and goings, restless 

transmissions, had come to an end. This ending left Henry James “in darkness . . . abandoned and 

afraid”.2 The elder brother was a pillar shoring up Henry’s unstable emotions. “His death changes and blights 

everything for me”, Henry wrote, staggering under the weight and finality of loss. 

Two decades before William James’ death, the ASPR — which was meant to serve as a public archive of 

psychical experiences, an extended recording device for the nation’s liminal states — had tallied 6,311 

responses to the Census of Hallucinations that he launched in the United States. Fortunately for James, 5,459 

people answered no to the question, “Have you ever, when believing yourself to be completely awake, had the 

vivid impression of seeing or being touched by a living being . . . or of hearing a voice . . . not due to any 

external cause?” It was the remaining 852 cases that would bog him down for years in what he called a 

“terribly slouchy piece of work”: trying to coax names, dates, corroborating testimony, or any response at all 

from the yeses. Never a data hound, he admitted to letting the correspondence “get into arrears”, while the 

correspondents themselves “obstinately refused to reply in a great many cases”.3 A regular attendee of 

séances, James learned that contact with the living could be more difficult than contacting the dead. The 

American public knew the Harvard philosopher well through his influential lectures, textbooks, and 

newspaper appearances, forums in which he defined the emerging science of psychology and weighed in on 

ethics and politics. Towards the end of his career, James risked trading his reputation as “the greatest thinker 

since Emerson” for that of “a man best known for his investigations of psychic phenomena” due to his 

support for the controversial medium Leonora Piper. This left him uneasy, as he rushed to complete a final 

work that would defend pragmatism against its critics. 

Indeed, after his death, the philosopher’s worst fears about the cheapening of his intellectual legacy unfolded 

in the pages of American newspapers from Hartford to Portland to Miami. Within a month of his passing, 

headlines announced a secret pact between William James and James Hervey Hyslop, the president of the 

ASPR. Supposedly, James had left a sealed letter in a safe. If a medium could channel the text of the letter, 
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this would prove the reality of the spirit world. Hyslop denied any such plan. Meanwhile, the Metropolitan 

Psychical Society, an ASPR splinter group led by vehement debunker Joseph Rinn, announced a $10,000 

prize for the contents of the apocryphal letter. This bounty provoked fifty mediums to answer Rinn’s call. 

“The expressions [they] used are similar to those of professional mediums since the days of the Fox sisters”, 

Rinn scoffed, referencing the founding figures of modern American Spiritualism. Of course, they could never 

match James’ letter, since no such letter existed — rather, Rinn’s stunt proved the duplicity of mediums.4 

 

“Seance at [Baron] von Erhardt’s – Table in Air”, taken in Rome, 1909 — Source. 

While the sealed-letter story was a fabrication from top to bottom, the tidal wave of mediumship had been 

unleashed. The press ran regular updates on the latest James rappings. The usual suspects, well-known 

Spiritualists like M. S. Ayer and the Reverend Frederick A. Wiggin, formed the crest of the wave, but beneath 

them rose scores of amateur mediums and chance experimenters who claimed that they had little knowledge 

of or interest in the works of the dead Harvard professor. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land#fn4
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Typical of these was a young woman from Washington, DC, who claimed that James contacted her only four 

days after he died. “She did not know Professor James”, the press reported, “and had not read any of his 

writings”. A constant refrain with female mediums — investigators assumed, or the mediums cannily attested, 

that they’d never entertained a thought about public matters or glanced at a newspaper (where James’ work 

was frequently discussed). While riding a train in September of 1910, the woman received a rambling 

message in which James explained the difficulties of communicating without a body: “The spirit must work 

out its more or less gradual emancipation from the labyrinth of the earth conditions.” An underwhelmed 

Hyslop read the text and “failed to find anything which suggests the style of Professor James”.5 

Despite such flippant remarks, Hyslop did not actually believe that literary style could prove a spirit’s 

identity. He shared the standard Spiritualist explanation for gibberish from the beyond: in their transcendent 

new state of consciousness, spirits no longer thought in mortal language, and struggled to translate their ideas 

and transmit them along unreliable channels. In the same interview where he condemned the chorus of James 

channelers, Hyslop waxed philosophical on the very nature of communication: “There are enormous 

difficulties associated with the communication of ideas normally”, he reflected, “and only a laboriously-

constructed process of artificial symbols ever enables us to establish intellectual relations between minds at 

all. What we suppose to be an easy and natural means of ascertaining each other’s thoughts is an exceedingly 

difficult one.”6 All speech is an elaborate translation, in which meaning and intent are often misconstrued. So 

much more with speech across the unfathomable abyss of death. The real terror is not dissolution, but the 

flimsiness of our superficial solidity. 
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William James shortly after his death, photograph by William James Jr., 1910 — Source. 
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“A Typical Example of ‘Spirit Writing’”, written by the medium Mrs. Smead in communication with James 

H. Hyslop’s father, reproduced in Fremont Rider's Are the Dead Alive? (1909) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/aredeadaliveprob00ride/page/n346/mode/1up
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Rather than a spot-on imitation of James’ prose style, Hyslop had quietly begun searching for “the little, 

trivial incidents” — intimate details known only to family and close friends of the public philosopher. He 

proposed that the scientific way to confirm spirit identity was to trace these bits of unconscious flotsam.7 To 

find such clues, he consulted two mediums who had earned his personal trust, Minnie Soule of Boston 

(known as “Mrs. Chenoweth”) and Mrs. Willis M. Cleaveland of Virginia (known as “Mrs. Smead”). Around 

September 5, 1910, Smead contacted Hyslop claiming that she saw James’ apparition on the night of his death 

and had been receiving transmissions ever since. Smead seems no less opportunistic than any of the psychics 

duped by the Metropolitan Society contest, but Hyslop took her seriously based on her previous cooperation 

with the ASPR. Moreover, she lived in “in one of the southern states in the mountains, 13 miles from a 

railway”.8 Naturally she claimed to know nothing about James. Hyslop rushed to rural Virginia to sit at the 

séance table with the Smeads. For someone who believed in telepathy, he found it surprisingly hard to 

imagine how information might reach women by ordinary means. 

Meanwhile, the spirit-James cavalcade was rapidly coming to resemble “the most farcical [of] vaudeville 

skits”.9 On November 14, a New York man produced a spirit photograph of James, along with a gushing, 

sentimental message; the reporter bemoaned “a marked change in the literary style of the late Professor of 

Psychology and a falling off of logical faculty as well”.10 By January, James reached the West Coast, 

appearing in the automatic writing of Los Angeles psychologist Herbert Luzon. While Hyslop publicly 

decried these reports as “nothing but cases of hysteria” or “fakers pure and simple”, maintaining that he was 

not investigating any James appearances, he had already established a series of cross-correspondences 

between the mediums Smead and Chenoweth.11 Hyslop believed that clues repeated independently by both 

mediums could verify James’ identity. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land#fn7
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A drawing by the medium Mrs Smead of a Martian man and woman, reproduced in James H. 

Hyslop's Psychical Research and the Resurrection (1908) — Source. 

It took almost two years for Hyslop to go public with his investigation. By that time the media frenzy had 

subsided, but reporters happily picked up where they left off. From Hyslop’s exhaustive explanation of the 

Smead and Chenoweth cross-correspondences in the ASPR’s Journal, they extracted the money headline: 

“Pajamas from Spirit Land”, the papers declared, “Pink Pajamas Talked of by Spirit”. Indeed, the clue that 

persuaded Hyslop was a recurring reference to James’ pink pajamas, the trivial detail known to no one else. 

“Was that the most characteristic thing about himself the philosopher could think of?” jeered the New York 

Tribune. “He might have told the world whether or not he found his theory of pragmatism true.”12 And there it 

was — in the crucial years when students and followers could have secured James’ intellectual legacy, this 

drawn-out survival debate reduced the philosopher and his ideas to a laughingstock. In a 1913 incident, 

James’ spirit reportedly ordered Hyslop to “write a paper against woman suffrage. It is my desire that you do 

this . . . PS: Don’t let your wife see it.”13 

Jesting headlines also obscured the larger problem of how identity, writing, and translation connect the living 

and the dead. Hyslop believed he’d solved it with the cross-correspondence method, but this represented 

https://archive.org/details/psychicalresearc00hyslrich/page/228/mode/1up
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land#fn12
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another retreat into the familiar, a projection of the map onto the territory. Hyslop and his fellow 

investigators, communing with their dead colleagues, conceived of the afterlife as a site of systematic science 

parallel to the systematic science of psychical research. In their view, the spirits were leading the way, making 

advances in scientific methodology and sending data from the furthest periphery back to the imagined center. 

Hyslop extolled “the detail, the large and comprehensive way in which [the spirit control] worked as by a 

chart”.14 With efforts to know and channel the dead leading down these solipsistic blind alleys, newspaper 

satirists weren’t the only ones wishing that inquiring minds would leave the dearly departed alone. 

 

A table showing the relationship between agent and percipient in 830 “cases of phantasms”, from Amy E. 

Tanner's Studies in Spiritism (1910) — Source. 

Drifting in his grief from Boston to New York to London, and finally back to his retreat in Rye, Henry James 

ignored the tabloid headlines from America for months. Inevitably, though, his brother’s ventriloquized spirit 

penetrated Henry’s intimate circles. In 1912, his close friend Theodate Pope, one of the first female architects 

in America and an ASPR trustee, sent Henry a transcript of a séance in which William appeared. Henry 

referred to it as “the dreadful document . . . without hesitation the most abject and impudent, the hollowest, 

vulgarest, and basest rubbish I could possibly conceive.” Clearly, he took deep personal offense at the tone-

deaf Spiritualist maneuver of countering grief with a piece of spirit-writing, which he dismissed as a “tissue of 

trash”.15 

Henry was the wrong person to ply with the Spiritualist reanimation trick; he knew his brother’s voice inside 

and out. For four decades they had bared their souls to each other in written exchanges, so that William’s 

identity was his letters, his words — language was not a mere tool, but the substance of their relationship. If 

the conditions of spirit life reduced William James to something “utterly empty and illiterate . . . a mere 

babble of platitudinous phrases”, then immortality was worse than the abyss.16 

Henry consoled himself by editing the unfinished work that William left behind, organizing his brother’s 

correspondence, and building the intellectual monuments that keep the thoughts of the dead on the tongues of 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land#fn14
https://archive.org/details/studiesinspiriti00tann/page/374/mode/1up
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the living. For the literary- and literal-minded Henry, this was the only survival that mattered, a corpus fixed 

as its author intended, safe from the bizarre, degrading whims of mediumship. To this end, somewhat 

ironically, Henry acted as a medium upon his brother’s literary remains, channeling an illustrious image of 

William shorn of its darkest doubts and terrors, as well as of its indulgence in what Henry believed to be false 

Spiritualist hopes. 

 

Marie Leon, Henry James; William James, ca. 1900 — Source. 

A realist novelist of meticulous psychological insight, Henry James stood at the precipice of modernism. The 

more obsessively he captured his characters’ fragmentary memories, contradictory desires, and unconscious 

motives, the closer he came to dissolving the unitary Enlightenment self that made novels possible to begin 

with. Whether this tendency is related to William’s psychological theories or not, the brothers were in 

constant communication. They both struggled throughout their lives with episodes of paralyzing despair; one 

could suggest, as a causal factor, the suspicion that we are nothing more than a fleeting, unstable bundle of 

impressions and influences. Henry especially worried over the feminine valence of sensitivity, that receiving 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:William_and_Henry_James,_by_Marie_Leon.jpg
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too much of others could unmake and unman. Yet through sheer force of authorship — persuasive, dazzling 

authorship — both brothers tried to assert a unified self that persists. Even in this lonely masculine project, 

each was necessary to the other. 

Many things shattered in the interval between Henry James’ The Turn of the Screw and a text like 

Joyce’s Ulysses. William James explored the precarious nature of the self, but he denied the inevitability of 

despair — he asserted the nineteenth-century ideal of constant, disciplined self-making as a bulwark against 

the void. As modernist and postmodern poets adopted channeling as a writing technique, it became a 

discipline of dissolution, a poetics of confused, layered, fragmentary voices coming through from the far 

reaches of time and space. The poet taking dictation was the “tissue of trash” that Henry decried, a doomed 

explorer, a linguist translating from nonsense to nonsense, and ultimately, a specter. However, the channeling 

practice of poets like Jack Spicer was not easy or for show; Spicer was wholly consumed by the duty to take 

dictation. At some point, his determination to produce good art elided into a perilous responsibility to the 

dead. 

Mediumistic texts make the tragicomedy of communication palpable. They dramatize the medium’s struggle 

against projection, mere echoing, and the spirits’ struggle to make themselves known with only shreds of a 

shared language. Though I’m uneasy about how this practice traveled from the lips of nineteenth-century 

women to poetry MFA programs, in any case it’s what I want out of poetry: many voices trying and failing to 

communicate, and still trying. The idea that, no matter where we drift, there will always be someone to pick 

up the call on the other end. That art is not a map of an individual, but of what we mean to each other. 
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Photograph of the James brothers, published in The Letters of William James, vol. 2 (1920) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/b31359620_0002/page/n185/mode/2up
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A young woman given the pseudonym “Ida Ritchie” received some messages from William James that model 

how the unschooled drama unfolds: 

October 14, 1912: “William James will not Prof. James for there are no professor here. God * * but will W 

James Prof Jam . . . [ran off paper] James * * Jams James William James.” 

 

October 15, 1912: “William James Mind better Mind better the law the law . . . Mind the law as [?] of the 

trees. the [y] fall no matter how beautiful or how strong or large the trees . . . but we live again like the sturdy 

oak in life made perfect.”17 

Hyslop investigated Ritchie and found that the “alleged messages from Professor James do not present 

evidence of identity in any form that is scientifically recognizable.”18 No pink pajamas, that is. But Hyslop 

didn’t really know James. James, in fact, harbored mild personal dislike towards his ASPR successor, who he 

saw as blunt and unempathetic. The idea that Hyslop would be the target of James’ efforts at communication, 

out of mere professional courtesy, is somewhat absurd. 

In Ritchie’s trance she mingled the initials W. J. and H. J. Supposedly unaware of either individual’s work, 

she scrawled William—Henry— James—Henry—William across the page. Said the dead one to the one who 

survived: “James lives my brother lives lives. Asking brother where my pen is.” Said the surviving brother of 

the dead one: “He is a possession, of real magnitude, and I shall find myself still living upon him to the 

end.”19 

Excerpted and adapted from Common Phantoms: An American History of Psychic Science by Alicia 

Puglionesi published by Stanford University Press, ©2021 by the Board of Trustees of the Leland Stanford 

Junior University. All Rights Reserved. 

Public Domain Works 

• “Prospectus of Experiments Since the Death of Professor James” 

James H. Hyslop1912 

o HathiTrust Digital Library 

TEXTS 

• Journal of the American Society for Psychical Research 

1907-1927 

o HathiTrust Digital Library 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land#fn17
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land#fn18
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land#fn19
https://www.sup.org/books/title/?id=28936
https://babel.hathitrust.org/cgi/pt?id=hvd.32044103076410&view=1up&seq=281&q1=269
https://catalog.hathitrust.org/Record/000674761


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

102 

TEXTS 

• Journal and Proceedings of the Society for Psychical Research 

1884-1952 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Pragmatism: A New Name for Some Old Ways of Thinking 

William James1907 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• A Pluralistic Universe 

William James1909 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• The Principles of Psychology (vol. 1) 

William James1890 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• The Principles of Psychology (vol. 2) 

William James1902 

https://archive.org/search.php?query=creator%3A%22Society+for+Psychical+Research+%28Great+Britain%29%22&sort=date
https://archive.org/details/157unkngoog
https://archive.org/details/pluralisticunive00jamerich
https://archive.org/details/principlespsych08jamegoog
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o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• The Letters of Henry James (vol. 1) 

1920 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• The Letters of Henry James (vol. 2) 

1920 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

• Common Phantoms: An American History of Psychic Science 

By Alicia Puglionesi 

Séances, clairvoyance, and telepathy captivated public imagination in the United States from the 1850s well 

into the twentieth century. Though skeptics dismissed these experiences as delusions, a new kind of 

investigator emerged to seek the science behind such phenomena. With new technologies like the telegraph 

collapsing the boundaries of time and space, an explanation seemed within reach. As Americans took up 

psychical experiments in their homes, the boundaries of the mind began to waver. Common Phantoms brings 

these experiments back to life while modeling a new approach to the history of psychology and the mind 

sciences. 

Publisher’s Website 

More Info and Buy 

https://archive.org/details/principlespsych06jamegoog
https://archive.org/details/lettersselectede00jameuoft
https://archive.org/details/lettersselecteda02jameuoft
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1503612775/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.sup.org/books/title/?id=28936
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1503612775/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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• Philosophical Siblings: Varieties of Playful Experience in Alice, William, and Henry James 

By Jane F. Thrailkill 

Alice James: an exemplary nineteenth-century neurasthenic and diarist. William James: a foundational figure 

for American psychology and philosophy. Henry James: a preeminent author and literary critic. These three 

iconic figures of nineteenth-century American culture and letters were also siblings. In Philosophical Siblings, 

Jane F. Thrailkill asks what new story is illuminated when we study their writings collectively. By 

approaching the Jameses as intimate thinkers operating on a common field of play, Thrailkill reveals the 

siblings' shared project — part psychological, part philosophical — of showing how minds meet in a world 

teeming with possibilities and risks. 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812253329/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1503612775/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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More Info and Buy 

 

• Talking to the Dead: Kate and Maggie Fox and the Rise of Spiritualism 

By Barbara Weisberg 

In March of 1848, Kate and Maggie Fox - sisters aged 11 and 14 - anxiously reported to a neighbor that they 

had been hearing strange, unidentified sounds in their house. From a sequence of knocks and rattles translated 

by the young girls as a "voice from beyond," the Modern Spiritualism movement was born. Weisberg traces 

not only the lives of the Fox sisters and their family (including their mysterious Svengali-like sister Leah) but 

also the social, religious, economic and political climates that provided the breeding ground for the 

movement. 

More Info and Buy 

 

Books link through to Amazon who will give us a small percentage of sale price (ca. 4.5%). Discover more 

recommended books in our dedicated PDR Recommends section of the site. 

Excerpted and adapted from Common Phantoms: An American History of Psychic Science by Alicia 

Puglionesi published by Stanford University Press, ©2021 by the Board of Trustees of the Leland Stanford 

Junior University. All Rights Reserved. 

Alicia Puglionesi is a writer and historian. She holds a PhD in the History of Science, Medicine, and 

Technology from Johns Hopkins University. Her first book, Common Phantoms: An American History of 

Psychic Science (2020), explores how the practices of seances, clairvoyance, and telepathy both questioned 

and reinscribed social boundaries. Her second book, In Whose Ruins: Power, Possession, and the 

Landscapes of American Empire (2022), examines four sites of resource extraction that also yielded 

scientific and spiritual narratives core to US settler-colonialism. Her essays from various corners of the web 

can be found here. 

CATEGORIES 

• Culture & History   Science & Medicine 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812253329/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/006075060X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/006075060X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://www.sup.org/books/title/?id=28936
https://www.sup.org/books/title/?id=28936
https://www.sup.org/books/title/?id=28936
https://www.simonandschuster.com/books/In-Whose-Ruins/Alicia-Puglionesi/9781982116750
https://www.simonandschuster.com/books/In-Whose-Ruins/Alicia-Puglionesi/9781982116750
https://aliciapuglionesi.com/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essays/category/culture-and-history
https://publicdomainreview.org/essays/category/science-and-medicine
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/pajamas-from-spirit-land
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Rare, Poignant Photos of Frida Kahlo During the Last Years of Her Life 

By Jenny Zhang on April 9, 2015 

 

German-born French photographer Gisle Freund (1908-2000) offers a rare look at Frida Kahlo in intimate 

snapshots taken of the celebrated artist during some of the last years of her life. Freund, who fled Nazi 

Germany in 1933 and later became known as one of the greatest portraits photographers in history, met the 

legendary couple Kahlo and Diego Rivera when she embarked on a two-week trip to Mexico in 1950. A 

fortnight gradually turned into two years that Freund spent living in the home of Kahlo and Rivera. During 

that time, Freund captured hundreds of photos documenting the couple's private lives as well as the rich 

culture of Mexico. 

https://mymodernmet.com/author/jennygzhang
http://www.mymodernmet.com/profiles/blogs/frida-khalo-childhood-photos-taken-by-father
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The powerful photos, many of which have never been published before the release of the book Frida Kahlo: 

The Gisle Freund Photographs in March, honor the beauty and talent of Kahlo. Although she became very ill 

in the years before her death, the renowned painter was still filled with vibrant passion and energy. As 

Freund's poignant images show, Kahlo loved to spend time painting and wandering through her garden with 

her pet dogs, even when she became weaker and later confined to a wheelchair. A charismatic and 

unforgettable figure to the very end, Kahlo will forever be remembered for her grace and artistic gifts. 

 

http://www.amazon.com/Frida-Kahlo-Gis%C3%A8le-Freund-Photographs/dp/1419714236
http://www.amazon.com/Frida-Kahlo-Gis%C3%A8le-Freund-Photographs/dp/1419714236
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Gisle 

Freund's website 

via [Juxtapoz], [Miss Moss] 

https://mymodernmet.com/gisele-freund-rare-frida-kahlo-

photos/?utm_source=convertkit&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=series&utm_content=button&utm_ter

m=forever 

http://www.gisele-freund.com/
http://www.gisele-freund.com/
http://www.juxtapoz.com/photography/frida-kahlo-the-gisele-freund-photographs
http://www.missmoss.co.za/2015/03/31/frida-kahlo-the-gisele-freund-photographs/
https://mymodernmet.com/gisele-freund-rare-frida-kahlo-photos/?utm_source=convertkit&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=series&utm_content=button&utm_term=forever
https://mymodernmet.com/gisele-freund-rare-frida-kahlo-photos/?utm_source=convertkit&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=series&utm_content=button&utm_term=forever
https://mymodernmet.com/gisele-freund-rare-frida-kahlo-photos/?utm_source=convertkit&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=series&utm_content=button&utm_term=forever
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An image from satellite data shows the strong Loop Current and swirling eddies. Christopher Henze, 

NASA/Ames 

Bad news for the 2022 hurricane season: The Loop Current, a fueler of monster storms, is looking a lot 

like it did in 2005, the year of Katrina 

 

Published: May 18, 2022 1.14pm BST Updated: May 24, 2022 4.26pm BST 

Author 

1. Nick Shay 

Professor of Oceanography, University of Miami 

Disclosure statement 
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We believe in the free flow of information 

Republish our articles for free, online or in print, under Creative Commons licence. 
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The Atlantic hurricane season starts on June 1, and the Gulf of Mexico is already warmer than average. Even 

more worrying is a current of warm tropical water that is looping unusually far into the Gulf for this time of 

year, with the power to turn tropical storms into monster hurricanes. 

It’s called the Loop Current, and it’s the 800-pound gorilla of Gulf hurricane risks. 

When the Loop Current reaches this far north this early in the hurricane season – especially during what’s 

forecast to be a busy season – it can spell disaster for folks along the Northern Gulf Coast, from Texas to 

Florida. 

If you look at temperature maps of the Gulf of Mexico, you can easily spot the Loop Current. It curls up 

through the Yucatan Channel between Mexico and Cuba, into the Gulf of Mexico, and then swings back out 

through the Florida Strait south of Florida as the Florida Current, where it becomes the main contributor to the 

Gulf Stream. 

mailto:?subject=Bad%20news%20for%20the%202022%20hurricane%20season%3A%20The%20Loop%20Current%2C%20a%20fueler%20of%20monster%20storms%2C%20is%20looking%20a%20lot%20like%20it%20did%20in%202005%2C%20the%20year%20of%20Katrina%20%E2%80%94%20The%20Conversation&body=Hi.%20I%20found%20an%20article%20that%20you%20might%20like%3A%20%22Bad%20news%20for%20the%202022%20hurricane%20season%3A%20The%20Loop%20Current%2C%20a%20fueler%20of%20monster%20storms%2C%20is%20looking%20a%20lot%20like%20it%20did%20in%202005%2C%20the%20year%20of%20Katrina%22%20%E2%80%94%20https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fbad-news-for-the-2022-hurricane-season-the-loop-current-a-fueler-of-monster-storms-is-looking-a-lot-like-it-did-in-2005-the-year-of-katrina-183197
http://twitter.com/intent/tweet?text=Bad+news+for+the+2022+hurricane+season%3A+The+Loop+Current%2C+a+fueler+of+monster+storms%2C+is+looking+a+lot+like+it+did+in+2005%2C+the+year+of+Katrina&url=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fbad-news-for-the-2022-hurricane-season-the-loop-current-a-fueler-of-monster-storms-is-looking-a-lot-like-it-did-in-2005-the-year-of-katrina-183197%3Futm_source%3Dtwitter%26utm_medium%3Dbylinetwitterbutton&utm_campaign=none&via=ConversationUS
http://www.facebook.com/sharer.php?u=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fbad-news-for-the-2022-hurricane-season-the-loop-current-a-fueler-of-monster-storms-is-looking-a-lot-like-it-did-in-2005-the-year-of-katrina-183197%3Futm_source%3Dfacebook%26utm_medium%3Dbylinefacebookbutton
http://www.linkedin.com/shareArticle?mini=true&source=The+Conversation&summary=The+Atlantic+hurricane+season+starts+on+June+1%2C+and+the+Gulf+of+Mexico+is+already+%5Bwarmer+than+average%5D%28https%3A%2F%2Fwww.ospo.noaa.gov%2FProducts%2Focean%2Fsst%2Fanomaly%2F%29.+Even+more+worrying+is+a+current+of+wa...&title=Bad+news+for+the+2022+hurricane+season%3A+The+Loop+Current%2C+a+fueler+of+monster+storms%2C+is+looking+a+lot+like+it+did+in+2005%2C+the+year+of+Katrina&url=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fbad-news-for-the-2022-hurricane-season-the-loop-current-a-fueler-of-monster-storms-is-looking-a-lot-like-it-did-in-2005-the-year-of-katrina-183197%3Futm_source%3Dlinkedin%26utm_medium%3Dbylinelinkedinbutton
https://theconversation.com/bad-news-for-the-2022-hurricane-season-the-loop-current-a-fueler-of-monster-storms-is-looking-a-lot-like-it-did-in-2005-the-year-of-katrina-183197?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2018%202022%20-%202293822822&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2018%202022%20-%202293822822+Version+A+CID_78d0b0158e1e5b1af40f5a3d24fa4ee4&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Bad%20news%20for%20the%202022%20hurricane%20season%20The%20Loop%20Current%20a%20fueler%20of%20monster%20storms%20is%20looking%20a%20lot%20like%20it%20did%20in%202005%20the%20year%20of%20Katrina
https://www.ospo.noaa.gov/Products/ocean/sst/anomaly/
https://www.aoml.noaa.gov/phod/gom/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/463461/original/file-20220516-12-acjrgz.png
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The Loop Current was about as far north as Tampa, Florida, in mid May 2022. The scale, in meters, shows the 

maximum depth at which temperatures were 78 F (26 C) or greater. Nick Shay/University of Miami, CC BY-

ND 

When a tropical storm passes over the Loop Current or one of its giant eddies – large rotating pools of warm 

water that spin off from the current – the storm can explode in strength as it draws energy from the warm 

water. 

This year, the Loop Current looks remarkably similar to the way it did in 2005, the year Hurricane Katrina 

crossed the Loop Current before devastating New Orleans. Of the 27 named storms that year, seven became 

major hurricanes. Wilma and Rita also crossed the Loop Current that year and became two of the most 

intense Atlantic hurricanes on record. 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://www.ncei.noaa.gov/access/monitoring/monthly-report/tropical-cyclones/200513
https://digitalcommons.odu.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi
https://earthobservatory.nasa.gov/images/5870/hurricane-rita-roars-through-a-warm-gulf
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/capital-weather-gang/wp/2015/10/19/ten-years-ago-hurricane-wilma-underwent-most-extreme-intensification-in-atlantic-history/
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/capital-weather-gang/wp/2015/10/19/ten-years-ago-hurricane-wilma-underwent-most-extreme-intensification-in-atlantic-history/
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The Loop Current in May 2005 looked strikingly similar to May 2022. Nick Shay/University of Miami, CC 

BY-ND 

I have been monitoring ocean heat content for more than 30 years as a marine scientist. The conditions I see 

in the Gulf in May 2022 are cause for concern. The National Oceanic and Atmospheric Administration 

is forecasting an above-average Atlantic hurricane season, with 14-21 named storms, six to 10 of them 

hurricanes. The Loop Current has the potential to supercharge some of those storms. 

Why the Loop Current worries forecasters 

Warm ocean water doesn’t necessarily mean more tropical storms. But once tropical storms reach waters that 

are around 78 F (26 C) or warmer, they can strengthen into hurricanes. 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=48fm7gEAAAAJ&hl=en
https://www.noaa.gov/news-release/noaa-predicts-above-normal-2022-atlantic-hurricane-season


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

122 

Hurricanes draw most of their strength from the top 100 feet (30 meters) of the ocean. Normally, these upper 

ocean waters mix, allowing warm spots to cool quickly. But the Loop Current’s subtropical water is deeper 

and warmer, and also saltier, than Gulf common water. These effects inhibit ocean mixing and sea surface 

cooling, allowing the warm current and its eddies to retain heat to great depths. 

In mid-May 2022, satellite data showed the Loop Current had water temperatures 78 F or warmer down to 

about 330 feet (100 meters). By summer, that heat could extend down to around 500 feet (about 150 meters). 

The eddy that fueled Hurricane Ida in 2021 was over 86 F (30 C) at the surface and had heat down to about 

590 feet (180 meters). With favorable atmospheric conditions, this deep reservoir of heat helped the storm 

explode almost overnight into a very powerful and dangerous Category 4 hurricane. 

 

https://ocean.si.edu/planet-ocean/waves-storms-tsunamis/hurricanes-typhoons-and-cyclones
https://theconversation.com/hurricane-ida-turned-into-a-monster-thanks-to-a-giant-warm-patch-in-the-gulf-of-mexico-heres-what-happened-167029
https://assets.bwbx.io/images/users/iqjWHBFdfxIU/ivwryYGQXVxs/v0/1200x-1.png
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Hurricane Ida’s pressure dropped quickly as it crossed a warm, deep eddy boundary on Aug. 29, 2021. Nick 

Shay/University of Miami, CC BY-ND 

Within a storm, warm ocean water can create towering plumes of rising warm, moist air, providing high-

octane fuel for hurricanes. Think about what happens when you boil a large pot of spaghetti on the stove and 

how the steam rises as the water gets hotter. As more moisture and heat rise within a hurricane, the pressure 

drops. The horizontal pressure difference from the center of the storm to its periphery subsequently causes the 

wind to speed up and the hurricane to become increasingly dangerous. 

Since the Loop Current and its eddies have so much heat, they don’t significantly cool, and the pressure will 

continue to fall. In 2005, Hurricane Wilma had the lowest central pressure on record in the Atlantic, 

and Rita and Katrina weren’t far behind. 

How hurricanes draw fuel from water water. 

La Niña, wind shear and other drivers of a busy season 

Forecasters have other clues to how the hurricane season might shape up. One is La Niña, the climate 

opposite of El Niño. 

During La Niña, stronger trade winds in the Pacific Ocean bring colder water to the surface, creating 

conditions that help push the jet stream farther north. That tends to exacerbate drought in the southern U.S. 

and also weaken wind shear there. Wind shear involves the change in wind speeds and wind directions with 

height. Too much wind shear can tear tropical storms apart. But less wind shear, courtesy of La Niña, and 

more moisture in the atmosphere can mean more hurricanes. 

How La Niña affects U.S. 

La Niña has been unusually strong in spring 2022, though it’s possible that it could weaken later in the year, 

allowing more wind shear toward the end of the season. For now, the upper atmosphere is doing little that 

would stop a hurricane from intensifying. 

It’s too soon to tell what will happen with the steering winds that guide tropical storms and affect where they 

go. Even before then, the conditions over West Africa are crucial to whether tropical storms form at all in the 

Atlantic. Dust from the Sahara and low humidity can both reduce the likelihood storms will form. 

Climate change has a role 

As global temperatures rise, the ocean’s temperature  is increasing. Much of the heat trapped by greenhouse 

gases that are released by human activities is stored in the oceans, where it can provide additional fuel for 

hurricanes. 

Studies suggest that the Atlantic is likely to see more storms intensify into major hurricanes as those 

temperatures rise, though there won’t necessarily be more storms overall. A study examined the 2020 

hurricane season – which had a record 30 named storms, 12 of them hitting the U.S. – and found the 

http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nd/4.0/
https://www.earthobservatory.nasa.gov/images/15707/hurricane-wilma
https://www.nhc.noaa.gov/data/tcr/AL182005_Rita.pdf
https://www.weather.gov/media/publications/assessments/Katrina.pdf
https://oceanservice.noaa.gov/facts/ninonina.html
https://www.aoml.noaa.gov/news/behind-the-2015-atlantic-hurricane-season-wind-shear-tropical-cyclones/
https://www.climate.gov/news-features/blogs/enso/may-2022-enso-update-piece-cake
https://www.aoml.noaa.gov/saharan-air-layer/
https://www.pnas.org/doi/10.1073/pnas.2014166117
https://journals.ametsoc.org/view/journals/phoc/51/4/JPO-D-19-0295.1.xml
https://www.climate.gov/news-features/understanding-climate/climate-change-ocean-heat-content
https://www.pnas.org/doi/10.1073/pnas.1920849117


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 605  august  2022 

 

124 

storms produced more rain than they would have in a world without the effects of human-caused climate 

change. 

Another trend we have been noticing is that the Loop Current’s warm eddies have more heat than we saw 10 

to 15 years ago. Whether that’s related to global warming isn’t clear yet, but the impact of a warming trend 

could be devastating. 

 

https://theconversation.com/bad-news-for-the-2022-hurricane-season-the-loop-current-a-fueler-of-monster-

storms-is-looking-a-lot-like-it-did-in-2005-the-year-of-katrina-

183197?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%20

18%202022%20-

%202293822822&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2018%202022%

20-

%202293822822+Version+A+CID_78d0b0158e1e5b1af40f5a3d24fa4ee4&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=Bad%20news%20for%20the%202022%20hurricane%20season%20The%20Loop%20Current

%20a%20fueler%20of%20monster%20storms%20is%20looking%20a%20lot%20like%20it%20did%20in%2

02005%20the%20year%20of%20Katrina    

https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-022-29379-1.pdf
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View this email in your browser  

  

 

 

  

Dorothea Tanning 

 

 

Cultivation 

 

Cultivating people can be arduous,  

With results as uncertain as weather.  

Try oysters, meerkats, turnips, mice.  

My mouse field was a triumph of  

Cultivation—pink noses poking  

Through quilts of loam, scampering  

In the furrows—until the falling  

Dwarves (it was that time of year)  

Began landing on my field. Fear for  

Its harvest had me down on hands  

And knees muttering, “Not here,”  

My nails clawed at tangles of fat  

Dwarves crushing mouse families.  

Then, unbelievably, it was over.  

 

By morning every dwarf, maddened  

By nibbling mice, had fled the field.  

Now, as before, each day, dozens  

Of perfect mice leave for the city.  

There, they have made many friends  

Among computers, and with them  

Are developing skills inconceivable  

https://mailchi.mp/theparisreview.org/poem-140341?e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=26b9c327f3&e=d538c8f2e0
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To their forebears. Already, these  

Cultivated mice and their computers  

Penetrate guilty secrets. Soon they will  

Prevail over the turmoil that defines  

This darkest of ages. And they will  

Find me, asleep in my cave.  

  

From issue no. 191 (Winter 2009) 

 
 

 

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://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--

enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyN

qpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=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=f77b715c28&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9d29fa10b8&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=e73b223622&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=bfb92604bd&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
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9d89a2919c&e=d538c8f2e0
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1.  Understanding the genomic modifications in transgenic papaya 

 

View image credit & caption 

Research News 

Understanding the genomic modifications in transgenic papaya 

June 9, 2022 

 

Papaya fruits are a rich source of potassium, magnesium, and vitamins A and C 

The transgenic papaya "SunUp" was developed in the 1990s and was widely publicized because of its ability 

to resist the papaya ringspot virus. Although researchers had identified the genomic sequence of SunUp by 

2008, it was unclear where the transgenic insertions were and what effect they had. A new study has 

identified these changes and how they influence the plants. 

Papaya fruits are a rich source of potassium, magnesium, and vitamins A and C, propelling a steady increase 

in their global production. Papaya originated and was domesticated in southern Mexico and Central America 

and is now cultivated in tropical and subtropical regions worldwide. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/understanding-genomic-modifications-transgenic-papaya#hero-credit-caption
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Wild papaya has small seedy fruits with very little edible flesh, while the domesticated version can weigh 

more than five pounds. However, there had been one major problem: Papaya was susceptible to the papaya 

ringspot virus, resulting in stunted plants that did not produce mature fruit, and there was no resistance in the 

papaya genetic code. 

Then researchers developed the transgenic papaya SunUp by using a technique called particle bombardment-

mediated transformation. Gold particles were covered with the coat protein gene of the virus and shot into the 

cells of the non-transgenic papaya "Sunset" using a gene gun. SunUp therefore contained gene sequences of 

the virus and was protected from infection. 

"It took us 8 years to read each DNA nucleotide in the insertions and rearrangements, and we repeated the 

sequencing using different technologies to understand the nature of these transgenic insertions," said plant 

biologist Ray Ming of the University of Illinois Urbana-Champaign. "The insertion was so complex that 

although we sequenced the genome in 2008, we didn't know where the transgenic sequences were located." 

With funding from the U.S. National Science Foundation, the group discovered that SunUp had an insertion 

of 1.6 million base pairs, which consisted of DNA fragments not only from the gene gun, but also nuclear 

genome fragments and organelle genome fragments from the progenitor Sunset cultivar. The results are 

published in Nature Genetics. 

"This research nicely unravels the changes caused by particle bombardment-mediated transformation in the 

papaya genome and provides new insights into the domestication of papaya," said Gerald Schoenknecht, a 

program director in NSF's Division of Integrative Organismal Systems. 

Although there is such a large insertion, the transgenic manipulation did not cause any change in gene 

expression, the researchers said. "We looked at every gene sequence and there is no impact on the genome 

function," Ming said. "When we compared SunUp and Sunset, they only have 20 genes that are differentially 

expressed, which are due to transposon-mediated rearrangements and not from the genetic manipulation done 

by particle bombardment-mediated transformation." 

Transposon-mediated rearrangements occur naturally and lead to gradual changes over time, which is 

expected since SunUp and Sunset have been growing and diverging for 30 years. 

Research areas 

Division of Integrative Organismal Systems (BIO/IOS) 

Directorate for Biological Sciences (BIO) 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/understanding-genomic-modifications-transgenic-papaya 
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https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1546890&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-8d2769bf5bceea56084490501b?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.nature.com%2Farticles%2Fs41588-022-01068-1&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Funderstanding-genomic-modifications-transgenic-papaya
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https://beta.nsf.gov/news/understanding-genomic-modifications-transgenic-papaya
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Bon-Bon 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

Quand un bon vin meuble mon estomac 

Je suis plus savant que Balzac- 

Plus sage que Pibrac; 

Mon brass seul faisant l'attaque 

De la nation Coseaque, 

La mettroit au sac; 

De Charon je passerois le lac 

En dormant dans son bac, 

J'irois au fier Eac, 

Sans que mon coeur fit tic ni tac, 

Premmer du tabac. 

—French Vaudeville 

That Pierre Bon-Bon was a restaurateur of uncommon qualifications, the cul-de-sac Le Febvre at Rouen, will, I 

imagine, feel himself at liberty to dispute. That Pierre Bon-Bon was, in an equal degree, skilled in the philosophy of 

that period is, I presume still more especially undeniable. His pates a la fois were beyond doubt immaculate; but what 

pen can do justice to his essays sur la Nature—his thoughts sur l'Ame—his observations sur l'Esprit? If his 

omelettes—if his fricandeaux were inestimable, what litterateur of that day would not have given twice as much for 

an "Idee de Bon-Bon" as for all the trash of "Idees" of all the rest of the savants? Bon-Bon had ransacked libraries 

which no other man had ransacked—had more than any other would have entertained a notion of reading—had 

understood more than any other would have conceived the possibility of understanding; and although, while he 

flourished, there were not wanting some authors at Rouen to assert "that his dicta evinced neither the purity of the 

Academy, nor the depth of the Lyceum"—although, mark me, his doctrines were by no means very generally 

comprehended, still it did not follow that they were difficult of comprehension. It was, I think, on account of their 

self-evidency that many persons were led to consider them abstruse. It is to Bon-Bon—but let this go no farther—it is 

to Bon-Bon that Kant himself is mainly indebted for his metaphysics. The former was indeed not a Platonist, nor 

strictly speaking an Aristotelian—nor did he, like the modern Leibnitz, waste those precious hours which might be 

employed in the invention of a fricasee or, facili gradu, the analysis of a sensation, in frivolous attempts at reconciling 

the obstinate oils and waters of ethical discussion. Not at all. Bon-Bon was Ionic—Bon-Bon was equally Italic. He 

reasoned a priori—He reasoned also a posteriori. His ideas were innate—or otherwise. He believed in George of 

Trebizonde—He believed in Bossarion. Bon-Bon was emphatically a—Bon-Bonist. 

I have spoken of the philosopher in his capacity of restaurateur. I would not, however, have any friend of mine 

imagine that, in fulfilling his hereditary duties in that line, our hero wanted a proper estimation of their dignity and 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
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importance. Far from it. It was impossible to say in which branch of his profession he took the greater pride. In his 

opinion the powers of the intellect held intimate connection with the capabilities of the stomach. I am not sure, 

indeed, that he greatly disagreed with the Chinese, who held that the soul lies in the abdomen. The Greeks at all 

events were right, he thought, who employed the same words for the mind and the diaphragm. By this I do not mean 

to insinuate a charge of gluttony, or indeed any other serious charge to the prejudice of the metaphysician. If Pierre 

Bon-Bon had his failings—and what great man has not a thousand?—if Pierre Bon-Bon, I say, had his failings, they 

were failings of very little importance—faults indeed which, in other tempers, have often been looked upon rather in 

the light of virtues. As regards one of these foibles, I should not even have mentioned it in this history but for the 

remarkable prominency—the extreme alto relievo—in which it jutted out from the plane of his general disposition. 

He could never let slip an opportunity of making a bargain. 

Not that he was avaricious—no. It was by no means necessary to the satisfaction of the philosopher, that the bargain 

should be to his own proper advantage. Provided a trade could be effected—a trade of any kind, upon any terms, or 

under any circumstances—a triumphant smile was seen for many days thereafter to enlighten his countenance, and a 

knowing wink of the eye to give evidence of his sagacity. 

At any epoch it would not be very wonderful if a humor so peculiar as the one I have just mentioned, should elicit 

attention and remark. At the epoch of our narrative, had this peculiarity not attracted observation, there would have 

been room for wonder indeed. It was soon reported that, upon all occasions of the kind, the smile of Bon-Bon was 

wont to differ widely from the downright grin with which he would laugh at his own jokes, or welcome an 

acquaintance. Hints were thrown out of an exciting nature; stories were told of perilous bargains made in a hurry and 

repented of at leisure; and instances were adduced of unaccountable capacities, vague longings, and unnatural 

inclinations implanted by the author of all evil for wise purposes of his own. 

The philosopher had other weaknesses—but they are scarcely worthy our serious examination. For example, there 

are few men of extraordinary profundity who are found wanting in an inclination for the bottle. Whether this 

inclination be an exciting cause, or rather a valid proof of such profundity, it is a nice thing to say. Bon-Bon, as far as 

I can learn, did not think the subject adapted to minute investigation;—nor do I. Yet in the indulgence of a propensity 

so truly classical, it is not to be supposed that the restaurateur would lose sight of that intuitive discrimination which 

was wont to characterize, at one and the same time, his essais and his omelettes. In his seclusions the Vin de 

Bourgogne had its allotted hour, and there were appropriate moments for the Cotes du Rhone. With him Sauterne 

was to Medoc what Catullus was to Homer. He would sport with a syllogism in sipping St. Peray, but unravel an 

argument over Clos de Vougeot, and upset a theory in a torrent of Chambertin. Well had it been if the same quick 

sense of propriety had attended him in the peddling propensity to which I have formerly alluded—but this was by no 

means the case. Indeed to say the truth, that trait of mind in the philosophic Bon-Bon did begin at length to assume a 

character of strange intensity and mysticism, and appeared deeply tinctured with the diablerie of his favorite German 

studies. 

To enter the little Cafe in the cul-de-sac Le Febvre was, at the period of our tale, to enter the sanctum of a man of 

genius. Bon-Bon was a man of genius. There was not a sous-cusinier in Rouen, who could not have told you that 

Bon-Bon was a man of genius. His very cat knew it, and forebore to whisk her tail in the presence of the man of 

genius. His large water-dog was acquainted with the fact, and upon the approach of his master, betrayed his sense of 

inferiority by a sanctity of deportment, a debasement of the ears, and a dropping of the lower jaw not altogether 

unworthy of a dog. It is, however, true that much of this habitual respect might have been attributed to the personal 

appearance of the metaphysician. A distinguished exterior will, I am constrained to say, have its way even with a 

beast; and I am willing to allow much in the outward man of the restaurateur calculated to impress the imagination of 

the quadruped. There is a peculiar majesty about the atmosphere of the little great—if I may be permitted so 

equivocal an expression—which mere physical bulk alone will be found at all times inefficient in creating. If, 
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however, Bon-Bon was barely three feet in height, and if his head was diminutively small, still it was impossible to 

behold the rotundity of his stomach without a sense of magnificence nearly bordering upon the sublime. In its size 

both dogs and men must have seen a type of his acquirements—in its immensity a fitting habitation for his immortal 

soul. 

I might here—if it so pleased me—dilate upon the matter of habiliment, and other mere circumstances of the external 

metaphysician. I might hint that the hair of our hero was worn short, combed smoothly over his forehead, and 

surmounted by a conical-shaped white flannel cap and tassels—that his pea-green jerkin was not after the fashion of 

those worn by the common class of restaurateurs at that day—that the sleeves were something fuller than the 

reigning costume permitted—that the cuffs were turned up, not as usual in that barbarous period, with cloth of the 

same quality and color as the garment, but faced in a more fanciful manner with the particolored velvet of Genoa—

that his slippers were of a bright purple, curiously filigreed, and might have been manufactured in Japan, but for the 

exquisite pointing of the toes, and the brilliant tints of the binding and embroidery—that his breeches were of the 

yellow satin-like material called aimable—that his sky-blue cloak, resembling in form a dressing-wrapper, and richly 

bestudded all over with crimson devices, floated cavalierly upon his shoulders like a mist of the morning—and that 

his tout ensemble gave rise to the remarkable words of Benevenuta, the Improvisatrice of Florence, "that it was 

difficult to say whether Pierre Bon-Bon was indeed a bird of Paradise, or rather a very Paradise of perfection." I 

might, I say, expatiate upon all these points if I pleased,—but I forbear, merely personal details may be left to 

historical novelists,—they are beneath the moral dignity of matter-of-fact. 

I have said that "to enter the Cafe in the cul-de-sac Le Febvre was to enter the sanctum of a man of genius"—but then 

it was only the man of genius who could duly estimate the merits of the sanctum. A sign, consisting of a vast folio, 

swung before the entrance. On one side of the volume was painted a bottle; on the reverse a pate. On the back were 

visible in large letters Oeuvres de Bon-Bon. Thus was delicately shadowed forth the two-fold occupation of the 

proprietor. 

Upon stepping over the threshold, the whole interior of the building presented itself to view. A long, low-pitched 

room, of antique construction, was indeed all the accommodation afforded by the Cafe. In a corner of the apartment 

stood the bed of the metaphysician. An army of curtains, together with a canopy a la Grecque, gave it an air at once 

classic and comfortable. In the corner diagonary opposite, appeared, in direct family communion, the properties of 

the kitchen and the bibliotheque. A dish of polemics stood peacefully upon the dresser. Here lay an ovenful of the 

latest ethics—there a kettle of dudecimo melanges. Volumes of German morality were hand and glove with the 

gridiron—a toasting-fork might be discovered by the side of Eusebius—Plato reclined at his ease in the frying-pan—

and contemporary manuscripts were filed away upon the spit. 

In other respects the Cafe de Bon-Bon might be said to differ little from the usual restaurants of the period. A 

fireplace yawned opposite the door. On the right of the fireplace an open cupboard displayed a formidable array of 

labelled bottles. 

It was here, about twelve o'clock one night during the severe winter the comments of his neighbours upon his 

singular propensity—that Pierre Bon-Bon, I say, having turned them all out of his house, locked the door upon them 

with an oath, and betook himself in no very pacific mood to the comforts of a leather-bottomed arm-chair, and a fire 

of blazing fagots. 

It was one of those terrific nights which are only met with once or twice during a century. It snowed fiercely, and the 

house tottered to its centre with the floods of wind that, rushing through the crannies in the wall, and pouring 

impetuously down the chimney, shook awfully the curtains of the philosopher's bed, and disorganized the economy 
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of his pate-pans and papers. The huge folio sign that swung without, exposed to the fury of the tempest, creaked 

ominously, and gave out a moaning sound from its stanchions of solid oak. 

It was in no placid temper, I say, that the metaphysician drew up his chair to its customary station by the hearth. 

Many circumstances of a perplexing nature had occurred during the day, to disturb the serenity of his meditations. In 

attempting des oeufs a la Princesse, he had unfortunately perpetrated an omelette a la Reine; the discovery of a 

principle in ethics had been frustrated by the overturning of a stew; and last, not least, he had been thwarted in one of 

those admirable bargains which he at all times took such especial delight in bringing to a successful termination. But 

in the chafing of his mind at these unaccountable vicissitudes, there did not fail to be mingled some degree of that 

nervous anxiety which the fury of a boisterous night is so well calculated to produce. Whistling to his more 

immediate vicinity the large black water-dog we have spoken of before, and settling himself uneasily in his chair, he 

could not help casting a wary and unquiet eye toward those distant recesses of the apartment whose inexorable 

shadows not even the red firelight itself could more than partially succeed in overcoming. Having completed a 

scrutiny whose exact purpose was perhaps unintelligible to himself, he drew close to his seat a small table covered 

with books and papers, and soon became absorbed in the task of retouching a voluminous manuscript, intended for 

publication on the morrow. 

He had been thus occupied for some minutes when "I am in no hurry, Monsieur Bon-Bon," suddenly whispered a 

whining voice in the apartment. 

"The devil!" ejaculated our hero, starting to his feet, overturning the table at his side, and staring around him in 

astonishment. 

"Very true," calmly replied the voice. 

"Very true!—what is very true?—how came you here?" vociferated the metaphysician, as his eye fell upon 

something which lay stretched at full length upon the bed. 

"I was saying," said the intruder, without attending to the interrogatives,—"I was saying that I am not at all pushed 

for time- that the business upon which I took the liberty of calling, is of no pressing importance—in short, that I can 

very well wait until you have finished your Exposition." 

"My Exposition!—there now!—how do you know?—how came you to understand that I was writing an 

Exposition?—good God!" 

"Hush!" replied the figure, in a shrill undertone; and, arising quickly from the bed, he made a single step toward our 

hero, while an iron lamp that depended over-head swung convulsively back from his approach. 

The philosopher's amazement did not prevent a narrow scrutiny of the stranger's dress and appearance. The outlines 

of his figure, exceedingly lean, but much above the common height, were rendered minutely distinct, by means of a 

faded suit of black cloth which fitted tight to the skin, but was otherwise cut very much in the style of a century ago. 

These garments had evidently been intended for a much shorter person than their present owner. His ankles and 

wrists were left naked for several inches. In his shoes, however, a pair of very brilliant buckles gave the lie to the 

extreme poverty implied by the other portions of his dress. His head was bare, and entirely bald, with the exception 

of a hinder part, from which depended a queue of considerable length. A pair of green spectacles, with side glasses, 

protected his eyes from the influence of the light, and at the same time prevented our hero from ascertaining either 

their color or their conformation. About the entire person there was no evidence of a shirt, but a white cravat, of filthy 

appearance, was tied with extreme precision around the throat and the ends hanging down formally side by side gave 

(although I dare say unintentionally) the idea of an ecclesiastic. Indeed, many other points both in his appearance and 
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demeanor might have very well sustained a conception of that nature. Over his left ear, he carried, after the fashion of 

a modern clerk, an instrument resembling the stylus of the ancients. In a breast-pocket of his coat appeared 

conspicuously a small black volume fastened with clasps of steel. This book, whether accidentally or not, was so 

turned outwardly from the person as to discover the words "Rituel Catholique" in white letters upon the back. His 

entire physiognomy was interestingly saturnine—even cadaverously pale. The forehead was lofty, and deeply 

furrowed with the ridges of contemplation. The corners of the mouth were drawn down into an expression of the 

most submissive humility. There was also a clasping of the hands, as he stepped toward our hero—a deep sigh—and 

altogether a look of such utter sanctity as could not have failed to be unequivocally preposessing. Every shadow of 

anger faded from the countenance of the metaphysician, as, having completed a satisfactory survey of his visiter's 

person, he shook him cordially by the hand, and conducted him to a seat. 

There would however be a radical error in attributing this instantaneous transition of feeling in the philosopher, to 

any one of those causes which might naturally be supposed to have had an influence. Indeed, Pierre Bon-Bon, from 

what I have been able to understand of his disposition, was of all men the least likely to be imposed upon by any 

speciousness of exterior deportment. It was impossible that so accurate an observer of men and things should have 

failed to discover, upon the moment, the real character of the personage who had thus intruded upon his hospitality. 

To say no more, the conformation of his visiter's feet was sufficiently remarkable—he maintained lightly upon his 

head an inordinately tall hat—there was a tremulous swelling about the hinder part of his breeches—and the 

vibration of his coat tail was a palpable fact. Judge, then, with what feelings of satisfaction our hero found himself 

thrown thus at once into the society of a person for whom he had at all times entertained the most unqualified respect. 

He was, however, too much of the diplomatist to let escape him any intimation of his suspicions in regard to the true 

state of affairs. It was not his cue to appear at all conscious of the high honor he thus unexpectedly enjoyed; but, by 

leading his guest into the conversation, to elicit some important ethical ideas, which might, in obtaining a place in his 

contemplated publication, enlighten the human race, and at the same time immortalize himself—ideas which, I 

should have added, his visitor's great age, and well-known proficiency in the science of morals, might very well have 

enabled him to afford. 

Actuated by these enlightened views, our hero bade the gentleman sit down, while he himself took occasion to throw 

some fagots upon the fire, and place upon the now re-established table some bottles of Mousseux. Having quickly 

completed these operations, he drew his chair vis-a-vis to his companion's, and waited until the latter should open the 

conversation. But plans even the most skilfully matured are often thwarted in the outset of their application—and the 

restaurateur found himself nonplussed by the very first words of his visiter's speech. 

"I see you know me, Bon-Bon," said he; "ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!—hi! hi! hi!—ho! ho! ho!—hu! hu! hu!"—and the 

devil, dropping at once the sanctity of his demeanor, opened to its fullest extent a mouth from ear to ear, so as to 

display a set of jagged and fang-like teeth, and, throwing back his head, laughed long, loudly, wickedly, and 

uproariously, while the black dog, crouching down upon his haunches, joined lustily in the chorus, and the tabby cat, 

flying off at a tangent, stood up on end, and shrieked in the farthest corner of the apartment. 

Not so the philosopher; he was too much a man of the world either to laugh like the dog, or by shrieks to betray the 

indecorous trepidation of the cat. It must be confessed, he felt a little astonishment to see the white letters which 

formed the words "Rituel Catholique" on the book in his guest's pocket, momently changing both their color and 

their import, and in a few seconds, in place of the original title the words Regitre des Condamnes blazed forth in 

characters of red. This startling circumstance, when Bon-Bon replied to his visiter's remark, imparted to his manner 

an air of embarrassment which probably might, not otherwise have been observed. 

"Why sir," said the philosopher, "why sir, to speak sincerely—I I imagine—I have some faint—some very faint 

idea—of the remarkable honor—" 
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"Oh!—ah!—yes!—very well!" interrupted his Majesty; "say no more—I see how it is." And hereupon, taking off his 

green spectacles, he wiped the glasses carefully with the sleeve of his coat, and deposited them in his pocket. 

If Bon-Bon had been astonished at the incident of the book, his amazement was now much increased by the spectacle 

which here presented itself to view. In raising his eyes, with a strong feeling of curiosity to ascertain the color of his 

guest's, he found them by no means black, as he had anticipated—nor gray, as might have been imagined—nor yet 

hazel nor blue—nor indeed yellow nor red—nor purple—nor white—nor green—nor any other color in the heavens 

above, or in the earth beneath, or in the waters under the earth. In short, Pierre Bon-Bon not only saw plainly that his 

Majesty had no eyes whatsoever, but could discover no indications of their having existed at any previous period—

for the space where eyes should naturally have been was, I am constrained to say, simply a dead level of flesh. 

It was not in the nature of the metaphysician to forbear making some inquiry into the sources of so strange a 

phenomenon, and the reply of his Majesty was at once prompt, dignified, and satisfactory. 

"Eyes! my dear Bon-Bon—eyes! did you say?—oh!—ah!—I perceive! The ridiculous prints, eh, which are in, 

circulation, have given you a false idea of my personal appearance? Eyes!—true. Eyes, Pierre Bon-Bon, are very 

well in their proper place—that, you would say, is the head?—right—the head of a worm. To you, likewise, these 

optics are indispensable—yet I will convince you that my vision is more penetrating than your own. There is a cat I 

see in the corner—a pretty cat—look at her—observe her well. Now, Bon-Bon, do you behold the thoughts—the 

thoughts, I say,—the ideas—the reflections—which are being engendered in her pericranium? There it is, now—you 

do not! She is thinking we admire the length of her tail and the profundity of her mind. She has just concluded that I 

am the most distinguished of ecclesiastics, and that you are the most superficial of metaphysicians. Thus you see I am 

not altogether blind; but to one of my profession, the eyes you speak of would be merely an incumbrance, liable at 

any time to be put out by a toasting-iron, or a pitchfork. To you, I allow, these optical affairs are indispensable. 

Endeavor, Bon-Bon, to use them well;—my vision is the soul." 

Hereupon the guest helped himself to the wine upon the table, and pouring out a bumper for Bon-Bon, requested him 

to drink it without scruple, and make himself perfectly at home. 

"A clever book that of yours, Pierre," resumed his Majesty, tapping our friend knowingly upon the shoulder, as the 

latter put down his glass after a thorough compliance with his visiter's injunction. "A clever book that of yours, upon 

my honor. It's a work after my own heart. Your arrangement of the matter, I think, however, might be improved, and 

many of your notions remind me of Aristotle. That philosopher was one of my most intimate acquaintances. I liked 

him as much for his terrible ill temper, as for his happy knack at making a blunder. There is only one solid truth in all 

that he has written, and for that I gave him the hint out of pure compassion for his absurdity. I suppose, Pierre Bon-

Bon, you very well know to what divine moral truth I am alluding?" 

"Cannot say that I—" 

"Indeed!—why it was I who told Aristotle that by sneezing, men expelled superfluous ideas through the proboscis." 

"Which is—hiccup!—undoubtedly the case," said the metaphysician, while he poured out for himself another 

bumper of Mousseux, and offered his snuff-box to the fingers of his visiter. 

"There was Plato, too," continued his Majesty, modestly declining the snuff-box and the compliment it implied—

"there was Plato, too, for whom I, at one time, felt all the affection of a friend. You knew Plato, Bon-Bon?—ah, no, I 

beg a thousand pardons. He met me at Athens, one day, in the Parthenon, and told me he was distressed for an idea. I 

bade him write, down that o nous estin aulos. He said that he would do so, and went home, while I stepped over to 
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the pyramids. But my conscience smote me for having uttered a truth, even to aid a friend, and hastening back to 

Athens, I arrived behind the philosopher's chair as he was inditing the 'aulos.'" 

"Giving the lambda a fillip with my finger, I turned it upside down. So the sentence now read 'o nous estin augos', 

and is, you perceive, the fundamental doctrines in his metaphysics." 

"Were you ever at Rome?" asked the restaurateur, as he finished his second bottle of Mousseux, and drew from the 

closet a larger supply of Chambertin. 

But once, Monsieur Bon-Bon, but once. There was a time," said the devil, as if reciting some passage from a book—

"there was a time when occurred an anarchy of five years, during which the republic, bereft of all its officers, had no 

magistracy besides the tribunes of the people, and these were not legally vested with any degree of executive 

power—at that time, Monsieur Bon-Bon—at that time only I was in Rome, and I have no earthly acquaintance, 

consequently, with any of its philosophy."* 

*Ils ecrivaient sur la Philosophie (Cicero, Lucretius, Seneca) mais c'etait la Philosophie Grecque.—Condorcet. 

"What do you think of—what do you think of—hiccup!—Epicurus?" 

"What do I think of whom?" said the devil, in astonishment, "you cannot surely mean to find any fault with Epicurus! 

What do I think of Epicurus! Do you mean me, sir?—I am Epicurus! I am the same philosopher who wrote each of 

the three hundred treatises commemorated by Diogenes Laertes." 

"That's a lie!" said the metaphysician, for the wine had gotten a little into his head. 

"Very well!—very well, sir!—very well, indeed, sir!" said his Majesty, apparently much flattered. 

"That's a lie!" repeated the restaurateur, dogmatically; "that's a—hiccup!—a lie!" 

"Well, well, have it your own way!" said the devil, pacifically, and Bon-Bon, having beaten his Majesty at argument, 

thought it his duty to conclude a second bottle of Chambertin. 

"As I was saying," resumed the visiter—"as I was observing a little while ago, there are some very outre notions in 

that book of yours Monsieur Bon-Bon. What, for instance, do you mean by all that humbug about the soul? Pray, sir, 

what is the soul?" 

"The—hiccup!—soul," replied the metaphysician, referring to his MS., "is undoubtedly—" 

"No, sir!" 

"Indubitably—" 

"No, sir!" 

"Indisputably—" 

"No, sir!" 

"Evidently—" 

"No, sir!" 
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"Incontrovertibly—" 

"No, sir!" 

"Hiccup!—" 

"No, sir!" 

"And beyond all question, a—" 

"No sir, the soul is no such thing!" (Here the philosopher, looking daggers, took occasion to make an end, upon the 

spot, of his third bottle of Chambertin.) 

"Then—hic-cup!—pray, sir—what—what is it?" 

"That is neither here nor there, Monsieur Bon-Bon," replied his Majesty, musingly. "I have tasted—that is to say, I 

have known some very bad souls, and some too—pretty good ones." Here he smacked his lips, and, having 

unconsciously let fall his hand upon the volume in his pocket, was seized with a violent fit of sneezing. 

He continued. 

"There was the soul of Cratinus—passable: Aristophanes—racy: Plato—exquisite—not your Plato, but Plato the 

comic poet; your Plato would have turned the stomach of Cerberus—faugh! Then let me see! there were Naevius, 

and Andronicus, and Plautus, and Terentius. Then there were Lucilius, and Catullus, and Naso, and Quintus Flaccus,- 

dear Quinty! as I called him when he sung a seculare for my amusement, while I toasted him, in pure good humor, on 

a fork. But they want flavor, these Romans. One fat Greek is worth a dozen of them, and besides will keep, which 

cannot be said of a Quirite.—Let us taste your Sauterne." 

Bon-Bon had by this time made up his mind to nil admirari and endeavored to hand down the bottles in question. He 

was, however, conscious of a strange sound in the room like the wagging of a tail. Of this, although extremely 

indecent in his Majesty, the philosopher took no notice:—simply kicking the dog, and requesting him to be quiet. 

The visiter continued: 

"I found that Horace tasted very much like Aristotle;—you know I am fond of variety. Terentius I could not have told 

from Menander. Naso, to my astonishment, was Nicander in disguise. Virgilius had a strong twang of Theocritus. 

Martial put me much in mind of Archilochus—and Titus Livius was positively Polybius and none other." 

"Hic-cup!" here replied Bon-Bon, and his majesty proceeded: 

"But if I have a penchant, Monsieur Bon-Bon—if I have a penchant, it is for a philosopher. Yet, let me tell you, sir, it 

is not every dev—I mean it is not every gentleman who knows how to choose a philosopher. Long ones are not 

good; and the best, if not carefully shelled, are apt to be a little rancid on account of the gall!" 

"Shelled!" 

"I mean taken out of the carcass." 

"What do you think of a—hic-cup!—physician?" 
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"Don't mention them!—ugh! ugh! ugh!" (Here his Majesty retched violently.) "I never tasted but one—that rascal 

Hippocrates!—smelt of asafoetida—ugh! ugh! ugh!—caught a wretched cold washing him in the Styx—and after all 

he gave me the cholera morbus." 

"The—hiccup—wretch!" ejaculated Bon-Bon, "the—hic-cup!—absorption of a pill-box!"—and the philosopher 

dropped a tear. 

"After all," continued the visiter, "after all, if a dev—if a gentleman wishes to live, he must have more talents than 

one or two; and with us a fat face is an evidence of diplomacy." 

"How so?" 

"Why, we are sometimes exceedingly pushed for provisions. You must know that, in a climate so sultry as mine, it is 

frequently impossible to keep a spirit alive for more than two or three hours; and after death, unless pickled 

immediately (and a pickled spirit is not good), they will—smell—you understand, eh? Putrefaction is always to be 

apprehended when the souls are consigned to us in the usual way." 

"Hiccup!—hiccup!—good God! how do you manage?" 

Here the iron lamp commenced swinging with redoubled violence, and the devil half started from his seat;—

however, with a slight sigh, he recovered his composure, merely saying to our hero in a low tone: "I tell you what, 

Pierre Bon-Bon, we must have no more swearing." 

The host swallowed another bumper, by way of denoting thorough comprehension and acquiescence, and the visiter 

continued. 

"Why, there are several ways of managing. The most of us starve: some put up with the pickle: for my part I 

purchase my spirits vivente corpore, in which case I find they keep very well." 

"But the body!—hiccup!—the body!" 

"The body, the body—well, what of the body?—oh! ah! I perceive. Why, sir, the body is not at all affected by the 

transaction. I have made innumerable purchases of the kind in my day, and the parties never experienced any 

inconvenience. There were Cain and Nimrod, and Nero, and Caligula, and Dionysius, and Pisistratus, and—and a 

thousand others, who never knew what it was to have a soul during the latter part of their lives; yet, sir, these men 

adorned society. Why possession of his faculties, mental and corporeal? Who writes a keener epigram? Who reasons 

more wittily? Who—but stay! I have his agreement in my pocket-book." 

Thus saying, he produced a red leather wallet, and took from it a number of papers. Upon some of these Bon-Bon 

caught a glimpse of the letters Machi—Maza—Robesp—with the words Caligula, George, Elizabeth. His Majesty 

selected a narrow slip of parchment, and from it read aloud the following words: 

"In consideration of certain mental endowments which it is unnecessary to specify, and in further consideration of 

one thousand louis d'or, I being aged one year and one month, do hereby make over to the bearer of this agreement 

all my right, title, and appurtenance in the shadow called my soul. (Signed) A...."* (Here His Majesty repeated a 

name which I did not feel justified in indicating more unequivocally.) 

• Quere-Arouet? 
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"A clever fellow that," resumed he; "but like you, Monsieur Bon-Bon, he was mistaken about the soul. The soul a 

shadow, truly! The soul a shadow; Ha! ha! ha!—he! he! he!—hu! hu! hu! Only think of a fricasseed shadow!" 

"Only think—hiccup!—of a fricasseed shadow!" exclaimed our hero, whose faculties were becoming much 

illuminated by the profundity of his Majesty's discourse. 

"Only think of a hiccup!—fricasseed shadow!! Now, damme!—hiccup!—humph! If I would have been such a—

hiccup!—nincompoop! My soul, Mr.—humph!" 

"Your soul, Monsieur Bon-Bon?" 

"Yes, sir—hiccup!—my soul is—" 

"What, sir?" 

"No shadow, damme!" 

"Did you mean to say—" 

"Yes, sir, my soul is—hiccup!—humph!—yes, sir." 

"Did you not intend to assert—" 

"My soul is—hiccup!—peculiarly qualified for—hiccup!—a—" 

"What, sir?" 

"Stew." 

"Ha!" 

"Soufflee." 

"Eh!" 

"Fricassee." 

"Indeed!" 

"Ragout and fricandeau—and see here, my good fellow! I'll let you have it—hiccup!—a bargain." Here the 

philosopher slapped his Majesty upon the back. 

"Couldn't think of such a thing," said the latter calmly, at the same time rising from his seat. The metaphysician 

stared. 

"Am supplied at present," said his Majesty. 

"Hiccup—e-h?" said the philosopher. 

"Have no funds on hand." 

"What?" 

"Besides, very unhandsome in me—" 
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"Sir!" 

"To take advantage of—" 

"Hiccup!" 

"Your present disgusting and ungentlemanly situation." 

Here the visiter bowed and withdrew—in what manner could not precisely be ascertained—but in a well-concerted 

effort to discharge a bottle at "the villain," the slender chain was severed that depended from the ceiling, and the 

metaphysician prostrated by the downfall of the lamp. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/bon-bon 
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Research News 

Legacy of ancient ice ages shapes how seagrasses respond to environmental threats today 

Past migration, Pleistocene ice ages still impact size and structure of modern eelgrass communities 

August 18, 2022 

 

Deep evolution casts a longer shadow than previously thought, scientists report in a paper published in Proceedings 

of the National Academy of Sciences. U.S. National Science Foundation-supported scientists looked at eelgrass 

communities — the foundation of many coastal marine food webs along the north Atlantic and Pacific coasts — and 

discovered that their ancient genetic history can play a stronger role than the present-day environment in determining 

their size, structure and who lives in them. 

That could have implications for how well eelgrasses adapt to threats like climate change. 

About a half-million years ago, when the world was warmer, some eelgrass plants made the journey from their 

homes in the Pacific to the Atlantic via the Arctic. Not all the plants were hardy enough to make the journey across 

the Arctic. For those that succeeded, a series of ice ages during the Pleistocene Epoch affected how far they could 

spread. Those millennia-old struggles left lasting signatures in their DNA. Even today, eelgrass populations in the 

Atlantic are far less genetically diverse than those in the Pacific. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/legacy-ancient-ice-ages-shapes-how-seagrasses-respond-environmental-threats-today?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-b5fdf38078a2ac6ab3ee99dd55?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.pnas.org%2Fdoi%2F10.1073%2Fpnas.2121425119&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Flegacy-ancient-ice-ages-shapes-how-seagrasses-respond-environmental-threats-today%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-b5fdf38078a2ac6ab3ee99dd55?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.pnas.org%2Fdoi%2F10.1073%2Fpnas.2121425119&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Flegacy-ancient-ice-ages-shapes-how-seagrasses-respond-environmental-threats-today%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1829922&HistoricalAwards=false
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"We already knew that there was big genetic separation between the oceans, but I don't think any of us ever dreamed 

that that would be more important than environmental conditions," said Emmett Duffy, a marine biologist at 

the Smithsonian Environmental Research Center and lead author of the report. "That was a big surprise to 

everybody." 

Eelgrass is among the most widespread shallow-water plants in the world. Its range spans from semi-tropical regions, 

such as Baja California, to Alaska and the Arctic. In addition to providing food and habitat for many undersea 

animals, eelgrass offers a plethora of services to humans. It protects coastlines from storms, soaks up carbon and can 

reduce harmful bacteria in the water. 

But in most places where it grows, eelgrass is the dominant — or only — seagrass species present. That makes its 

survival critical to the people and other animals that live there. The lower genetic diversity in the Atlantic could make 

it hard for some populations to adapt to sudden changes. 

For the new study, the team studied eelgrass communities at 50 sites in the Atlantic and Pacific. With 20 plots 

sampled per site, the team came away with data from 1,000 eelgrass plots. 

After running a series of models, the researchers discovered a host of differences between the Atlantic and Pacific 

eelgrass ecosystems — differences that closely aligned with the genetic divergence from the Pleistocene migration 

and subsequent ice ages. 

While Pacific eelgrasses often grew in "forests" that regularly surpassed 3 feet tall and sometimes reached more than 

twice that high, the Atlantic hosted more diminutive "meadows" that rarely came close to that height. The genetic 

differences also aligned with the total biomass of eelgrass. In the Atlantic, evolutionary genetics and the present-day 

environment played equally strong roles in eelgrass biomass. In the Pacific, genetics had the upper hand. 

Research areas 

Directorate for Geosciences (GEO) 

Division of Ocean Sciences (GEO/OCE) 

 

 

https://lnks.gd/l/eyJhbGciOiJIUzI1NiJ9.eyJlbWFpbCI6ImNhcmRlbmFzLnphcmRvbmlAZ21haWwuY2

9tIiwiYnVsbGV0aW5fbGlua19pZCI6IjEwMCIsInN1YnNjcmliZXJfaWQiOiI0OTYzNjMzMCIsImxpbmtfa

WQiOiIyMzMxMjI1Mzc3IiwidXJpIjoiYnAyOmRpZ2VzdCIsInVybCI6Imh0dHBzOi8vYmV0YS5uc2YuZ29

2L25ld3MvbGVnYWN5LWFuY2llbnQtaWNlLWFnZXMtc2hhcGVzLWhvdy1zZWFncmFzc2VzLXJlc3Bv

bmQtZW52aXJvbm1lbnRhbC10aHJlYXRzLXRvZGF5P3V0bV9tZWRpdW09ZW1haWwmdXRtX3NvdXJj

ZT1nb3ZkZWxpdmVyeSIsImJ1bGxldGluX2lkIjoiMjAyMjA4MTguNjI0NDYzNDEifQ.Goyl85ummYwFo

DJXSYufniNTjlxVYrmT6xf878Saomw 

  

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-b5fdf38078a2ac6ab3ee99dd55?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.eurekalert.org%2Fnews-releases%2F960161&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Flegacy-ancient-ice-ages-shapes-how-seagrasses-respond-environmental-threats-today%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/geo
https://beta.nsf.gov/geo/oce
https://lnks.gd/l/eyJhbGciOiJIUzI1NiJ9.eyJlbWFpbCI6ImNhcmRlbmFzLnphcmRvbmlAZ21haWwuY29tIiwiYnVsbGV0aW5fbGlua19pZCI6IjEwMCIsInN1YnNjcmliZXJfaWQiOiI0OTYzNjMzMCIsImxpbmtfaWQiOiIyMzMxMjI1Mzc3IiwidXJpIjoiYnAyOmRpZ2VzdCIsInVybCI6Imh0dHBzOi8vYmV0YS5uc2YuZ292L25ld3MvbGVnYWN5LWFuY2llbnQtaWNlLWFnZXMtc2hhcGVzLWhvdy1zZWFncmFzc2VzLXJlc3BvbmQtZW52aXJvbm1lbnRhbC10aHJlYXRzLXRvZGF5P3V0bV9tZWRpdW09ZW1haWwmdXRtX3NvdXJjZT1nb3ZkZWxpdmVyeSIsImJ1bGxldGluX2lkIjoiMjAyMjA4MTguNjI0NDYzNDEifQ.Goyl85ummYwFoDJXSYufniNTjlxVYrmT6xf878Saomw
https://lnks.gd/l/eyJhbGciOiJIUzI1NiJ9.eyJlbWFpbCI6ImNhcmRlbmFzLnphcmRvbmlAZ21haWwuY29tIiwiYnVsbGV0aW5fbGlua19pZCI6IjEwMCIsInN1YnNjcmliZXJfaWQiOiI0OTYzNjMzMCIsImxpbmtfaWQiOiIyMzMxMjI1Mzc3IiwidXJpIjoiYnAyOmRpZ2VzdCIsInVybCI6Imh0dHBzOi8vYmV0YS5uc2YuZ292L25ld3MvbGVnYWN5LWFuY2llbnQtaWNlLWFnZXMtc2hhcGVzLWhvdy1zZWFncmFzc2VzLXJlc3BvbmQtZW52aXJvbm1lbnRhbC10aHJlYXRzLXRvZGF5P3V0bV9tZWRpdW09ZW1haWwmdXRtX3NvdXJjZT1nb3ZkZWxpdmVyeSIsImJ1bGxldGluX2lkIjoiMjAyMjA4MTguNjI0NDYzNDEifQ.Goyl85ummYwFoDJXSYufniNTjlxVYrmT6xf878Saomw
https://lnks.gd/l/eyJhbGciOiJIUzI1NiJ9.eyJlbWFpbCI6ImNhcmRlbmFzLnphcmRvbmlAZ21haWwuY29tIiwiYnVsbGV0aW5fbGlua19pZCI6IjEwMCIsInN1YnNjcmliZXJfaWQiOiI0OTYzNjMzMCIsImxpbmtfaWQiOiIyMzMxMjI1Mzc3IiwidXJpIjoiYnAyOmRpZ2VzdCIsInVybCI6Imh0dHBzOi8vYmV0YS5uc2YuZ292L25ld3MvbGVnYWN5LWFuY2llbnQtaWNlLWFnZXMtc2hhcGVzLWhvdy1zZWFncmFzc2VzLXJlc3BvbmQtZW52aXJvbm1lbnRhbC10aHJlYXRzLXRvZGF5P3V0bV9tZWRpdW09ZW1haWwmdXRtX3NvdXJjZT1nb3ZkZWxpdmVyeSIsImJ1bGxldGluX2lkIjoiMjAyMjA4MTguNjI0NDYzNDEifQ.Goyl85ummYwFoDJXSYufniNTjlxVYrmT6xf878Saomw
https://lnks.gd/l/eyJhbGciOiJIUzI1NiJ9.eyJlbWFpbCI6ImNhcmRlbmFzLnphcmRvbmlAZ21haWwuY29tIiwiYnVsbGV0aW5fbGlua19pZCI6IjEwMCIsInN1YnNjcmliZXJfaWQiOiI0OTYzNjMzMCIsImxpbmtfaWQiOiIyMzMxMjI1Mzc3IiwidXJpIjoiYnAyOmRpZ2VzdCIsInVybCI6Imh0dHBzOi8vYmV0YS5uc2YuZ292L25ld3MvbGVnYWN5LWFuY2llbnQtaWNlLWFnZXMtc2hhcGVzLWhvdy1zZWFncmFzc2VzLXJlc3BvbmQtZW52aXJvbm1lbnRhbC10aHJlYXRzLXRvZGF5P3V0bV9tZWRpdW09ZW1haWwmdXRtX3NvdXJjZT1nb3ZkZWxpdmVyeSIsImJ1bGxldGluX2lkIjoiMjAyMjA4MTguNjI0NDYzNDEifQ.Goyl85ummYwFoDJXSYufniNTjlxVYrmT6xf878Saomw
https://lnks.gd/l/eyJhbGciOiJIUzI1NiJ9.eyJlbWFpbCI6ImNhcmRlbmFzLnphcmRvbmlAZ21haWwuY29tIiwiYnVsbGV0aW5fbGlua19pZCI6IjEwMCIsInN1YnNjcmliZXJfaWQiOiI0OTYzNjMzMCIsImxpbmtfaWQiOiIyMzMxMjI1Mzc3IiwidXJpIjoiYnAyOmRpZ2VzdCIsInVybCI6Imh0dHBzOi8vYmV0YS5uc2YuZ292L25ld3MvbGVnYWN5LWFuY2llbnQtaWNlLWFnZXMtc2hhcGVzLWhvdy1zZWFncmFzc2VzLXJlc3BvbmQtZW52aXJvbm1lbnRhbC10aHJlYXRzLXRvZGF5P3V0bV9tZWRpdW09ZW1haWwmdXRtX3NvdXJjZT1nb3ZkZWxpdmVyeSIsImJ1bGxldGluX2lkIjoiMjAyMjA4MTguNjI0NDYzNDEifQ.Goyl85ummYwFoDJXSYufniNTjlxVYrmT6xf878Saomw
https://lnks.gd/l/eyJhbGciOiJIUzI1NiJ9.eyJlbWFpbCI6ImNhcmRlbmFzLnphcmRvbmlAZ21haWwuY29tIiwiYnVsbGV0aW5fbGlua19pZCI6IjEwMCIsInN1YnNjcmliZXJfaWQiOiI0OTYzNjMzMCIsImxpbmtfaWQiOiIyMzMxMjI1Mzc3IiwidXJpIjoiYnAyOmRpZ2VzdCIsInVybCI6Imh0dHBzOi8vYmV0YS5uc2YuZ292L25ld3MvbGVnYWN5LWFuY2llbnQtaWNlLWFnZXMtc2hhcGVzLWhvdy1zZWFncmFzc2VzLXJlc3BvbmQtZW52aXJvbm1lbnRhbC10aHJlYXRzLXRvZGF5P3V0bV9tZWRpdW09ZW1haWwmdXRtX3NvdXJjZT1nb3ZkZWxpdmVyeSIsImJ1bGxldGluX2lkIjoiMjAyMjA4MTguNjI0NDYzNDEifQ.Goyl85ummYwFoDJXSYufniNTjlxVYrmT6xf878Saomw
https://lnks.gd/l/eyJhbGciOiJIUzI1NiJ9.eyJlbWFpbCI6ImNhcmRlbmFzLnphcmRvbmlAZ21haWwuY29tIiwiYnVsbGV0aW5fbGlua19pZCI6IjEwMCIsInN1YnNjcmliZXJfaWQiOiI0OTYzNjMzMCIsImxpbmtfaWQiOiIyMzMxMjI1Mzc3IiwidXJpIjoiYnAyOmRpZ2VzdCIsInVybCI6Imh0dHBzOi8vYmV0YS5uc2YuZ292L25ld3MvbGVnYWN5LWFuY2llbnQtaWNlLWFnZXMtc2hhcGVzLWhvdy1zZWFncmFzc2VzLXJlc3BvbmQtZW52aXJvbm1lbnRhbC10aHJlYXRzLXRvZGF5P3V0bV9tZWRpdW09ZW1haWwmdXRtX3NvdXJjZT1nb3ZkZWxpdmVyeSIsImJ1bGxldGluX2lkIjoiMjAyMjA4MTguNjI0NDYzNDEifQ.Goyl85ummYwFoDJXSYufniNTjlxVYrmT6xf878Saomw
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Lesson, by Bill Knott 

 

 

 

 

Our love has chosen its appropriate gesture 

Which when viewed in the midst of all the gestures 

It didn’t choose seems almost insignificant. 

 

The gesture our love has chosen is appropriate 

We both agree not that we have any choice but 

Amidst all those others does seem insignificant. 

 

Is it incumbent on us thus to therefore obliterate 

All of the gestures except this insignificant one 

Chosen by our love for its own no doubt reasons. 

 

It is up to us to obliterate all other gestures 

Though they cluster round thick as presentations 

Of war and sacrifice in a grade school classroom. 

 

Use of our love’s chosen gesture for the obliteration 

Of all those foreign gestures is forbidden however 

We must find something else to erase them with. 

 

Our love has chosen its appropriate gesture 

Which when viewed in the absence of all other gestures 

Seems to spell the opposite of insignificant. 

  

From issue no. 85 (Fall 1982) 

 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=9d4226be1a&e=d538c8f2e0
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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=a774ba13fc&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=5bcd60ae7c&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a774ba13fc&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a774ba13fc&e=d538c8f2e0
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How to Bear Your Suffering: The Young Poet Anne Reeve Aldrich’s Extraordinary Letter to Emily 

Dickinson 

“It is only through the gates of suffering, either mental or physical, that we can pass into that 

tender sympathy with the griefs of all of mankind which it ought to be the ideal of every soul to 

attain.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“What happened could have happened to anyone, but not everyone could have carried on,” 

Marcus Aurelius wrote in his Stoic strategy for turning suffering into strength. 

Two millennia later, the young poet Anne Reeve Aldrich (April 25, 1866–June 28, 1892) attested to 

this insight with her life, short and soaring, spent writing soulful poems she considered “chiefly in 

a minor key” — the lyric epitome of “the bittersweet.” 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/09/19/marcus-aurelius-luck/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/05/susan-cain-bittersweet/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0469892145/braipick-20
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Anne’s father died when she was eight. Immersed in music and art, with a gift for mathematics, 

she was only fifteen when she submitted her first poem to a magazine. With the notice of 

rejection came a friendly note of encouragement and praise from the editor, who eventually 

published a poem of hers two years later. Soon, her poems were populating prominent magazines, 

and newspapers frequently quoted verses from them. 

But midway through her twenties, the impartial hand of chance dealt her a rapidly debilitating 

illness. She lived through it with fierce devotion to life. Like Beethoven, who vowed to “take fate 

by the throat” when chance dealt him his own hand of suffering, Aldrich went on composing 

poems at a feverish pace until the very end, even as she grew too weak to write by hand. She 

dictated her last poem, “Death at Daybreak,” and died just before dawn on June 18, 1892 — a 

season after Whitman. She was twenty-six. 

 

Anne Reeve Aldrich 

Her final poetry collection, aptly titled Songs about Love, Life, and Death (public library | public 

domain), was posthumously published by summer’s end. The Springfield Republican — the first 

paper to print Emily Dickinson’s poetry in her lifetime — lauded Aldrich as one of “the few who 

nearest share the moods of Sappho and her talents.” Seven years after her death, a major 

newspaper was still celebrating her “brief poems of unusual merit,” reprinting from them these 

“especially pregnant lines” — lines of abiding insight into how often we are the architects of our 

own suffering, a knowledge we carry with an uneasy awareness that only unmasons us more: 

I made the cross myself, whose weight 

Was later laid on me. 

This thought adds anguish as I toil 

Up life’s steep Calvary. 

She understood that personal suffering — pain on the scale of our individual lives — is the 

grandest portal to sympathy with universal life; she understood that “we bear a common pain” — 

the elemental pain that is the price of being alive, pain often invisible and always ineffable, except 

perhaps through art. She articulated this understanding with uncommon sympathy and splendor 

of sentiment in an 1890 letter she mailed to Emily Dickinson — herself a patron saint of 

suffering — postmarked almost four years after the poet’s death. 

A year after the publication of her debut collection, The Rose of Flame, and Other Poems of 

Love (public library | public domain), the twenty-four-year-old Aldrich writes to the fifty-year-old 

Dickinson, whose own immense body of work never appeared as a book in her lifetime: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/19/beethoven-take-fate-by-the-throat/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/19/beethoven-take-fate-by-the-throat/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0469892145/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/songs-about-life-love-and-death/oclc/30307042&referer=brief_results
https://archive.org/details/songsaboutlife00aldrrich/page/n27/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/songsaboutlife00aldrrich/page/n27/mode/2up
https://poets.org/poem/rose-song?mc_cid=9e3c745d88&mc_eid=8030148e89
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/05/28/emily-dickinson-grief/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/05/28/emily-dickinson-grief/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B01JM1QDPS/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B01JM1QDPS/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/rose-of-flame-and-other-poems-of-love-second-edition-with-added-poems/oclc/776250425&referer=brief_results
https://archive.org/details/roseofflameother01aldr
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A life of patient suffering, such as I am sure yours must be, dear Miss Dickinson is a better poem in 

itself than we can any of us write, and I believe it is only through the gates of suffering, either 

mental or physical, that we can pass into that tender sympathy with the griefs of all of mankind 

which it ought to be the ideal of every soul to attain. 

Art by Virginia Frances Sterrett, who died barely out of her twenties. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/27/virginia-frances-sterrett-old-french-fairy-tales/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-virginia-frances-sterrett-from-old-french-fairy-tales-19206508378_print?curator=brainpicker
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Those who read Anne Reeve Aldrich’s melancholy poetry speculated that she must be “an invalid” 

or “a sufferer,” but those who knew her knew a sunny-spirited young woman with a sense of 

humor and an exceptionally hopeful nature. Upon the posthumous publication of her final poems, 

she was compared to Elizabeth Barrett Browning — herself an emissary of radiance through 

inordinate suffering, who saw felicitous perseverance as a moral obligation. “Since Mrs. Browning 

has died, no sweeter spirit has breathed its life into verse than that of Anne Reeve Aldrich,” 

declared The Atlanta Constitution, noting how difficult it must be to die at the peak of one’s 

powers and prophesying that her poems would go on to “have a life of their own.” In them, she 

exalted not suffering itself but the full surrender to suffering, which triumph over it requires: 

I love to feel a bitter throe 

Rise to its fullest height, 

Then watch a conquering anodyne 

Softly assert its might. 

Complement with Simone Weil on how to make use of our suffering, Ursula K. Le Guin on getting 

to the other side of pain, and Sophie Scholl, who was even younger than Aldrich when she died for 

her values, on suffering, strength, and the deepest wellspring of courage, then revisit Dostoyevsky, 

just after his death sentence was repealed moments before his execution, on what makes life 

worth living. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/08/11/anne-reeve-aldrich-emily-

dickinson/?mc_cid=c2b6de5666&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/03/05/elizabeth-barrett-browning-happiness/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/05/12/simone-weil-pain/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/29/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-suffering/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/29/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-suffering/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/04/28/conscience-in-revolt-sophie-scholl/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/12/05/dostoyevsky-execution-life/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/12/05/dostoyevsky-execution-life/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/08/11/anne-reeve-aldrich-emily-dickinson/?mc_cid=c2b6de5666&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/08/11/anne-reeve-aldrich-emily-dickinson/?mc_cid=c2b6de5666&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Mechanochemical breakthrough unlocks cheap, safe, powdered hydrogen 

By Loz Blain 

 

Deakin researchers have described a novel mechanochemical process that can store gases safely in 

powders, using very little energy, in a repeatable process 

Australian scientists say they've made a "eureka moment" breakthrough in gas separation and 

storage that could radically reduce energy use in the petrochemical industry, while making 

hydrogen much easier and safer to store and transport in a powder. 

Nanotechnology researchers, based at Deakin University's Institute for Frontier Materials, claim to 

have found a super-efficient way to mechanochemically trap and hold gases in powders, with 

potentially enormous and wide-ranging industrial implications. 

 

 

https://newatlas.com/author/loz-blain/
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Mechanochemistry is a relatively recently coined term, referring to chemical reactions that are 

triggered by mechanical forces as opposed to heat, light, or electric potential differences. In this 

case, the mechanical force is supplied by ball milling – a low-energy grinding process in which a 

cylinder containing steel balls is rotated such that the balls roll up the side, then drop back down 

again, crushing and rolling over the material inside. 

The team has demonstrated that grinding certain amounts of certain powders with precise 

pressure levels of certain gases can trigger a mechanochemical reaction that absorbs the gas into 

the powder and stores it there, giving you what's essentially a solid-state storage medium that can 

hold the gases safely at room temperature until they're needed. The gases can be released as 

required, by heating the powder up to a certain point. 

 

Mechanochemical separation of gases using ball milling 

Deakin University 

The process is repeatable, and Professor Ian Chen, co-author on the new study published in the 

journal Materials Today, tells us via phone that the boron nitride powder used in the first 

experiments only loses "about a couple of percent" of its absorption capability each storage and 

release cycle. "Boron nitride is very stable," he tells us, "and graphene too. We're looking at a 

restoration treatment that can clean the powders and restore their absorption levels, but we need 

to prove that it'll work." 

A revolutionary overhaul of the massive gas separation industry 

The results are absolutely remarkable from a numbers standpoint. This process, for example, 

could separate hydrocarbon gases out from crude oil using less than 10% of the energy that's 

needed today. "Currently, the petrol industry uses a cryogenic process," says Chen. "Several gases 

come up together, so to purify and separate them, they cool everything down to a liquid state at 

very low temperature, and then heat it all together. Different gases evaporate at different 

temperatures, and that's how they separate them out." 

Cryogenics, of course, is a highly energy-intensive process, and the Deakin team found that its ball 

milling process could be tuned to separate out gases just as effectively using far less energy. 

Different gases, they found, are absorbed at different milling intensities, gas pressures and time 

periods. Once the first gas is absorbed into the powder, it can be removed, and the process can be 

re-run with a different set of parameters to trap and store the next gas. Likewise, some gases are 

https://www.sciencedirect.com/topics/chemistry/ball-milling
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released from the powders at higher temperatures than others, offering a second way to separate 

gases if they're stored together. 

In the team's experiments, they managed to separate out a combination of alkyne, olefin and 

paraffin gases using boron nitride powder. The process takes a while – some gases were fully 

absorbed after two hours, others were still only partially soaked up after 20 hours. But Chen says 

this should just be a matter of fine-tuning: "We're continuing to work on different gases, using 

different materials. We hope to have another paper published soon, and we also expect to work 

with industry on some real practical applications." 

 

Deakin nanotechnology researchers Dr Srikanth Mateti (left) and Professor Ian Chen say their 

mechanochemical gas separation and storage breakthrough could have huge implications across 

many industries 

Deakin University 

Even if it takes a while, the cost savings – and energy savings, and emissions savings – make an 

extraordinary case for widespread adoption. "The energy consumed by a 20-hour milling process is 

US$0.32," reads the paper. "The ball-milling gas adsorption process is estimated to consume 76.8 

KJ/s to separate 1,000 liters (220 gal) of olefin/paraffin mixture, which is two orders less than that 

of the cryogenic distillation process." 

Even when you take into account the energy needed to heat the powder up to several hundred 

degrees and release the gas, the process is hugely efficient. And cryogenic distillation is a vital and 

extremely energy-hungry process – according to one 2016 study published in Nature, cryo-

dsitillative separation of just the olefins propene and ethene, which are required for plastics, 

consumes about as much energy globally as all of Singapore – 0.3% of the entire world's energy 

consumption. Distillation as a whole is responsible for a massive 10-15% of global energy use. So 

there's an opportunity here for this technology to make an enormous contribution globally. 

Solid-state hydrogen storage: Another area of enormous potential 

The gas separation use case would be a pretty huge advance all by itself, but by storing gas 

securely in powders, the team believes it's also unlocked a compelling way to store and transport 

hydrogen, which could play a key role in the coming clean energy transition. 

Currently, pure hydrogen is either stored as a gas, or as a cryogenic liquid. The gaseous form must 

be stored at around 700 times the normal atmospheric pressure at sea level, or more than 10,100 

psi, which means there's a considerable energy input to compress it, and it requires storage tanks 

https://www.nature.com/articles/532435a
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capable of handling large pressure loads safely. The liquid form must be cooled to below the 

boiling point of hydrogen at atmospheric pressure: just 20.28 K (−252.87 °C, −423.17 °F), and it 

needs to be kept cold and sometimes pressurized for as long as you store it. This takes even more 

energy. 

 

Storing compressed hydrogen gas in cylinders is energy-intensive, and requires heavy equipment 

Depositphotos 

"The scientific community has been trying to find a suitable sponge-type material that can store 

large amounts of hydrogen for at least half a century," says Chen. "The technique we recently 

reported is for paraffin, but we can store much more hydrogen. It doesn't require a lot of energy, 

and it's safe; under normal conditions it's quite stable, and the hydrogen won't be released unless 

it's heated to a couple of hundred degrees. So there's a real hope for this to become a practical 

solid-state storage technology – not just for hydrogen, but for ammonia and other fuel gases." 

While heating the powder up to several hundred degrees sounds like an energy-intensive process, 

Chen says the round trip from gas to powder and back to gas uses far less energy than even just 

compressed gas. 

"It's difficult to give exact figures," he says, "because we're currently only conducting small-scale 

experiments compared with the gas separation study. But we believe it uses maybe one third, or 

even one quarter of the energy it takes to compress hydrogen gas. And that can be improved at 

larger scales or by optimizing the grinding conditions and materials. We're working on reducing 

the energy required to release the gas – and the more gas you're storing, the less energy is 

required to release it. But there's still a lot of work to do." 

With hydrogen safely stored in the powder, it can be moved around and warehoused extremely 

easily and safely – this could be a very compelling way to move bulk quantities of hydrogen for 

export or distribution, since it's both cheaper and easier to handle than gas or liquid, and the 

equipment needed to release the gas for use at the other end will be pretty simple. 

Chen says the powder could also have potential as a direct fuel for cars and trucks. "It can also 

have advantages in mobile applications," he says, "which is currently the most challenging issue in 

the hydrogen energy community. But if you want to do this in a vehicle, we have to think about a 

suitable tank or container, how to release it at a controlled rate and speed, what the fueling 

process will look like ... it'll require more further work." 

https://depositphotos.com/
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How does it fare in terms of density by volume and weight? Chen tells us the powder can store a 

hydrogen weight percentage of around 6.5%. "Every one gram of material will store about 0.065 

grams of hydrogen," he says. "That's already above the 5% target set by the US Department of 

Energy. And in terms of volume, for every one gram of powder, we wish to store around 50 liters 

(13.2 gal) of hydrogen in there." 

Indeed, should the team prove these numbers, they'd represent an instant doubling of the best 

current solid-state hydrogen storage mass fractions, which, according to Air Liquide, can only 

manage 2-3%. 

 

Lead researcher Dr Srikanth Mateti (left) and Professor Ian Chen with the steel balls used in the 

milling process  

Deakin University 

It's complex to compare these weight and volume densities against gaseous or liquid hydrogen 

though – a lot of factors come into the equation. Fifty liters (11 gal) per gram sounds like a massive 

amount, for example, but at atmospheric pressures, hydrogen is 467 times less dense than it is 

when compressed to 700 bar in a tank. So each gram of powder is really going to store about the 

same amount of hydrogen as 0.11 liters (3.62 fl. oz) of compressed H2 gas. 

Likewise 6.5% sounds like a very small weight fraction – for every kilogram of hydrogen you're 

carrying, you also need to lug 14.4 kilograms of boron nitride around. That would have to be a 

killer for any weight-sensitive use case, right? Not quite – as ZeroAvia's Val Miftakhov once told us, 

current compressed hydrogen tanks are much heavier than the fuel they're carrying too, so you're 

still carrying at least 9 kg of tank for every 1 kg of hydrogen within. So while the powder would still 

need its own container and heat-release system added to its system weight, it might not be that 

far out of the ballpark. 

It certainly doesn't look like a solution for aviation, particularly considering the ultra-lightweight 

GTL cryogenic liquid tanks we looked at in April, which are claimed to boost the mass fraction of 

hydrogen up over 50% even with all ancillary equipment factored in, allowing hydrogen-fueled 

airliners to fly four times as far as current jet-fuel planes, for half the fuel cost. 

But aviation is a particularly weight-sensitive transport class. Powder-sequestered hydrogen might 

prove so cheap, convenient and easy to handle that it becomes a no-brainer in long-haul trucking, 

for example. "We really want to collaborate with some truck companies," says Chen, "because our 

https://energies.airliquide.com/resources-planet-hydrogen/how-hydrogen-stored#:~:text=So%2C%20at%20700%20bar%2C%20which,in%20a%20125%2Dliter%20tank.
https://newatlas.com/aircraft/interview-zeroavia-val-miftakhov-hydrogen-aviation/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/aircraft/hypoint-gtl-lightweight-liquid-hydrogen-tank/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
https://newatlas.com/aircraft/hypoint-gtl-lightweight-liquid-hydrogen-tank/?itm_source=newatlas&itm_medium=article-body
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storage is way above the current best results. We want to work with them to see what challenges 

there might be to make this technology useful in vehicles. On this, we need industry support." 

Boron nitride is easily available in industrial quantities, and relatively cheap, but Chen says the 

technique should work with other materials as well. "We're not limited to boron nitride," he says, 

"we're just using it as an example. You could also use graphene, to take another example, and 

we're continuing to investigate other materials." 

Clearly, this advance has some potentially enormous implications, which could contribute greatly 

to energy use reduction, emissions reduction, the green energy transition and even reducing fuel 

and chemical prices. The team has submitted provisional patent applications, and we look forward 

to learning what's possible as the method is refined and tailored to useful applications. 

The research is published in the journal Materials Today. 

Source: Deakin University 
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