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The Dandelion and the Meaning of Life: G.K. Chesterton on How to Dig for the “Submerged Sunrise of 

Wonder” 

Recovering 

the “forgotten blaze or burst of astonishment at our own existence” alive in the back of our modernity-

deadened minds. 

B Y M ARIA POPOVA  

 
There is a myth we live with, the myth of finding the meaning of life — as if meaning were an undiscovered 

law of physics. But unlike the laws of physics — which predate us and will postdate us and made us — 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586170716/braipick-20
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meaning only exists in this brief interlude of consciousness between chaos and chaos, the interlude we call 

life. When you die — when these organized atoms that shimmer with fascination and feeling — disband into 

disorder to become unfeeling stardust once more, everything that filled your particular mind and its rosary of 

days with meaning will be gone too. From its particular vantage point, there will be no more meaning, for the 

point itself will have dissolved — there will only be other humans left, making meaning of their own lives, 

including any meaning they might make of the residue of yours. 

These are the thoughts coursing through this temporary constellation of consciousness as I pause at the lush 

mid-June dandelion at the foot of the hill on my morning run — the dandelion, now a fiesta of green where a 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/10/alan-lightman-death/
https://society6.com/product/nebular7042035_print?curator=brainpicker
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season ago the small sun of its bloom had been, then the ethereal orb of its seeds, now long dispersed; the 

dandelion, existing for no better reason than do I, than do you — and no worse — by the same laws of 

physics beyond meaning: these clauses of exquisite precision punctuated by chance. 

Nebular by Maria Popova. (Available as a print, benefitting The Nature Conservancy) 

And yet, somehow, against the staggering cosmic odds otherwise, we get to experience this sky, these trees, 

these colors, these loves we live. The recognition of this unbidden miracle of chance is the fundamental 

matter of meaning — the great awakening from the myth. 

How to awaken to this miraculousness and begin to make meaning is, of course, the great creative challenge 

of life.  

 

https://society6.com/product/nebular7042035_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/07/25/richard-dawkins-death/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642772_print?curator=brainpicker


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

6 

All of this — the dandelion, the insistence on wonder as the sieve for meaning — reminded me of a some 

passages by G.K. Chesterton (May 29, 1874–June 14, 1936) — philosopher, impassioned early eugenics 

opponent, prolific author of several dozen books, several hundred poems and short stories, and several 

thousand essays — from The Autobiography of G.K. Chesterton (public library). 

 

G.K. Chesterton at seventeen 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1586170716/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/autobiography-of-gk-chesterton/oclc/67299265&referer=brief_results
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A century after Baudelaire observed that “genius is nothing more nor less than childhood recovered at 

will,” and a generation before Dylan Thomas insisted that “children in wonder watching the stars, is the aim 

and the end,” Chesterton looks back on his early life and how it fomented the animating ethos of his later life 

as a literary artist and thinker: 

What was wonderful about childhood is that anything in it was a wonder. It was not merely a world full of 

miracles; it was a miraculous world. 

With an eye to the absurdity of pessimism as a life-orientation, given the astonishing good luck of existing at 

all in a universe where the probability is overwhelmingly against it, he adds: 

No man* knows how much he is an optimist, even when he calls himself a pessimist, because he has not 

really measured the depths of his debt to whatever created him and enabled him to call himself anything. At 

the back of our brains… [there is] a forgotten blaze or burst of astonishment at our own existence. The object 

of the artistic and spiritual life [is] to dig for this submerged sunrise of wonder; so that a man sitting in a chair 

might suddenly understand that he [is] actually alive, and be happy. 

Once Chesterton found the art through which to channel this blaze of astonishment, he found his writing “full 

of a new and fiery resolution to write against the Decadents and the Pessimists who ruled the culture of the 

age.” He reflects: 

The primary problem for me, certainly in order of time and largely in order of logic… was the problem of 

how men could be made to realise the wonder and splendour of being alive, in environments which their own 

daily criticism treated as dead-alive, and which their imagination had left for dead. 

Art by Dorothy Lathrop, 1922. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

And so we get to the dandelion: 

I had from the first an almost violently vivid sense of those two dangers; the sense that the experience must 

not be spoilt by presumption or despair… I asked through what incarnations or prenatal purgatories I must 

have passed, to earn the reward of looking at a dandelion… [or a] sunflower or the sun… But there is a way 

of despising the dandelion which is not that of the dreary pessimist, but of the more offensive optimist. It can 

be done in various ways; one of which is saying, “You can get much better dandelions at Selfridge’s,” or 

“You can get much cheaper dandelions at Woolworth’s.” Another way is to observe with a casual drawl, “Of 

course nobody but Gamboli in Vienna really understands dandelions,” or saying that nobody would put up 

with the old-fashioned dandelion since the super-dandelion has been grown in the Frankfurt Palm Garden; or 

merely sneering at the stinginess of providing dandelions, when all the best hostesses give you an orchid for 

your buttonhole and a bouquet of rare exotics to take away with you. These are all methods of undervaluing 

the thing by comparison; for it is not familiarity but comparison that breeds contempt. And all such captious 

comparisons are ultimately based on the strange and staggering heresy that a human being has a right to 

dandelions; that in some extraordinary fashion we can demand the very pick of all the dandelions in the 

garden of Paradise; that we owe no thanks for them at all and need feel no wonder at them at all; and above all 

no wonder at being thought worthy to receive them. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/09/14/baudelaire-genius-childhood/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/09/14/baudelaire-genius-childhood/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/10/27/dylan-thomas-being-but-men/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/10/27/dylan-thomas-being-but-men/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/09/dorothy-lathrop-down-adown-derry/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642772_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642772_cards?curator=brainpicker
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https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
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Dandelion by Jackie Morris from The Lost Spells by Robert Macfarlane — a spell against the erasure of 

wonder from this world 

Find some kindred thought in this epochs-wide meditation on the flower and the meaning of life, starring 

Emily Dickinson, Michael Pollan, and the Little Prince, then revisit Roar Like a Dandelion — poet Ruth 

Krauss’s lost serenade to wonder, found and turned into a modern picture-book by artist Sergio Ruzzier. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/12/g-k-chesterton-

dandelion/?mc_cid=f4c959f56b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662   

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/06/17/the-lost-words-macfarlane-morris/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/20/michael-pollan-flowers-botany-of-desire/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/30/roar-like-a-dandelion-ruth-krauss-sergion-ruzzier/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/12/g-k-chesterton-dandelion/?mc_cid=f4c959f56b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/12/g-k-chesterton-dandelion/?mc_cid=f4c959f56b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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A Descent Into the Maelstrom 

by Edgar Allan Poe

 

Illustration for Edgar Allan Poe's story Descent into the Maelstrom by Harry Clarke (1889-1931), published 

in 1919. It is an exemplar work in the genre of Dark Romanticism 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
https://americanliterature.com/dark-romanticism-study-guide
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The ways of God in Nature, as in Providence, are not as our ways ; nor are the models that we frame any way 

commensurate to the vastness, profundity, and unsearchableness of His works, which have a depth in them 

greater than the well of Democritus. 

Joseph Glanville. 

WE had now reached the summit of the loftiest crag. For some minutes the old man seemed too much 

exhausted to speak. 

"Not long ago," said he at length, "and I could have guided you on this route as well as the youngest of my 

sons ; but, about three years past, there happened to me an event such as never happened to mortal man - or at 

least such as no man ever survived to tell of - and the six hours of deadly terror which I then endured have 

broken me up body and soul. You suppose me a very old man - but I am not. It took less than a single day to 

change these hairs from a jetty black to white, to weaken my limbs, and to unstring my nerves, so that I 

tremble at the least exertion, and am frightened at a shadow. Do you know I can scarcely look over this little 

cliff without getting giddy ?" 

The "little cliff," upon whose edge he had so carelessly thrown himself down to rest that the weightier portion 

of his body hung over it, while he was only kept from falling by the tenure of his elbow on its extreme and 

slippery edge - this "little cliff" arose, a sheer unobstructed precipice of black shining rock, some fifteen or 

sixteen hundred feet from the world of crags beneath us. Nothing would have tempted me to within half a 

dozen yards of its brink. In truth so deeply was I excited by the perilous position of my companion, that I fell 

at full length upon the ground, clung to the shrubs around me, and dared not even glance upward at the sky - 

while I struggled in vain to divest myself of the idea that the very foundations of the mountain were in danger 

from the fury of the winds. It was long before I could reason myself into sufficient courage to sit up and look 

out into the distance. 

"You must get over these fancies," said the guide, "for I have brought you here that you might have the best 

possible view of the scene of that event I mentioned - and to tell you the whole story with the spot just under 

your eye." 

"We are now," he continued, in that particularizing manner which distinguished him - "we are now close upon 

the Norwegian coast - in the sixty-eighth degree of latitude - in the great province of Nordland - and in the 

dreary district of Lofoden. The mountain upon whose top we sit is Helseggen, the Cloudy. Now raise yourself 

up a little higher - hold on to the grass if you feel giddy - so - and look out, beyond the belt of vapor beneath 

us, into the sea." 

I looked dizzily, and beheld a wide expanse of ocean, whose waters wore so inky a hue as to bring at once to 

my mind the Nubian geographer's account of the Mare Tenebrarum . A panorama more deplorably desolate 

no human imagination can conceive. To the right and left, as far as the eye could reach, there lay outstretched, 

like ramparts of the world, lines of horridly black and beetling cliff, whose character of gloom was but the 

more forcibly illustrated by the surf which reared high up against its white and ghastly crest, howling and 

shrieking forever. Just opposite the promontory upon whose apex we were placed, and at a distance of some 

five or six miles out at sea, there was visible a small, bleak-looking island ; or, more properly, its position was 

discernible through the wilderness of surge in which it was enveloped. About two miles nearer the land, arose 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

12 

another of smaller size, hideously craggy and barren, and encompassed at various intervals by a cluster of 

dark rocks. 

The appearance of the ocean, in the space between the more distant island and the shore, had something very 

unusual about it. Although, at the time, so strong a gale was blowing landward that a brig in the remote offing 

lay to under a double-reefed trysail, and constantly plunged her whole hull out of sight, still there was here 

nothing like a regular swell, but only a short, quick, angry cross dashing of water in every direction - as well 

in the teeth of the wind as otherwise. Of foam there was little except in the immediate vicinity of the rocks. 

"The island in the distance," resumed the old man, "is called by the Norwegians Vurrgh. The one midway is 

Moskoe. That a mile to the northward is Ambaaren. Yonder are Islesen, Hotholm, Keildhelm, Suarven, and 

Buckholm. Farther off - between Moskoe and Vurrgh - are Otterholm, Flimen, Sandflesen, and Stockholm. 

These are the true names of the places - but why it has been thought necessary to name them at all, is more 

than either you or I can understand. Do you hear anything ? Do you see any change in the water ?" 

We had now been about ten minutes upon the top of Helseggen, to which we had ascended from the interior 

of Lofoden, so that we had caught no glimpse of the sea until it had burst upon us from the summit. As the old 

man spoke, I became aware of a loud and gradually increasing sound, like the moaning of a vast herd of 

buffaloes upon an American prairie; and at the same moment I perceived that what seamen term the chopping 

character of the ocean beneath us, was rapidly changing into a current which set to the eastward. Even while I 

gazed, this current acquired a monstrous velocity. Each moment added to its speed - to its headlong 

impetuosity. In five minutes the whole sea, as far as Vurrgh, was lashed into ungovernable fury ; but it was 

between Moskoe and the coast that the main uproar held its sway. Here the vast bed of the waters, seamed and 

scarred into a thousand conflicting channels, burst suddenly into phrensied convulsion - heaving, boiling, 

hissing - gyrating in gigantic and innumerable vortices, and all whirling and plunging on to the eastward with 

a rapidity which water never elsewhere assumes except in precipitous descents. 

In a few minutes more, there came over the scene another radical alteration. The general surface grew 

somewhat more smooth, and the whirlpools, one by one, disappeared, while prodigious streaks of foam 

became apparent where none had been seen before. These streaks, at length, spreading out to a great distance, 

and entering into combination, took unto themselves the gyratory motion of the subsided vortices, and seemed 

to form the germ of another more vast. Suddenly - very suddenly - this assumed a distinct and definite 

existence, in a circle of more than a mile in diameter. The edge of the whirl was represented by a broad belt of 

gleaming spray ; but no particle of this slipped into the mouth of the terrific funnel, whose interior, as far as 

the eye could fathom it, was a smooth, shining, and jet-black wall of water, inclined to the horizon at an angle 

of some forty-five degrees, speeding dizzily round and round with a swaying and sweltering motion, and 

sending forth to the winds an appalling voice, half shriek, half roar, such as not even the mighty cataract of 

Niagara ever lifts up in its agony to Heaven. 

The mountain trembled to its very base, and the rock rocked. I threw myself upon my face, and clung to the 

scant herbage in an excess of nervous agitation. 

"This," said I at length, to the old man - "this can be nothing else than the great whirlpool of the Maelstrm." 

"So it is sometimes termed," said he. "We Norwegians call it the Moskoe-strm, from the island of Moskoe in 

the midway." 
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The ordinary accounts of this vortex had by no means prepared me for what I saw. That of Jonas Ramus, 

which is perhaps the most circumstantial of any, cannot impart the faintest conception either of the 

magnificence, or of the horror of the scene - or of the wild bewildering sense of the novel which confounds 

the beholder. I am not sure from what point of view the writer in question surveyed it, nor at what time ; but it 

could neither have been from the summit of Helseggen, nor during a storm. There are some passages of his 

description, nevertheless, which may be quoted for their details, although their effect is exceedingly feeble in 

conveying an impression of the spectacle. 

"Between Lofoden and Moskoe," he says, "the depth of the water is between thirty-six and forty fathoms ; but 

on the other side, toward Ver (Vurrgh) this depth decreases so as not to afford a convenient passage for a 

vessel, without the risk of splitting on the rocks, which happens even in the calmest weather. When it is flood, 

the stream runs up the country between Lofoden and Moskoe with a boisterous rapidity ; but the roar of its 

impetuous ebb to the sea is scarce equalled by the loudest and most dreadful cataracts ; the noise being heard 

several leagues off, and the vortices or pits are of such an extent and depth, that if a ship comes within its 

attraction, it is inevitably absorbed and carried down to the bottom, and there beat to pieces against the rocks ; 

and when the water relaxes, the fragments thereof are thrown up again. But these intervals of tranquility are 

only at the turn of the ebb and flood, and in calm weather, and last but a quarter of an hour, its violence 

gradually returning. When the stream is most boisterous, and its fury heightened by a storm, it is dangerous to 

come within a Norway mile of it. Boats, yachts, and ships have been carried away by not guarding against it 

before they were within its reach. It likewise happens frequently, that whales come too near the stream, and 

are overpowered by its violence; and then it is impossible to describe their howlings and bellowings in their 

fruitless struggles to disengage themselves. A bear once, attempting to swim from Lofoden to Moskoe, was 

caught by the stream and borne down, while he roared terribly, so as to be heard on shore. Large stocks of firs 

and pine trees, after being absorbed by the current, rise again broken and torn to such a degree as if bristles 

grew upon them. This plainly shows the bottom to consist of craggy rocks, among which they are whirled to 

and fro. This stream is regulated by the flux and reflux of the sea - it being constantly high and low water 

every six hours. In the year 1645, early in the morning of Sexagesima Sunday, it raged with such noise and 

impetuosity that the very stones of the houses on the coast fell to the ground." 

In regard to the depth of the water, I could not see how this could have been ascertained at all in the 

immediate vicinity of the vortex. The "forty fathoms" must have reference only to portions of the channel 

close upon the shore either of Moskoe or Lofoden. The depth in the centre of the Moskoe-strm must be 

immeasurably greater ; and no better proof of this fact is necessary than can be obtained from even the 

sidelong glance into the abyss of the whirl which may be had from the highest crag of Helseggen. Looking 

down from this pinnacle upon the howling Phlegethon below, I could not help smiling at the simplicity with 

which the honest Jonas Ramus records, as a matter difficult of belief, the anecdotes of the whales and the 

bears; for it appeared to me, in fact, a self-evident thing, that the largest ship of the line in existence, coming 

within the influence of that deadly attraction, could resist it as little as a feather the hurricane, and must 

disappear bodily and at once. 

The attempts to account for the phenomenon - some of which, I remember, seemed to me sufficiently 

plausible in perusal - now wore a very different and unsatisfactory aspect. The idea generally received is that 

this, as well as three smaller vortices among the Ferroe islands, "have no other cause than the collision of 

waves rising and falling, at flux and reflux, against a ridge of rocks and shelves, which confines the water so 

that it precipitates itself like a cataract ; and thus the higher the flood rises, the deeper must the fall be, and the 

natural result of all is a whirlpool or vortex, the prodigious suction of which is sufficiently known by lesser 
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experiments." - These are the words of the Encyclopdia Britannica. Kircher and others imagine that in the 

centre of the channel of the Maelstrm is an abyss penetrating the globe, and issuing in some very remote part - 

the Gulf of Bothnia being somewhat decidedly named in one instance. This opinion, idle in itself, was the one 

to which, as I gazed, my imagination most readily assented ; and, mentioning it to the guide, I was rather 

surprised to hear him say that, although it was the view almost universally entertained of the subject by the 

Norwegians, it nevertheless was not his own. As to the former notion he confessed his inability to 

comprehend it ; and here I agreed with him - for, however conclusive on paper, it becomes altogether 

unintelligible, and even absurd, amid the thunder of the abyss. 

"You have had a good look at the whirl now," said the old man, "and if you will creep round this crag, so as to 

get in its lee, and deaden the roar of the water, I will tell you a story that will convince you I ought to know 

something of the Moskoe-strm." 

I placed myself as desired, and he proceeded. 

"Myself and my two brothers once owned a schooner-rigged smack of about seventy tons burthen, with which 

we were in the habit of fishing among the islands beyond Moskoe, nearly to Vurrgh. In all violent eddies at 

sea there is good fishing, at proper opportunities, if one has only the courage to attempt it ; but among the 

whole of the Lofoden coastmen, we three were the only ones who made a regular business of going out to the 

islands, as I tell you. The usual grounds are a great way lower down to the southward. There fish can be got at 

all hours, without much risk, and therefore these places are preferred. The choice spots over here among the 

rocks, however, not only yield the finest variety, but in far greater abundance ; so that we often got in a single 

day, what the more timid of the craft could not scrape together in a week. In fact, we made it a matter of 

desperate speculation - the risk of life standing instead of labor, and courage answering for capital. 

"We kept the smack in a cove about five miles higher up the coast than this ; and it was our practice, in fine 

weather, to take advantage of the fifteen minutes' slack to push across the main channel of the Moskoe-strm, 

far above the pool, and then drop down upon anchorage somewhere near Otterholm, or Sandflesen, where the 

eddies are not so violent as elsewhere. Here we used to remain until nearly time for slack-water again, when 

we weighed and made for home. We never set out upon this expedition without a steady side wind for going 

and coming - one that we felt sure would not fail us before our return - and we seldom made a mis-calculation 

upon this point. Twice, during six years, we were forced to stay all night at anchor on account of a dead calm, 

which is a rare thing indeed just about here ; and once we had to remain on the grounds nearly a week, 

starving to death, owing to a gale which blew up shortly after our arrival, and made the channel too boisterous 

to be thought of. Upon this occasion we should have been driven out to sea in spite of everything, (for the 

whirlpools threw us round and round so violently, that, at length, we fouled our anchor and dragged it) if it 

had not been that we drifted into one of the innumerable cross currents - here to-day and gone to-morrow - 

which drove us under the lee of Flimen, where, by good luck, we brought up. 

"I could not tell you the twentieth part of the difficulties we encountered 'on the grounds' - it is a bad spot to 

be in, even in good weather - but we made shift always to run the gauntlet of the Moskoe-strm itself without 

accident ; although at times my heart has been in my mouth when we happened to be a minute or so behind or 

before the slack. The wind sometimes was not as strong as we thought it at starting, and then we made rather 

less way than we could wish, while the current rendered the smack unmanageable. My eldest brother had a 

son eighteen years old, and I had two stout boys of my own. These would have been of great assistance at 

such times, in using the sweeps, as well as afterward in fishing - but, somehow, although we ran the risk 
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ourselves, we had not the heart to let the young ones get into the danger - for, after all is said and done, it was 

a horrible danger, and that is the truth. 

"It is now within a few days of three years since what I am going to tell you occurred. It was on the tenth day 

of July, 18-, a day which the people of this part of the world will never forget - for it was one in which blew 

the most terrible hurricane that ever came out of the heavens. And yet all the morning, and indeed until late in 

the afternoon, there was a gentle and steady breeze from the south-west, while the sun shone brightly, so that 

the oldest seaman among us could not have foreseen what was to follow. 

"The three of us - my two brothers and myself - had crossed over to the islands about two o'clock P. M., and 

had soon nearly loaded the smack with fine fish, which, we all remarked, were more plenty that day than we 

had ever known them. It was just seven, by my watch , when we weighed and started for home, so as to make 

the worst of the Strm at slack water, which we knew would be at eight. 

"We set out with a fresh wind on our starboard quarter, and for some time spanked along at a great rate, never 

dreaming of danger, for indeed we saw not the slightest reason to apprehend it. All at once we were taken 

aback by a breeze from over Helseggen. This was most unusual - something that had never happened to us 

before - and I began to feel a little uneasy, without exactly knowing why. We put the boat on the wind, but 

could make no headway at all for the eddies, and I was upon the point of proposing to return to the anchorage, 

when, looking astern, we saw the whole horizon covered with a singular copper-colored cloud that rose with 

the most amazing velocity. 

"In the meantime the breeze that had headed us off fell away, and we were dead becalmed, drifting about in 

every direction. This state of things, however, did not last long enough to give us time to think about it. In less 

than a minute the storm was upon us - in less than two the sky was entirely overcast - and what with this and 

the driving spray, it became suddenly so dark that we could not see each other in the smack. 

"Such a hurricane as then blew it is folly to attempt describing. The oldest seaman in Norway never 

experienced any thing like it. We had let our sails go by the run before it cleverly took us ; but, at the first 

puff, both our masts went by the board as if they had been sawed off - the mainmast taking with it my 

youngest brother, who had lashed himself to it for safety. 

"Our boat was the lightest feather of a thing that ever sat upon water. It had a complete flush deck, with only a 

small hatch near the bow, and this hatch it had always been our custom to batten down when about to cross 

the Strm, by way of precaution against the chopping seas. But for this circumstance we should have foundered 

at once - for we lay entirely buried for some moments. How my elder brother escaped destruction I cannot 

say, for I never had an opportunity of ascertaining. For my part, as soon as I had let the foresail run, I threw 

myself flat on deck, with my feet against the narrow gunwale of the bow, and with my hands grasping a ring-

bolt near the foot of the fore-mast. It was mere instinct that prompted me to do this - which was undoubtedly 

the very best thing I could have done - for I was too much flurried to think. 

"For some moments we were completely deluged, as I say, and all this time I held my breath, and clung to the 

bolt. When I could stand it no longer I raised myself upon my knees, still keeping hold with my hands, and 

thus got my head clear. Presently our little boat gave herself a shake, just as a dog does in coming out of the 

water, and thus rid herself, in some measure, of the seas. I was now trying to get the better of the stupor that 

had come over me, and to collect my senses so as to see what was to be done, when I felt somebody grasp my 
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arm. It was my elder brother, and my heart leaped for joy, for I had made sure that he was overboard - but the 

next moment all this joy was turned into horror - for he put his mouth close to my ear, and screamed out the 

word ' Moskoe-strm! ' 

"No one ever will know what my feelings were at that moment. I shook from head to foot as if I had had the 

most violent fit of the ague. I knew what he meant by that one word well enough - I knew what he wished to 

make me understand. With the wind that now drove us on, we were bound for the whirl of the Strm, and 

nothing could save us ! 

"You perceive that in crossing the Strm channel, we always went a long way up above the whirl, even in the 

calmest weather, and then had to wait and watch carefully for the slack - but now we were driving right upon 

the pool itself, and in such a hurricane as this! 'To be sure,' I thought, 'we shall get there just about the slack - 

there is some little hope in that' - but in the next moment I cursed myself for being so great a fool as to dream 

of hope at all. I knew very well that we were doomed, had we been ten times a ninety-gun ship. 

"By this time the first fury of the tempest had spent itself, or perhaps we did not feel it so much, as we 

scudded before it, but at all events the seas, which at first had been kept down by the wind, and lay flat and 

frothing, now got up into absolute mountains. A singular change, too, had come over the heavens. Around in 

every direction it was still as black as pitch, but nearly overhead there burst out, all at once, a circular rift of 

clear sky - as clear as I ever saw - and of a deep bright blue - and through it there blazed forth the full moon 

with a lustre that I never before knew her to wear. She lit up every thing about us with the greatest 

distinctness - but, oh God, what a scene it was to light up! 

"I now made one or two attempts to speak to my brother - but, in some manner which I could not understand, 

the din had so increased that I could not make him hear a single word, although I screamed at the top of my 

voice in his ear. Presently he shook his head, looking as pale as death, and held up one of his finger, as if to 

say 'listen! ' 

"At first I could not make out what he meant - but soon a hideous thought flashed upon me. I dragged my 

watch from its fob. It was not going. I glanced at its face by the moonlight, and then burst into tears as I flung 

it far away into the ocean. It had run down at seven o'clock! We were behind the time of the slack, and the 

whirl of the Strm was in full fury! 

"When a boat is well built, properly trimmed, and not deep laden, the waves in a strong gale, when she is 

going large, seem always to slip from beneath her - which appears very strange to a landsman - and this is 

what is called riding, in sea phrase. Well, so far we had ridden the swells very cleverly ; but presently a 

gigantic sea happened to take us right under the counter, and bore us with it as it rose - up - up - as if into the 

sky. I would not have believed that any wave could rise so high. And then down we came with a sweep, a 

slide, and a plunge, that made me feel sick and dizzy, as if I was falling from some lofty mountain-top in a 

dream. But while we were up I had thrown a quick glance around - and that one glance was all sufficient. I 

saw our exact position in an instant. The Moskoe-Strm whirlpool was about a quarter of a mile dead ahead - 

but no more like the every-day Moskoe-Strm, than the whirl as you now see it is like a mill-race. If I had not 

known where we were, and what we had to expect, I should not have recognised the place at all. As it was, I 

involuntarily closed my eyes in horror. The lids clenched themselves together as if in a spasm. 
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"It could not have been more than two minutes afterward until we suddenly felt the waves subside, and were 

enveloped in foam. The boat made a sharp half turn to larboard, and then shot off in its new direction like a 

thunderbolt. At the same moment the roaring noise of the water was completely drowned in a kind of shrill 

shriek - such a sound as you might imagine given out by the waste-pipes of many thousand steam-vessels, 

letting off their steam all together. We were now in the belt of surf that always surrounds the whirl ; and I 

thought, of course, that another moment would plunge us into the abyss - down which we could only see 

indistinctly on account of the amazing velocity with which we wore borne along. The boat did not seem to 

sink into the water at all, but to skim like an air-bubble upon the surface of the surge. Her starboard side was 

next the whirl, and on the larboard arose the world of ocean we had left. It stood like a huge writhing wall 

between us and the horizon. 

"It may appear strange, but now, when we were in the very jaws of the gulf, I felt more composed than when 

we were only approaching it. Having made up my mind to hope no more, I got rid of a great deal of that terror 

which unmanned me at first. I suppose it was despair that strung my nerves. 

"It may look like boasting - but what I tell you is truth - I began to reflect how magnificent a thing it was to 

die in such a manner, and how foolish it was in me to think of so paltry a consideration as my own individual 

life, in view of so wonderful a manifestation of God's power. I do believe that I blushed with shame when this 

idea crossed my mind. After a little while I became possessed with the keenest curiosity about the whirl itself. 

I positively felt a wish to explore its depths, even at the sacrifice I was going to make ; and my principal grief 

was that I should never be able to tell my old companions on shore about the mysteries I should see. These, no 

doubt, were singular fancies to occupy a man's mind in such extremity - and I have often thought since, that 

the revolutions of the boat around the pool might have rendered me a little light-headed. 

"There was another circumstance which tended to restore my self-possession ; and this was the cessation of 

the wind, which could not reach us in our present situation - for, as you saw yourself, the belt of surf is 

considerably lower than the general bed of the ocean, and this latter now towered above us, a high, black, 

mountainous ridge. If you have never been at sea in a heavy gale, you can form no idea of the confusion of 

mind occasioned by the wind and spray together. They blind, deafen, and strangle you, and take away all 

power of action or reflection. But we were now, in a great measure, rid of these annoyances - just us death-

condemned felons in prison are allowed petty indulgences, forbidden them while their doom is yet uncertain. 

"How often we made the circuit of the belt it is impossible to say. We careered round and round for perhaps 

an hour, flying rather than floating, getting gradually more and more into the middle of the surge, and then 

nearer and nearer to its horrible inner edge. All this time I had never let go of the ring-bolt. My brother was at 

the stern, holding on to a small empty water-cask which had been securely lashed under the coop of the 

counter, and was the only thing on deck that had not been swept overboard when the gale first took us. As we 

approached the brink of the pit he let go his hold upon this, and made for the ring, from which, in the agony of 

his terror, he endeavored to force my hands, as it was not large enough to afford us both a secure grasp. I 

never felt deeper grief than when I saw him attempt this act - although I knew he was a madman when he did 

it - a raving maniac through sheer fright. I did not care, however, to contest the point with him. I knew it 

could make no difference whether either of us held on at all ; so I let him have the bolt, and went astern to the 

cask. This there was no great difficulty in doing ; for the smack flew round steadily enough, and upon an even 

keel - only swaying to and fro, with the immense sweeps and swelters of the whirl. Scarcely had I secured 

myself in my new position, when we gave a wild lurch to starboard, and rushed headlong into the abyss. I 

muttered a hurried prayer to God, and thought all was over. 
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"As I felt the sickening sweep of the descent, I had instinctively tightened my hold upon the barrel, and closed 

my eyes. For some seconds I dared not open them - while I expected instant destruction, and wondered that I 

was not already in my death-struggles with the water. But moment after moment elapsed. I still lived. The 

sense of falling had ceased ; and the motion of the vessel seemed much as it had been before, while in the belt 

of foam, with the exception that she now lay more along. I took courage, and looked once again upon the 

scene. 

"Never shall I forget the sensations of awe, horror, and admiration with which I gazed about me. The boat 

appeared to be hanging, as if by magic, midway down, upon the interior surface of a funnel vast in 

circumference, prodigious in depth, and whose perfectly smooth sides might have been mistaken for ebony, 

but for the bewildering rapidity with which they spun around, and for the gleaming and ghastly radiance they 

shot forth, as the rays of the full moon, from that circular rift amid the clouds which I have already described, 

streamed in a flood of golden glory along the black walls, and far away down into the inmost recesses of the 

abyss. 

"At first I was too much confused to observe anything accurately. The general burst of terrific grandeur was 

all that I beheld. When I recovered myself a little, however, my gaze fell instinctively downward. In this 

direction I was able to obtain an unobstructed view, from the manner in which the smack hung on the inclined 

surface of the pool. She was quite upon an even keel - that is to say, her deck lay in a plane parallel with that 

of the water - but this latter sloped at an angle of more than forty-five degrees, so that we seemed to be lying 

upon our beam-ends. I could not help observing, nevertheless, that I had scarcely more difficulty in 

maintaining my hold and footing in this situation, than if we had been upon a dead level ; and this, I suppose, 

was owing to the speed at which we revolved. 

"The rays of the moon seemed to search the very bottom of the profound gulf ; but still I could make out 

nothing distinctly, on account of a thick mist in which everything there was enveloped, and over which there 

hung a magnificent rainbow, like that narrow and tottering bridge which Mussulmen say is the only pathway 

between Time and Eternity. This mist, or spray, was no doubt occasioned by the clashing of the great walls of 

the funnel, as they all met together at the bottom - but the yell that went up to the Heavens from out of that 

mist, I dare not attempt to describe. 

"Our first slide into the abyss itself, from the belt of foam above, had carried us a great distance down the 

slope ; but our farther descent was by no means proportionate. Round and round we swept - not with any 

uniform movement - but in dizzying swings and jerks, that sent us sometimes only a few hundred yards - 

sometimes nearly the complete circuit of the whirl. Our progress downward, at each revolution, was slow, but 

very perceptible. 

"Looking about me upon the wide waste of liquid ebony on which we were thus borne, I perceived that our 

boat was not the only object in the embrace of the whirl. Both above and below us were visible fragments of 

vessels, large masses of building timber and trunks of trees, with many smaller articles, such as pieces of 

house furniture, broken boxes, barrels and staves. I have already described the unnatural curiosity which had 

taken the place of my original terrors. It appeared to grow upon me as I drew nearer and nearer to my dreadful 

doom. I now began to watch, with a strange interest, the numerous things that floated in our company. I must 

have been delirious - for I even sought amusement in speculating upon the relative velocities of their several 

descents toward the foam below. 'This fir tree,' I found myself at one time saying, 'will certainly be the next 

thing that takes the awful plunge and disappears,' - and then I was disappointed to find that the wreck of a 
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Dutch merchant ship overtook it and went down before. At length, after making several guesses of this nature, 

and being deceived in all - this fact - the fact of my invariable miscalculation - set me upon a train of 

reflection that made my limbs again tremble, and my heart beat heavily once more. 

"It was not a new terror that thus affected me, but the dawn of a more exciting hope. This hope arose partly 

from memory, and partly from present observation. I called to mind the great variety of buoyant matter that 

strewed the coast of Lofoden, having been absorbed and then thrown forth by the Moskoe-strm. By far the 

greater number of the articles were shattered in the most extraordinary way - so chafed and roughened as to 

have the appearance of being stuck full of splinters - but then I distinctly recollected that there were some of 

them which were not disfigured at all. Now I could not account for this difference except by supposing that 

the roughened fragments were the only ones which had been completely absorbed - that the others had entered 

the whirl at so late a period of the tide, or, for some reason, had descended so slowly after entering, that they 

did not reach the bottom before the turn of the flood came, or of the ebb, as the case might be. I conceived it 

possible, in either instance, that they might thus be whirled up again to the level of the ocean, without 

undergoing the fate of those which had been drawn in more early, or absorbed more rapidly. I made, also, 

three important observations. The first was, that, as a general rule, the larger the bodies were, the more rapid 

their descent - the second, that, between two masses of equal extent, the one spherical, and the other of any 

other shape , the superiority in speed of descent was with the sphere - the third, that, between two masses of 

equal size, the one cylindrical, and the other of any other shape, the cylinder was absorbed the more slowly. 

Since my escape, I have had several conversations on this subject with an old school-master of the district ; 

and it was from him that I learned the use of the words 'cylinder' and 'sphere.' He explained to me - although I 

have forgotten the explanation - how what I observed was, in fact, the natural consequence of the forms of the 

floating fragments - and showed me how it happened that a cylinder, swimming in a vortex, offered more 

resistance to its suction, and was drawn in with greater difficulty than an equally bulky body, of any form 

whatever. 

"There was one startling circumstance which went a great way in enforcing these observations, and rendering 

me anxious to turn them to account, and this was that, at every revolution, we passed something like a barrel, 

or else the yard or the mast of a vessel, while many of these things, which had been on our level when I first 

opened my eyes upon the wonders of the whirlpool, were now high up above us, and seemed to have moved 

but little from their original station. 

"I no longer hesitated what to do. I resolved to lash myself securely to the water cask upon which I now held, 

to cut it loose from the counter, and to throw myself with it into the water. I attracted my brother's attention 

by signs, pointed to the floating barrels that came near us, and did everything in my power to make him 

understand what I was about to do. I thought at length that he comprehended my design - but, whether this 

was the case or not, he shook his head despairingly, and refused to move from his station by the ring-bolt. It 

was impossible to reach him; the emergency admitted of no delay ; and so, with a bitter struggle, I resigned 

him to his fate, fastened myself to the cask by means of the lashings which secured it to the counter, and 

precipitated myself with it into the sea, without another moment's hesitation. 

"The result was precisely what I had hoped it might be. As it is myself who now tell you this tale - as you see 

that I did escape - and as you are already in possession of the mode in which this escape was effected, and 

must therefore anticipate all that I have farther to say - I will bring my story quickly to conclusion. It might 

have been an hour, or thereabout, after my quitting the smack, when, having descended to a vast distance 

beneath me, it made three or four wild gyrations in rapid succession, and, bearing my loved brother with it, 
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plunged headlong, at once and forever, into the chaos of foam below. The barrel to which I was attached sunk 

very little farther than half the distance between the bottom of the gulf and the spot at which I leaped 

overboard, before a great change took place in the character of the whirlpool. The slope of the sides of the 

vast funnel became momently less and less steep. The gyrations of the whirl grew, gradually, less and less 

violent. By degrees, the froth and the rainbow disappeared, and the bottom of the gulf seemed slowly to 

uprise. The sky was clear, the winds had gone down, and the full moon was setting radiantly in the west, 

when I found myself on the surface of the ocean, in full view of the shores of Lofoden, and above the spot 

where the pool of the Moskoe-strm had been . It was the hour of the slack - but the sea still heaved in 

mountainous waves from the effects of the hurricane. I was borne violently into the channel of the Strm, and 

in a few minutes was hurried down the coast into the 'grounds' of the fishermen. A boat picked me up - 

exhausted from fatigue - and (now that the danger was removed) speechless from the memory of its horror. 

Those who drew me on board were my old mates and daily companions - but they knew me no more than 

they would have known a traveller from the spirit-land. My hair which had been raven-black the day before, 

was as white as you see it now. They say too that the whole expression of my countenance had changed. I told 

them my story - they did not believe it. I now tell it to you - and I can scarcely expect you to put more faith in 

it than did the merry fishermen of Lofoden." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/a-descent-into-the-maelstrom   

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/a-descent-into-the-maelstrom
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Natural Phenomenon Transforms Hummingbird’s Wings into Tiny Rainbows 

By Sara Barnes  

 

Artist and photographer Christian Spencer was standing on his verandah in Rio de Janeiro when he made an 

amazing discovery. When the black Jacobin hummingbird flew with the sun striking its open wings, a 

beautiful prism effect appeared. At that moment, it was as if its body was made of rainbows. 

In 2011, Spencer recorded the bird's movements for a film called The Dance of Time. The movie went on to 

receive 10 international awards as well as three best film honors. But, that wasn’t the end of the rainbow 

hummingbirds. Several years later, Spencer returned to the subject. “I decided to try and photograph the same 

phenomenon with my camera,” he shares with My Modern Met. The resulting series is called Winged Prism, 

and for Spencer, the images reveal “a secret of nature that cannot be seen with our eyes.” 

Although Winged Prism seems too magical to be true, Spencer says that there wasn't any digital manipulation 

involved. “There is no special technique,” he explains, “just diffraction of light through the wings of this 

special hummingbird.” The awe-inspiring beauty it produces is what makes these images so special. “Nobody 

https://mymodernmet.com/author/sarabarnes
https://www.christianspencer.pro.br/
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=_93G5ccc5g4
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ever could have ever dreamed that this was a reality,” he says. “I receive emails every day from people across 

the world touched by these images.” 

One image from Winged Prism is now available as a limited edition print from Spencer’s website. 

Artist and photographer Christian Spencer captured the awe-inspiring sight of the sun shining on a black 

Jacobin hummingbird's wings.  

 

 

 

http://www.christianspencer.pro.br/PhotosNEW/page12.html
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The result is a prism effect and makes it look as though the creature's body is made of rainbows. 
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Ch r i s t ian  Sp encer:  Webs i t e  |  In s tag ram (p ho tog raph y )  |  In s tag ra m (a r t )  

M y M odern  M et  gra nted  permiss io n  to  f ea ture  photo s  by  Chri s t ia n Spencer .  

Related Articles: 

This  St range  P la n t  Ha s Flo wers  wi th  Pe ta l s  Shap ed  L ik e  Hummingb ird s  

Photog rap her  Cap tures  the  Diverse  Bea uty  o f  Na tura l l y  Co lo rfu l  Bi rd s  

Photog rap her  Cap tures  Clo se -Up o f  Fie ry -Thro ated  Hummingb i rd’ s  Da zz l ing  

Ra inb o w Neck  

 

SAR A B ARNES 

Sara Barnes is a Staff Editor at My Modern Met, Manager of My Modern Met Store, and co-host of the My 

Modern Met Top Artist Podcast. As an illustrator and writer living in Seattle, she chronicles illustration, 

embroidery, and beyond through her blog Brown Paper Bag and Instagram @brwnpaperbag. She wrote a 

book about embroidery artist Sarah K. Benning titled 'Embroidered Life' that was published by Chronicle 

Books in 2019. Sara is a graduate of the Maryland Institute College of Art. She earned her BFA in Illustration 

in 2008 and MFA in Illustration Practice in 2013. 

https://mymodernmet.com/christian-spencer-rainbow-

hummingbird/?utm_source=convertkit&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=series&utm_content=button&u

tm_term=forever 

  

https://www.christianspencer.pro.br/
https://www.instagram.com/christianspencerphoto/
https://www.instagram.com/christianspencer_art/
https://mymodernmet.com/crotalaria-cunninghamii-hummingbird-flower/
https://mymodernmet.com/leila-jeffreys-colorful-bird-portraits-pigeons-doves/
https://mymodernmet.com/jess-findlay-fiery-throated-hummingbird-photograph/
https://mymodernmet.com/jess-findlay-fiery-throated-hummingbird-photograph/
http://mymodernmet.store/
https://podcast.mymodernmet.com/
https://www.brwnpaperbag.com/
https://www.instagram.com/brwnpaperbag/
https://mymodernmet.store/products/embroidered-life
https://mymodernmet.com/christian-spencer-rainbow-hummingbird/?utm_source=convertkit&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=series&utm_content=button&utm_term=forever
https://mymodernmet.com/christian-spencer-rainbow-hummingbird/?utm_source=convertkit&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=series&utm_content=button&utm_term=forever
https://mymodernmet.com/christian-spencer-rainbow-hummingbird/?utm_source=convertkit&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=series&utm_content=button&utm_term=forever
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When Americans think about science, what do they have in mind? 

BY ALISON SPENCER AND CARY FUNK 

About two-thirds of U.S. adults (65%) say science has had a mostly positive effect on society, while 28% say 

it has had an equal mix of positive and negative effects and just 7% say it has had a mostly negative effect, 

according to a recent Pew Research Center survey. Over the past few years, around two-thirds or more of 

Americans have seen science’s effect on society as mostly positive. 

 

Of course, science encompasses a wide swath of disparate fields and developments. What exactly do 

Americans have in mind when they think about science? 

https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/alison-spencer
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/cary-funk
https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=407881
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A few common themes arise when U.S. adults are asked to talk about science’s effects on society in their own 

words or when they discuss areas of science they follow or find interesting. Most prominent among these are 

developments in health and medicine, such as new treatments for disease. Other, less commonly mentioned 

areas include references to computer and digital technology, the environment and advances in space 

exploration. Here’s a closer look at what Americans mean when they think about science, based on a new 

analysis of open-ended survey data and focus group discussions from the past several years. 

How we did this 

Many mention health and medical advances when asked how science influences society 

In a January 2019 survey, the Center asked Americans who said science has had a mostly positive effect on 

society to explain, in their own words, what they had in mind. The most common answer – given by 56% of 

those asked – referred to health and medical advancements, such as disease eradication, medical devices and 

new medications, and cancer research leading to longer lifespans and improved public health. 

Medical science was also top of mind for some of those who said science has had a mostly negative effect on 

society. Some in this group lamented the wait for cures of serious diseases while others cited concerns about 

developments in biotechnology, such as cloning and “designer babies.” 

These responses are generally in line with some of the themes that came up during a series of virtual focus 

groups the Center conducted in July 2021. The 12 focus groups consisted of 28 Black and 29 Hispanic adults 

and were part of a broader effort to better understand opinion about science and scientists among these racial 

and ethnic groups. The topics that were mentioned in these discussions offer another window into what the 

public sees as science. 

Asked to elaborate on the areas of science they find interesting or exciting – or to discuss the science topic 

areas they follow in the news – several focus group participants referenced health and medicine. One Hispanic 

man in the 25-39 age group said he paid attention to “anything that has been developed in the medicine world 

or just for different treatments.” 

Others mentioned progress in treatment for specific diseases such as cancer, sickle cell disease, diabetes or 

HIV, or the development of coronavirus vaccines. For example, one Black woman in the 40-65 age range said 

she was excited to hear about medical breakthroughs, such as “stuff with heart patients that they’ve done. 

Stuff with blood treatments and just going back to blood transfusions and cancer treatments, things of that 

sort.” 

Another Black woman in the 40-65 age group said, “It’s more about the treatments that they are finding for 

diseases and for the vaccines and things they’re coming up with, especially for COVID and just the different 

types of treatments that are helping people, the different types of diseases. That’s what interests me most.” 

It’s more about the treatments that they are finding for diseases and for the vaccines and things they’re 

coming up with, especially for COVID and just the different types of treatments that are helping people, the 

different types of diseases. That’s what interests me most. 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2019/08/27/most-americans-say-science-has-brought-benefits-to-society-and-expect-more-to-come/
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A Black woman in the 40-65 age group, speaking in a focus group 

Some connect science with advances in digital technology 

In the Center’s 2019 survey, a smaller but still sizable segment of the public described the effects of science 

in terms of technology, computerization, workplace automation, GPS tools or social media platforms. 

Participants in the Center’s 2021 focus group discussions also pointed to developments in technology, as well 

as the so-called “internet of things” – from GPS navigation to voice-activated assistants – as sources of 

interest and excitement for them. A Black man in the 40-65 age group said, “I find all the new products they 

are coming out with exciting. I can say, ‘Alexa, play music,’ and she’ll play my music.” 

Others talked about developments in robotics and artificial intelligence as an area that catches their attention. 

A Black woman in the 25-39 age group said, “The improvements, we have drones flying in the air. Now 

you’re talking about drones delivering our packages.” 

Some participants said they were interested in the ways digital technology connects people. One Hispanic 

woman in the 40-65 age range said, “I think technology has taken us to a third dimension, the fact that we can 

communicate with people in other parts of the world is something we never thought we could do.” 

I think technology has taken us to a third dimension, the fact that we can communicate with people in other 

parts of the world is something we never thought we could do. 

A Hispanic woman in the 40-65 age range, speaking in a focus group 

Others think about the environment, space exploration and more 

A number of other areas come to mind when people think about the effects of science on society. Some 

respondents to the 2019 survey gave a broad answer, such as the idea that science provides a better 

understanding of our world. Others mentioned a range of specifics, including improvements in food safety 

and crop yields, weather forecasting and air travel. Among the ideas that came up repeatedly were references 

to climate, energy and the environment, as well as the world of space exploration. 

Focus group discussions in 2021 also touched on a range of topics, including some related to space. One 

Black woman in the 25-39 age group described what she found interesting as “the commercial travel of 

people into outer space, and then the research behind the different planets and finding out what’s beyond our 

galaxy.” 

What science means to people in the UK 

While this analysis is limited to the United States, there is some evidence that people in other countries may 

think of similar things when they think about science. 

In the United Kingdom, government surveys have asked respondents to explain, in their own words, what 

comes to mind when they think of science. In the most recent of these, the 2019 UK Public Attitudes to 

Science survey, 24% of UK adults ages 16 and older associated science with fields of study such as biology, 

chemistry or physics. Another 16% referred to health, drugs, medicine and doctors. 

https://www.gov.uk/government/publications/public-attitudes-to-science-2019
https://www.gov.uk/government/publications/public-attitudes-to-science-2019
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As was the case in the U.S., some UK adults in the 2019 survey referred to technology (mentioned by 13%) or 

to space, rockets and astronomy (mentioned by 15%). 

Topics 

 Trust in ScienceScience Knowledge 

SHARE THIS LINK: 

https:/ / pewrsr.ch  

Alison Spencer  is a research assistant focusing on science and society research at Pew Research Center. 

POSTS BIO EMAIL 

 

Cary Funk  is director of science and society research at Pew Research Center. 
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https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/03/25/when-americans-think-about-science-what-do-they-have-

in-mind/  

  

https://www.pewresearch.org/topic/science/trust-in-science/
https://www.pewresearch.org/topic/science/science-news-information/science-knowledge/
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/alison-spencer
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/alison-spencer
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/alison-spencer
https://www.pewresearch.org/contact/
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/cary-funk
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/cary-funk
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/cary-funk
http://twitter.com/surveyfunk
https://www.pewresearch.org/contact/
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/03/25/when-americans-think-about-science-what-do-they-have-in-mind/
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/03/25/when-americans-think-about-science-what-do-they-have-in-mind/
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Public education is supposed to prepare an informed citizenry – elementary teachers have just two 

hours a week to teach social studies 
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The founders of the United States were intentionally building a nation based on the ideals of the 

Enlightenment, a movement centered on individual happiness, knowledge and reason. This new approach to 

defining a country – rather than basing it on language, ethnicity or geographic proximity – meant the new 

United States would have to educate its citizenry with the ideas, skills and values necessary to build and grow 

their democracy. 

 

 

https://iep.utm.edu/american-enlightenment-thought/
https://www.loc.gov/exhibits/creating-the-united-states/founded-on-a-set-of-beliefs.html
https://www.loc.gov/exhibits/creating-the-united-states/founded-on-a-set-of-beliefs.html
https://www.britannica.com/event/Enlightenment-European-history
https://images.theconversation.com/files/455652/original/file-20220331-15-bbb91w.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/455652/original/file-20220331-15-bbb91w.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/455652/original/file-20220331-15-bbb91w.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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An illustration in Harper’s Weekly in 1874 depicts a village school lesson in rhetoric. Harper's Weekly via 

Library of Congress 

As a result, the founders called for schools to be established and funded. George Washington, Thomas 

Jefferson, John Adams and others believed it was the responsibility of the government to provide that 

education. Jefferson believed that education would serve as the moral foundation of the nation and redress the 

effect of poverty because education would be available to all children. 

Though public schools did not become widespread until the 19th century, the goal of educating informed 

citizens capable of inquiry and critical thinking was part of the democratic republic from the start. But nearly 

250 years after the nation’s founding, its schools struggle to achieve that goal. 

 

A fourth basic subject 

Foundational American educational theorist John Dewey, who worked and wrote in the late 19th and early 

20th centuries, promoted education that would help build and maintain a democracy made up of different 

groups of people. In his 1916 book “Democracy in Education,” he warned that focusing education only on the 

“three Rs: reading, ‘writing and 'rithmetic was not enough to educate a useful citizen.” 

Our mission is to share knowledge and inform decisions. 

About us 

It is no accident that Dewey’s career in educational philosophy coincided with the rise of a new field of 

education, called social studies, aimed at cultivating good citizenship to build a stronger American society. 

In 1916, the term was used by the National Education Association to “designate formal citizenship education 

and [place] squarely in the field all of those subjects that were believed to contribute to that end.” 

That purpose remains today. According to the National Council of the Social Studies, the current goal 

of social studies education “is to help young people develop the ability to make informed and reasoned 

decisions for the public good as citizens of a culturally diverse, democratic society in an interdependent 

world.” 

But since at least the 1980s, the nation’s public schools have consistently put social studies on the back 

burner. This process accelerated with the passage of the No Child Left Behind Act of 2001, which required 

schools to focus on the “three Rs,” to the exclusion of social studies. 

A 2010 study demonstrated the relative importance of social studies when it reported that elementary school 

teachers spent 2.5 hours on social studies, 11.6 hours on Language Arts, and 5.3 hours on math per week. 

A lower priority 

https://www.loc.gov/resource/cph.3b03482/
https://www.loc.gov/resource/cph.3b03482/
https://www.visitthecapitol.gov/exhibitions/artifact/northwest-ordinance-1787
https://files.eric.ed.gov/fulltext/ED606970.pdf
https://www.deseret.com/opinion/2015/2/27/20759428/in-the-words-of-thomas-jefferson-why-education-matters
https://files.eric.ed.gov/fulltext/ED606970.pdf
https://www.neh.gov/article/john-dewey-portrait-progressive-thinker
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/852/852-h/852-h.htm
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/852/852-h/852-h.htm
https://www.socialstudies.org/sites/default/files/publications/se/5907/590702.html
https://eric.ed.gov/?id=ED374072&msclkid=a0283c7dcfd111ecbc4ada5d4ee48e1a
https://www.socialstudies.org/about
https://www.proquest.com/openview/e18c582e6d1248932c183470595e70e6/1?pq-origsite=gscholar&cbl=48205
https://www.proquest.com/openview/e18c582e6d1248932c183470595e70e6/1?pq-origsite=gscholar&cbl=48205
https://theconversation.com/no-child-left-behind-fails-to-work-miracles-spurs-cheating-38620
https://theconversation.com/no-child-left-behind-fails-to-work-miracles-spurs-cheating-38620
https://www.historians.org/publications-and-directories/perspectives-on-history/summer-2007/no-child-leaves-the-social-studies-behind
https://www.washingtonpost.com/news/answer-sheet/wp/2015/03/31/social-studies-education-facing-crisis-as-class-time-is-slashed-departments-closed/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1080/00933104.2010.10473418


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

38 

As a scholar of social studies education, I have noticed that social studies is often a lower priority than 

reading, writing and math in many schools. 

For instance, from 1993 to 2008, the time allotted to social studies instruction dropped by 56 minutes per 

week in third through fifth grade classes in the U.S. Over the same time, math, English and language arts 

instruction increased. This trend continued, with a 2014 study that documented an “an average of 2.52 hours 

of social studies instructional time per week.” 

This reduction in social studies instruction has affected minority students more than others. Federal statistics 

show that since at least 1998, Black students have tended to score lower on tests of civics knowledge than 

white students. 

One study described how that this civic education gap contributes to a civic participation gap, in which poorer 

people and those from nonwhite ethnic groups vote less. That study declared the gap “challenges the stability, 

legitimacy, and quality of our democratic republic.” Those comments echo those of Jefferson and Dewey, 

who believed that the purpose of schools was to prepare children to be citizens. 

There was a need for civic education in their time – and the complexity of modern society and the 

increasingly obvious fragility of U.S. constitutional government indicate that social studies is more relevant 

and more vital now than ever before. 

 

https://theconversation.com/public-education-is-supposed-to-prepare-an-informed-citizenry-elementary-

teachers-have-just-two-hours-a-week-to-teach-social-studies-

180379?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Politics%20Weekly%20%20May%2019%202022%20-

%202296322843&utm_content=Politics%20Weekly%20%20May%2019%202022%20-

%202296322843+Version+B+CID_c2bc3ca9f63f722dce21ccaf94db4b48&utm_source=campaign_monitor_u

s&utm_term=Public%20education%20is%20supposed%20to%20prepare%20an%20informed%20citizenry%

20%20elementary%20teachers%20have%20just%20two%20hours%20a%20week%20to%20teach%20social

%20studies  

  

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=nGjdMkkAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=ao
http://dx.doi.org/10.1177/0895904812453998
https://hechingerreport.org/how-social-studies-can-help-young-kids-make-sense-of-the-world/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1080/00933104.2010.10473418
http://dx.doi.org/10.1080/00933104.2010.10473418
http://dx.doi.org/10.1177/0895904812453998
http://dx.doi.org/10.1177/0895904812453998
https://nces.ed.gov/nationsreportcard/civics/
https://www.nationsreportcard.gov/highlights/civics/2018/
https://www.nationsreportcard.gov/highlights/civics/2018/
http://nrs.harvard.edu/urn-3:HUL.InstRepos:8454069
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This week’s daily poems have been selected by Rowan Ricardo Phillips, whose poem “Hole in the 

Sky” appears in our Spring 2022 issue. 

 

“Trotsky and Stalin loom large in this dance-of-death triptych, as does the murder weapon in the 

assassination of the former by an edict of the latter. Meanwhile the murderer, who was still alive at the 

time, appears only as a reflection and a pseudonym, a small part of the pantomime,” he writes. “For 

Ai the dramatic monologue was a prismatic scalpel. She used it to reveal the inner temperament and 

turmoil of the subject rather than offer mere portraiture. ‘There is poetry of sweetness and light, a 

poetry that cloaks the viscera and makes of them a human form divine,’ Randall Albers once wrote in 

the Chicago Review. ‘And then there is the poetry of Ai.’ ” 

 

Listen to Phillips read this poem below. 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=edf0b9d37e&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=edf0b9d37e&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=d3a1639bda&e=d538c8f2e0
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Ai 

 

 

Killing Floor 

 

1. Russia, 1927 

 

On the day the sienna-skinned man 

held my shoulders between his spade-shaped hands, 

easing me down into the azure water of Jordan, 

I woke ninety-three million miles from myself. 

Lev Davidovich Bronstein, 

shoulder-deep in the Volga, 

while the cheap dye of my black silk shirt darkened the water. 

 

My head wet, water caught in my lashes. 

Am I blind? 

I rub my eyes, then wade back to shore, 

undress and lie down, 

until Stalin comes from his place beneath the birch tree. 

He folds my clothes 

and I button myself in my marmot coat, 

and together we start the long walk back to Moscow. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=dedc826f43&e=d538c8f2e0
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He doesn’t ask, what did you see in the river?, 

but I hear the hosts of a man drowning in water and holiness, 

the castrati voices I can’t recognize, 

skating on knives, from trees, from air 

on the thin ice of my last night in Russia. 

Leon Trotsky. Bread. 

I want to scream, but silence holds my tongue 

with small spade-shaped hands 

and only this comes, so quietly 

Stalin has to press his ear to my mouth: 

I have only myself. Put me on the train. 

I won’t look back. 

 

2. Mexico, 1940 

 

At noon today, I woke from a nightmare: 

my friend Jacques ran toward me with an ax, 

as I stepped from the train in Alma Ata. 

He was dressed in yellow satin pants and shirt. 

A marigold in winter. 

When I held out my arms to embrace him, 

he raised the ax and struck me at the neck, 

my head fell to one side, hanging only by skin. 

A river of sighs poured from the cut. 

 

3. Mexico, August 20, 1940 

 

The machine-gun bullets hit 
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my wife in the legs, 

then zigzagged up her body. 

I took the shears, cut open her gown 

and lay on top of her for hours. 

Blood soaked through my clothes 

and when I tried to rise, I couldn’t. 

 

I wake then. Another nightmare. 

I rise from my desk, walk to the bedroom 

and sit down at my wife’s mirrored vanity. 

I rouge my cheeks and lips, 

stare at my bone-white, speckled egg of a face: 

lined and empty. 

I lean forward and see Jacques’s reflection. 

I half-turn, smile, then turn back to the mirror. 

He moves from the doorway, 

lifts the pickax 

and strikes the top of my head. 

My brain splits. 

The pickax keeps going 

and when it hits the tile floor, 

it flies from his hands, 

a black dove on whose back I ride, 

two men, one cursing, 

the other blessing all things: 

Lev Davidovich Bronstein, 

I step from Jordan without you. 
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From issue no. 74 (Fall–Winter 1978) 

 

 

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=d3a1639bda&e=d538c8f2e0    

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=049d667bf2&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=de1c839662&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=c7c52feba8&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=d4cdc44b48&e=d538c8f2e0
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Precedents of the UnprecedentedBlack Squares Before Malevich 

By Andrew Spira 

Described by Kasimir Malevich as the “first step of pure creation in art”, his Black Square of 1915 has been 

cast as a total break from all that came before it. Yet searching across more than five hundred years of images 

related to mourning, humour, politics, and philosophy, Andrew Spira uncovers a slew of unlikely 

foreshadows to Malevich's radical abstraction. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#andrew-spira
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Kasimir Malevich, Black Square, 1915 — Source. The texture on the black is due to the painted surface 

cracking over time. 

Kasimir Malevich’s 1915 Black Square is surely one of the most extraordinary paintings ever produced. On 

the one hand, Malevich considered the picture to be the ultimate work, taking the practice of art as far as it 

could possibly go. As an unremitting expanse of the darkest colour, it offered the maximum possible visual 

experience; there was no work of art that was not somehow implicitly present in it. Hence his name for the 

style: Suprematism. On the other hand, Black Square seemed to bring the history of art to a conclusive end. It 

consummated a process that was started by the Impressionists in the 1870s — the dismantling of art’s visual 

language into its component parts. Following centuries of naturalistic representation, during which the visual 

arts had revolved around their subject matter, artists now became interested in the language of art itself, 

eventually reducing it to its bare essentials — colours and forms — at the expense of subject matter. The 

result was abstract art. Malevich took this process a step further by claiming that not only should “pure art” be 

free of any dependence on subject matter for its expressive effect, but that creativity no longer needed art 

through which to manifest. Eventually even the convention of art could be dispensed with: creative 

consciousness would stand free — immediately, or unmediated. Black Square was a sign that this 

philosophical task had been accomplished. It was the “final” work of art; but it was also an iconic and magical 

object, intended to propel viewers beyond themselves, and beyond all difference in the world, into a state of 

undifferentiated non-objectivity. 

Given its role, as envisaged by the artist, in the spiritual advancement of mankind, it was important to 

Malevich that Black Square should seem unprecedented. And there is indeed nothing remotely like it in the 

earlier history of fine art. But strangely, the painting did have precedents in other fields. In fact, although a 

black square (or rectangle) would seem — at first glance — to be a laconic, and even terse, sign, it has, over 

the centuries, proven itself to be extraordinarily elastic in its potential as a conveyor of meaning. The contexts 

in which it appeared are remarkably diverse, ranging from mourning and comedy, to metaphysics and politics. 

Although Malevich is unlikely to have known many, if any, of these precedents, they throw an uncanny light 

on his work, reflecting its own polyvalence. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Kazimir_Malevich,_1915,_Black_Suprematic_Square,_oil_on_linen_canvas,_79.5_x_79.5_cm,_Tretyakov_Gallery,_Moscow.jpg
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Robert Fludd’s black square representing the nothingness that was prior to the universe, from 

his Utriusque Cosmi (1617). On each side of the square is written “Et sic in infinitum…” (And so on to 

infinity…” — Source. 

Some of these precedents are reasonably well known — for instance, the astrologer-physician Robert 

Fludd used a black square to represent the universe before the world was created, in his 1617 Utriusque 

https://wellcomecollection.org/works/gbbychu2?wellcomeImagesUrl=/indexplus/image/L0060919.html
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/black-on-black
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/black-on-black
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Cosmi (or History of Two Worlds). And in 1759, Laurence Sterne inserted an entirely black page into his 

rambling novel The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy, Gentleman as a self-consciously exaggerated 

acknowledgement of the death of the parson Yorick. In fact, Tristram Shandy represents something of a 

turning point in the history of Malevich’s precursors. As a memorial, its black page stands at the tail end of a 

tradition of “mourning pages”, which were occasionally included in books from the fifteenth century onwards 

as signs of abject grief. For instance, a book of devotions in the British Library from around 1500 includes 

several hand-painted black pages, suggesting the utterly desolate state of the world following the crucifixion 

and death of Christ. Each page is overlaid with an evenly spread web of red beads, depicting the drops of 

blood that fell from his wounds. While concentrating the painter’s infinite anguish at the suffering of Christ 

into a moment of unyielding blackness, the image also serves as a trigger for the viewer. The image is not 

simply symbolic; the totality of its bleakness, contained only by the edges of the page, has a positively 

traumatic effect, albeit a miniaturised one. 

 

Black pages with red drops of blood, signifying the wounds of Christ, from a psalter and rosary of the 

Virgin, ca. 1500. The recto is worn from devotional engagement, damaged through kissing and rubbing, 

perhaps — Source. 

In the seventeenth century, this mourning tradition was perpetuated in a secular context. Books of elegies, 

commiserating the deaths of eminent persons, sometimes had several pages — one facing each page of text — 

on which nothing but a black rectangle was printed. One example — A kingly bed of miserie in which is 

https://www.bl.uk/catalogues/illuminatedmanuscripts/ILLUMIN.ASP?Size=mid&IllID=14918
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contained, a dreame with an elegie upon the martyrdome of Charls, late King of England — was produced to 

lament the execution of Charles I in 1649. Its text is characteristically intense, though not without a certain 

vain artistry. On one page, the author of the verses, John Quarles, bewails, in a positively Shakespearean 

manner: “My shivering body, oh what stormy weather / was that, which violently tost me hither; / where am I 

now? What rubicundious light / is this? that bloodyes my amazed sight?” One must suppose that while poring 

over the words, a reader would, from time to time, plunge his mind into the dark wordless oblivion that also 

presented itself to him on the facing page. The funerary implications of a black square were clearly evident to 

Malevich. Apart from using the image to herald the “death of art”, one of his later Black Square paintings 

(painted for an exhibition in the 1920s) was hung over his bed when he died in 1935, acting both as an 

expression of grief and as a portal into the beyond. 

 

John Quarles, Regale lectum miseriae or, A kingly bed of miserie In which is contained, a dreame with 

an elegie upon the martyrdome of Charls, late King of England (London, 1649). Author’s own 

photograph. 
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Photograph of the deathbed of Kasimir Malevich, surrounded by his works, 1935 — Source (not 

public domain). 

By the middle of the eighteenth century, the fervent sophistication of black pages had passed out of fashion, 

in favour of a more genteel and modest style of mourning. In fact, black pages had come to seem mannered 

and slightly ridiculous. Thus although Sterne was subscribing to the tradition of using them as a sign of 

respectful grieving, he was also lampooning it as an absurd artifice — there are several other transgressions of 

literary conventions in Tristram Shandy which contribute to its overall status as a quirky, comedic work. 

It is not inconceivable that Malevich knew of Tristram Shandy. In the early 1920s, the literary critic Viktor 

Shklovsky regarded the novel as a precedent for some of the a-logical futurist “zaum” poetry that was being 

written in Russia when Malevich was working on Black Square. Its innovations were not only amusing; they 

also interrupted people’s thought patterns — a process which, taken to an extreme, could alter the reader’s 

state of consciousness. Malevich also related to absurdity in this way. The paintings he produced immediately 

before developing Suprematism (for instance, An Englishman in Moscow, 1914) incorporate elements of cut-

up pictures and words, giving rise to a thoroughly irrational image. Some of them include flat shapes of a 

single colour that we now know, with the benefit of hindsight, would eventually rise to the surface and 

completely eclipse the paintings’ incongruous details, in favour of Suprematist abstraction. In fact, X-rays 

reveal that Black Square was itself painted over an a-logical work, indicating that it is a continuation of the 

https://thecharnelhouse.org/2013/05/18/bury-me-beneath-the-black-square/malevich-dead/
https://thecharnelhouse.org/2013/05/18/bury-me-beneath-the-black-square/malevich-dead/
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absurdist journey rather than a brusque replacement of it. Thus, not un-like the black page in Tristram 

Shandy, Malevich’s Black Square is both reverent and subversive. 

 

The black page of The Life and Opinions of Tristram Shandy, Gentleman as it appears in the first 

edition, printed 1759–67. Photograph by Ian Campbell Ross of his personal copy — Source. 

X-rays have also revealed traces of a vanished inscription on the border of Black Square that seems to link the 

picture with another early black page. The words of the inscription (which is only partly decipherable) are 

“battle of negroes”. This brief reference relates the work to an absurdist booklet, published in Paris in 1897. 

The booklet — Alphonse Allais’ Album Primo-Avrilesque (April Fool’s Day Album) — features seven 

monochromatic pages, in seven different colours. The pages’ captions reveal that, in each case, the objects 

depicted in the foreground are (supposedly) the same colour as the background and therefore cannot be 

distinguished from it: for red, “Apoplectic cardinals harvesting tomatoes on the shore of the Red Sea (an 

effect of Aurora Borealis)”; for yellow, “Jaundiced cuckolds handling ochre”. The caption for the black page 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/alas-poor-yorick-the-death-and-life-of-laurence-sterne
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reads “Combat de nègres dans une cave, pendant la nuit” (Negroes fighting in a cellar, at night). The humour 

was not Allais’ alone, but a refashioning of Paul Bilhaud’s all-black 1882 painting for the Salon des 

Incohérents, which came with a similar title. The treatment of race, here, undermines Bilhaud and Allais’ 

playful tone: without illumination, Black bodies appear to become seamlessly undifferentiated from darkness 

and violence. But what was Malevich’s relationship to these absurdist images? The Album Primo-

Avrilesque was certainly known in Russia before 1915. In 1911, Malevich’s colleague Mikhail Larionov 

organised an exhibition in which pride of place went to a black ink poster with white spots called A Battle of 

Negroes at Night. But how the inscription found its way on to Malevich’s painting, and whether he was even 

responsible for its writing or erasure, is unclear. The message bears little relationship to Malevich’s other 

reflections on the work, though its presence is perhaps consistent with the fact that Black Square was not 

intended to represent a purist architectural ideal; the painting was pervaded by provocation and complexity. 
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Paul Bilhaud, Combat de Nègres pendant la nuit (A Combat of Negroes at night), 1882. In 2021, this 

long-lost painting was rediscovered, among other works of the Incoherents, in an attic trunk 

— Source (© Galerie Johann Naldi). 

 

Alphonse Allais, Combat de Nègres dans une cave, pendant la nuit (Negroes fighting in a cellar, at 

night), from his Album Primo-Avrilesque (April Fool’s Day Album), 1897 — Source. 

There were in fact several occasions in the nineteenth century when black rectangles were used on account of 

their absurdity. They can be divided into a number of thematic groups. Some were presented as framed 

pictures, ridiculing paintings in public exhibitions that were deemed incomprehensible, usually because they 

were more atmospheric than descriptive. Première Impression du Salon de 1843, a satirical supplement 

produced by Raymond Pelez for the Parisian magazine Le Charivari in 1843 is a case in point. In that work, a 

painting of a “night effect” is so dark that it has become an expanse of pure blackness. In a German work of 

1867, an “effect painting” is rendered in the same way, with scribble marks to reflect the confusion of its 

viewers. In other works, blackness simply signifies the absence of light. 

https://www.gazette-drouot.com/en/article/les-arts-incoherents-du-mythe-a-la-realite/23891
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Combat_de_n%C3%A8gres_dans_une_cave.jpg
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Raymond Pelez’s salon caricature, “First Impression of the Salon of 1843”, for Le Charivari (Paris, 

1843). The framed black painting is captioned: “Effect of night, unlit by moonlight, quickly bought by 

Mr. Robertson, maker of shoe polish.“ — Source. 

https://gallica.bnf.fr/ark:/12148/bpt6k3054252m/f3.item


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

54 
 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

55 

Illustration titled “Effectmalerei” (Effect Painting), possibly by Friedrich Weigand, for an 1867 issue of 

the Munich weekly Fliegende Blätter. Translated, the caption reads: “‘Audience: “What is that fellow 

doing with that pike?’ Halberdier: ‘Back there! You don’t come close to such a picture, it’s painted with 

effect; all back, even further back, the further the better!’” — Source. 

A book of songs and stories by the German theatre director Franz Graf von Pocci, dating to 1845, used the 

device to illustrate a tale about a theatrical performance that descends into chaos when the lights 

fail. L’Histoire de Monsieur Lajaunisse, the story of a hapless Mr Bean-like character, published in 1839 by 

CHAM (“father of the strip cartoon”) includes two adjacent black rectangles to cover episodes in the story 

which took place in total darkness: having blown out his candle, and ready for sleep, Monsieur Lajaunisse 

climbs into his bed only to be confused by its hardness. It transpires that he had climbed into a chest of 

drawers by mistake. 

 

Franz Graf von Pocci, Stories and Songs with Pictures (1845). Author’s own photograph. 

https://digi.ub.uni-heidelberg.de/diglit/fb46/0108/image,info
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Adjacent black panels from CHAM, Histoire de Mr. Lajaunisse (Paris, 1839). The captions describe 

Lajaunisse, in darkness, mistaking his bed for a chest of drawers — Source. 

The “darkness” joke eventually crossed the Channel. In exactly the year that Malevich was painting Black 

Square, one G. L. Hanger was producing postcards of British towns “at night” that were entirely black, but for 

the white border, the words “[name of town] at Night”, and his own name. 

https://collections.library.yale.edu/catalog/10257446
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Postcard of “Eastbourne Front By Night”, G. L. Hanger, 1915. Courtesy of Richard Davies. 

Confusion and ignorance were frequently represented by fields of blackness. In 1848, the mental state of the 

muddled Monsieur Reac, a conman whose antics were narrated by the photographer Nadar in comic strip 

style, was depicted as a chaotic tangle of black lines. But the blackness of ignorance was not always comic. In 

his historical atlas of 1830, Edward Quin attempted to convey the history of the world through a series of 

maps — not as it was at any given time, but only as it was known (by European historians). Those parts of the 

world that were not known were overlaid by the darkness of ignorance. The author explained how the same 

scale was used throughout the work to give an accurate impression of the relative state of human knowledge 

of the world at different periods. Given the limits of man’s knowledge at the earliest stages of human history, 

it is not surprising that most of the earliest maps in the sequence are covered in black. Malevich’s Black 

Square resonates with each of these precedents. Both empty and full, it preceded and succeeded the certainty 

of rational knowing. 
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Nadar, “La Vie Publique et Privée de Mossieu Réac” (The Public and Private Life of Mister Réac), part 

of the artist’s ten-part series for La Révue comique (Paris, 1848). Here the chaotic and confused state of 

the incompetent opportunist hero’s affairs is represented as a scribbled haze of blackness — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/revuecomiquelu00pari/page/280/mode/2up
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A map, engraved by Sidney Hall, of geographical knowledge as known during The Deluge (2348 BC), 

from Edward Quin’s Historical Atlas: In a Series of Maps of the World as Known at Different 

Periods (London, 1830) — Source. 

https://www.davidrumsey.com/luna/servlet/detail/RUMSEY~8~1~691~70053:B-C--2348--The-Deluge-?sort=pub_list_no_initialsort%2Cpub_date%2Cpub_list_no%2Cseries_no&qvq=w4s:/when%2F1830;q:edward%20quin%20an%20historical%20atlas;sort:pub_list_no_initialsort%2Cpub_date%2Cpub_list_no%2Cseries_no;lc:RUMSEY~8~1&mi=7&trs=91
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Two diagrams from Claude Bragdon, Man the Square: a Higher Space Parable (Rochester: Manus Press, 

1912) — Source. 

 

In the twentieth century it was not just mental states and knowledge that were represented by fields of 

blackness; it was the very experience of life. In 1912, the American architect and writer Claude Bragdon 

compared human consciousness to the way in which a two-dimensional plane would register a three-

dimensional cube passing through it — as a sequence of shapes, rather than as a solid. In their essential 

natures, Bragdon surmised, human beings were like cubes, but in the plane of life, we only get to experience 

ourselves as a series of cross-sections. If we pass through the plane of life perpendicular to it, with 

consistency and rectitude, we will experience ourselves as squares; but if we pass through it semi-randomly 

and obliquely, we will experience ourselves as an erratic sequence of irregular shapes. Bragdon’s ideas were 

known in Russia and Malevich may have been influenced by them. Black Square was not simply a two-

https://catalog.hathitrust.org/Record/011987094
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dimensional surface, parallel to a single wall and projecting outwards from it in one direction. Judging from 

the way it was displayed when first exhibited in 1915 — across the corner of the room (like a Russian icon) 

and as high up as possible — it was required to project from two walls and the ceiling, i.e. in three 

dimensions, embracing the room over which it presided as a cubic space. 

 

 

 

Exhibition of Black Square and other works by Kasimir Malevich at “The Last Futurist Exhibition, 

0.10”, Petrograd, 1915 — Source. 

Although Black Square is above all a metaphysical painting, Malevich did expect it to have political 

resonance. His association of the sign with anarchism may have been prompted by an anarchist group called 

“The Black Banner”, which had established itself in Russia in 1903 and which used a black flag as its 

emblem. Indeed Malevich sometimes used the Black Square as a banner for his own cause, as can be seen in a 

celebrated photograph of him with students travelling by train from Vitebsk to Moscow in 1920. Blackness 

was also projected on to Russia from abroad, sometimes with political overtones. In Gustave 

Doré’s L’Histoire de la Sainte Russie (1854), the origins of Russia are represented as an area of black 

nothingness. The frame is captioned “The origins of Russia are lost in the darkness of antiquity”. Malevich 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:0.10_Exhibition.jpg
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may have agreed with these words, but he would not have agreed with Doré’s interpretation of them. For 

Malevich, the dark origins of Russia were natural, pure and energetic, unspoiled by western pretensions to 

civilisation; for Doré, they signified the country’s barbarism and lack of culture. Given that the book was 

written by a Frenchman during the Crimean War (1853–56), which pitted Russia against France, Great 

Britain, and the Ottoman Empire, the patronising and mocking tone of the work is perhaps not surprising. 
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Members of UNOVIS (Утвердители НОВого ИСкусства — Champions of the New Art), a group of 

artists inspired by Suprematism, at Petrograd’s Vitebsk Station, 1920. Kasimir Malevich can be seen in 

the centre — Source. 

 

Page from Gustave Doré, L’Histoire pittoresque, dramatique et caricaturale de la sainte Russie (Paris, 

1854). Translated, the black panel’s caption reads: “The origins of Russia are lost in the darkness of 

antiquity” — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Members_of_Unovis_at_the_Vitebsk_train_station,_June_5,_1920.jpg
https://archive.org/details/gpl_2713895/page/n11/mode/2up
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Another work in which Russia is associated, albeit coincidentally, with a framed black square is a supplement 

from a British journal, The Graphic, published in 1875. The sheet documents the War Strength of the 

European Powers in 1874 in a series of diagrams. At the top, the areas of the territory of Great Britain, 

Germany, Italy, France, Austro-Hungary, and Russia are represented as squares, with their colonies and 

dependencies (where the countries had them) shown as borders. As the caption clarifies: “SOLID BLACK 

represents Russia”. The extended territory of the Russian Empire, which then included parts of Poland, 

Ukraine, and Belorussia, is represented by the pale shaded area around it; the relative sizes of Great Britain 

and Ireland, and their colonies, are shown to the left, in solid red and pink respectively. 

 

“The War Strength of European Powers in 1874”, Supplement to The Graphic, July 17, 1875. Author’s 

own photograph. 
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One can only wonder whether the designer of this page chose black for Russia and red for Great Britain 

purposefully — as if to signify that Britain’s colonial agendas were more sympathetic and less harsh than 

those of Russia; it is not inconceivable. Whatever the case, the decision raises questions regarding the 

physiological effect that a square or rectangle of blackness can have on its viewers. Each of the examples 

referenced here is deeply situated in a highly specific context that determines its meaning. Indeed, these 

contexts are so integral to the overall significance of the motif that they can completely alter it, ranging from 

one extreme (for instance, misery) to its opposite (slapstick humour) with ease. Remarkably, 

Malevich’s Black Square functions in all of these contexts: mourning, comedy, epistemology, politics, etc. 

But while these contexts are able to throw light on his great painting, what they are unable to account for is its 

sheer guttural force. It evades the ultimate rationalisation, which is exactly what it was conceived to do. 

Maybe there is something fundamental about this. Human beings attempt to understand the world by 

identifying objects — assessing their degrees of similarity and difference, their consistency, their rates of 

change and repetition. The patterns that emerge from this reduction of the indeterminate totality of experience 

to a web of infinite relationships between things enable people to cohere as subjects. For a moment, Black 

Square frustrates this impulse to understand the world by simplifying it to a system of relationships, for it 

offers no relationships. Consequently, the coherence of the subject is momentarily undermined; consciousness 

stands free and unafraid. Black Square is tragic; it’s absurd; it can be bewildering or funny; it’s certainly 

metaphysical; and now it serves as a precursor for works and projects yet to be imagined. 
 

 

 

• The Non-Objective World 

By Kasimir Malevich 

A facsimile of the gorgeous Bauhaus edition of Malevich's classic treatise on Suprematism. Kasimir 

Malevich (1879–1935) debuted his new creative theory of basic geometric shapes with the 

publication of his Suprematist manifesto in 1915. He later published a follow-up entitled The Non-

Objective World in 1927, which further elucidated his vision of an art that emphasized the “primacy 

of pure feeling”. As part of the publisher’s ongoing Bauhausbücher series, Lars Müller’s facsimile 

edition of Malevich’s text is translated into English with the original design and typography. 

Publisher’s Website 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/3037786647/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.lars-mueller-publishers.com/non-objective-world
https://www.amazon.com/dp/3037786647/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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• Black Square: Malevich and the Origin of Suprematism 

By Aleksandra Shatskikh 

None of Malevich's contemporary revolutionaries created a manifesto, an emblem, as capacious and 

in its own way unique as this work; it became both the quintessence of the Russian avant-gardist’s 

own art — which he called Suprematism — and a milestone on the highway of world art. Writing 

about this single painting, Aleksandra Shatskikh sheds new light on Malevich, the Suprematist 

movement, and the Russian avant-garde. 

Publisher’s Website 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01K0QA5YO/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://yalebooks.yale.edu/book/9780300140897/black-square/
https://www.amazon.com/dp/3037786647/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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More Info and Buy 

 

• Foreshadowed: Malevich’s *Black Square* and Its Precursors 

By Andrew Spira 

When Kasimir’s Malevich’s Black Square was produced in 1915, no one had ever seen anything like 

it before. And yet it does have precedents. In fact, over the previous five hundred years, several 

painters, writers, philosophers, scientists, and censors — each working independently towards an 

absolute statement of their own — alighted on the form of the black square or rectangle, as if for the 

first time. This book explores the resonances between Malevich’s Black Square and its precursors, 

showing how a so-called genealogical thread binds them together into an intriguing, and sometimes 

quirky, sequence of modulations. 

Publisher’s Website 

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. 

Born in London, Andrew Spira graduated from the Courtauld Institute, before working at the Temple Gallery 

(specialists in Byzantine, Russian and Greek icons) where he developed a passion for Russian art. For several 

years, he was a curator at the Victoria and Albert Museum, focusing on the metalwork collections and the 

British Galleries. He subsequently joined Christie’s Education where he was a Programme Director for 

fourteen years. Throughout this time he has been writing, teaching, curating and leading tours to cultural sites 

all over Europe, as well as to Armenia, Georgia and Turkey. He has published several books: The Avant-

Garde Icon: Russian Avant-Garde Art and the Icon Painting Tradition (Lund Humphries, 2008); The 

Invention of the Self: Personal Identity in the Age of Art (Bloomsbury, 2020); Simulated Selves: The 

Undoing of Personal Identity in the Modern World (Bloomsbury, 2020); and Foreshadowed: 

Malevich’s Black Square and its Precursors (Reaktion, 2022). His website: www.andrewspira.com. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/black-squares-before-malevich   

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01K0QA5YO/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/178914535X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://press.uchicago.edu/ucp/books/book/distributed/F/bo157942645.html
https://www.amazon.com/dp/178914535X/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://www.bloomsbury.com/us/invention-of-the-self-9781350298170/
https://www.bloomsbury.com/us/invention-of-the-self-9781350298170/
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The Grandmother, the Mermaid, and the Soul: Poet Elizabeth Alexander on How Literature Widens 

the Portal of the Possible 

How a poem made a life and a life a poem. 

B Y M ARIA POPOVA  

 

https://enchantedlion.com/all-books/a-velocity-of-being
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Painting by R. Gregory Christie for Elizabeth Alexander’s letter in A Velocity of Being. 

She writes: 

“Books feed and cure and chortle and collide,” Gwendolyn Brooks wrote in her 1969 love-poem to reading, 

after the love of books — the reading of them, the making of them — had made her the first black poet to 

with the Pulitzer Prize. “Books are meat and medicine and flame and flight and flower.” 

Meanwhile, seven hundred miles southeast, a seven-year-old girl with a flaming love of reading was asking 

her grandmother to tell again the story of the most daring dream that had animated her own childhood. That 

girl would one day become a poet herself — a poet who would one day welcome America’s first black 

president to the presidency with a stunning poem, only the fourth in the history of a young nation to be read at 

a presidential inauguration; a poet who would one day herself become president of America’s largest 

supporter of the arts and humanities, founded the year Brooks penned her poem — the first woman to preside 

over it and the first woman of color to preside over any large philanthropic organization. 

Elizabeth Alexander tells the story of her grandmother’s literature-fomented dreams and their far-reaching 

tendrils of possibility in her lovely contribution to A Velocity of Being: Letters to a Young Reader (public 

library) — that labor-of-love collection of 121 original illustrated letters to children about why we read and 

how books transform us, composed by some of the most inspiring humans in our world, whose character has 

been shaped by their love of reading: poets and physicists, cellists and entrepreneurs, artists and astronauts. 

 

My grandmother Wenonah Bond Logan was the most beloved friend of my childhood. She grew up in the 

racially segregated U.S. South in the early part of the twentieth century, mostly in Alabama. Her family 

moved to Washington, DC, when she was a teenager; the nation’s capital was also then the segregated South. 

Long before she was my grandmother she was a girl with two long, thick braids who used to roller skate to 

the embassies a few miles from her home and sit on the steps “to imagine the rest of the world was there,” as 

she’d one day tell me. She’d then continued to stoke her imagining of elsewhere, skating to the public library 

on Mount Vernon Place to take out stacks of books. She liked to read about other places so she could imagine 

them, she told me. Most of her friends stayed forever in Washington — nothing wrong with that. But my 

grandmother’s reading made her dream. Her girlfriends gathered at the train station and wept as they waved 

her off to storied points north and the hopes of further education, more books. 

In the 1920s she wrote to a university in Denmark: I am what is known as an American Negro, and I imagine 

you have never known one. Will you invite me to come and study at your school? This was one of my favorite 

of her stories. Why Denmark, I would ask her, entranced by her tales of smorgasbord, the puzzle ring she 

brought back from a suitor that one day became mine, and the sari she began to wear after being mistaken for 

Indian. Because when I was a teenager I read about the statue of the little mermaid being built, in 

Copenhagen harbor, and I wanted to see it for myself. 

My grandmother’s much older sister Carrie was given the privilege of choosing her baby sister’s name. She 

chose Wenonah because she had read it in a book, in Longfellow’s poem “Hiawatha.” In that poem — which 

I most remember with the phrase, “On the banks of the Gitchee Goomee” — was found the name for the 

https://enchantedlion.com/all-books/a-velocity-of-being
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treasured baby sister who would grow to read books, imagine worlds far beyond her own, and then go out to 

find them. The unusual beauty of that most apt name was only to be found in the pages of a book. 

For other voices from the choral serenade to the power and pleasure of reading that is A Velocity of Being, 

savor Rebecca Solnit on books as repair-kits for life, Anne Lamott on reading as the antidote to loss of 

perspective, Jane Goodall on how a book fomented the childhood dream that became world-changing reality, 

Alain de Botton on reading as an empathic bridge between othernesses, Debbie Millman on books as 

testaments to selflessness, Jacqueline Woodson on reading as a gesture of kindness, Ursula K. Le 

Guin’s playful and poignant poem about reading, David Whyte on reading to taste the thrill of discovery, and 

the 101-year-old Holocaust survivor Helen Fagin on how a single book saved a dozen young women’s lives. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/12/elizabeth-alexander-

reading/?mc_cid=f4c959f56b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662   

https://enchantedlion.com/all-books/a-velocity-of-being
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https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/04/10/anne-lamott-velocity-of-being-letter-to-children/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/01/31/jane-goodalls-reading-a-velocity-of-being/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/03/28/alain-de-botton-velocity-of-being-why-we-read/
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A Baby Tramp 

by Ambrose Bierce 

 

If you had seen little Jo standing at the street corner in the rain, you would hardly have admired him. It was 

apparently an ordinary autumn rainstorm, but the water which fell upon Jo (who was hardly old enough to be 

either just or unjust, and so perhaps did not come under the law of impartial distribution) appeared to have 

some property peculiar to itself: one would have said it was dark and adhesive -- sticky. But that could hardly 

be so, even in Blackburg, where things certainly did occur that were a good deal out of the common. 

For example, ten or twelve years before, a shower of small frogs had fallen, as is credibly attested by a 

contemporaneous chronicle, the record concluding with a somewhat obscure statement to the effect that the 

chronicler considered it good growing-weather for Frenchmen. 

Some years later Blackburg had a fall of crimson snow; it is cold in Blackburg when winter is on, and the 

snows are frequent and deep. There can be no doubt of it -- the snow in this instance was of the colour of 

blood and melted into water of the same hue, if water it was, not blood. The phenomenon had attracted wide 

attention, and science had as many explanations as there were scientists who knew nothing about it. But the 

men of Blackburg -- men who for many years had lived right there where the red snow fell, and might be 

supposed to know a good deal about the matter -- shook their heads and said something would come of it. 

And something did, for the next summer was made memorable by the prevalence of a mysterious disease -- 

epidemic, endemic, or the Lord knows what, though the physicians didn't -- which carried away a full half of 

the population. Most of the other half carried themselves away and were slow to return, but finally came back, 

and were now increasing and multiplying as before, but Blackburg had not since been altogether the same. 

Of quite another kind, though equally 'out of the common,' was the incident of Hetty Parlow's ghost. Hetty 

Parlow's maiden name had been Brownon, and in Blackburg that meant more than one would think. 

The Brownons had from time immemorial -- from the very earliest of the old colonial days -- been the leading 

family of the town. It was the richest and it was the best, and Blackburg would have shed the last drop of its 

plebeian blood in defence of the Brownon fair fame. As few of the family's members had ever been known to 

live permanently away from Blackburg, although most of them were educated elsewhere and nearly all had 

travelled, there was quite a number of them. The men held most of the public offices, and the women were 

foremost in all good works. Of these latter, Hetty was most beloved by reason of the sweetness of her 

disposition, the purity of her character and her singular personal beauty. She married in Boston a young 

scapegrace named Parlow, and like a good Brownon brought him to Blackburg forthwith and made a man and 

a town councillor of him. They had a child which they named Joseph and dearly loved, as was then the 

fashion among parents in all that region. Then they died of the mysterious disorder already mentioned, and at 

the age of one whole year Joseph set up as an orphan. 

Unfortunately for Joseph the disease which had cut off his parents did not stop at that; it went on and 

extirpated nearly the whole Brownon contingent and its allies by marriage; and those who fled did not return. 

The tradition was broken, the Brownon estates passed into alien hands, and the only Brownons remaining in 
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that place were underground in Oak Hill Cemetery, where, indeed, was a colony of them powerful enough to 

resist the encroachment of surrounding tribes and hold the best part of the grounds. But about the ghost: 

One night, about three years after the death of Hetty Parlow, a number of the young people of Blackburg were 

passing Oak Hill Cemetery in a wagon -- if you have been there you will remember that the road to Greenton 

runs alongside it on the south. They had been attending a May Day festival at Greenton; and that serves to fix 

the date. Altogether there may have been a dozen, and a jolly party they were, considering the legacy of 

gloom left by the town's recent sombre experiences. As they passed the cemetery the man driving suddenly 

reined in his team with an exclamation of surprise. It was sufficiently surprising, no doubt, for just ahead, and 

almost at the roadside, though inside the cemetery, stood the ghost of Hetty Parlow. There could be no doubt 

of it, for she had been personally known to every youth and maiden in the party. That established the thing's 

identity; its character as ghost was signified by all the customary signs -- the shroud, the long, undone hair, 

the 'far-away look' -- everything. This disquieting apparition was stretching out its arms toward the west, as if 

in supplication for the evening star, which, certainly, was an alluring object, though obviously out of reach. 

As they all sat silent (so the story goes) every member of that party of merrymakers -- they had merrymade on 

coffee and lemonade only -- distinctly heard that ghost call the name 'Joey, Joey!' A moment later nothing 

was there. Of course one does not have to believe all that. 

Now, at that moment, as was afterward ascertained, Joey was wandering about in the sagebrush on the 

opposite side of the continent, near Winnemucca, in the State of Nevada. He had been taken to that town by 

some good persons distantly related to his dead father, and by them adopted and tenderly cared for. But on 

that evening the poor child had strayed from home and was lost in the desert. 

His after history is involved in obscurity and has gaps which conjecture alone can fill. It is known that he was 

found by a family of Piute Indians, who kept the little wretch with them for a time and then sold him -- 

actually sold him for money to a woman on one of the east-bound trains, at a station a long way from 

Winnemucca. The woman professed to have made all manner of inquiries, but all in vain: so, being childless 

and a widow, she adopted him herself. At this point of his career Jo seemed to be getting a long way from the 

condition of orphanage; the interposition of a multitude of parents between himself and that woeful state 

promised him a long immunity from its disadvantages. 

Mrs. Darnell, his newest mother, lived in Cleveland, Ohio. But her adopted son did not long remain with her. 

He was seen one afternoon by a policeman, new to that beat, deliberately toddling away from her house, and 

being questioned answered that he was 'a doin' home.' He must have travelled by rail, somehow, for three 

days later he was in the town of Whiteville, which, as you know, is a long way from Blackburg. His clothing 

was in pretty fair condition, but he was sinfully dirty. Unable to give any account of himself he was arrested 

as a vagrant and sentenced to imprisonment in the Infants' Sheltering Home -- where he was washed. 

Jo ran away from the Infants' Sheltering Home at Whiteville -- just took to the woods one day, and the Home 

knew him no more for ever. 

We find him next, or rather get back to him, standing forlorn in the cold autumn rain at a suburban street 

corner in Blackburg; and it seems right to explain now that the raindrops falling upon him there were really 

not dark and gummy; they only failed to make his face and hands less so. Jo was indeed fearfully and 

wonderfully besmirched, as by the hand of an artist. And the forlorn little tramp had no shoes; his feet were 

bare, red, and swollen, and when he walked he limped with both legs. As to clothing -- ah, you would hardly 
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have had the skill to name any single garment that he wore, or say by what magic he kept it upon him. That he 

was cold all over and all through did not admit of a doubt; he knew it himself. Anyone would have been cold 

there that evening; but, for that reason, no one else was there. How Jo came to be there himself, he could not 

for the flickering little life of him have told, even if gifted with a vocabulary exceeding a hundred words. 

From the way he stared about him one could have seen that he had not the faintest notion of where (nor why) 

he was. 

Yet he was not altogether a fool in his day and generation; being cold and hungry, and still able to walk a little 

by bending his knees very much indeed and putting his feet down toes first, he decided to enter one of the 

houses which flanked the street at long intervals and looked so bright and warm. But when he attempted to act 

upon that very sensible decision a burly dog came browsing out and disputed his right. Inexpressibly 

frightened, and believing, no doubt (with some reason, too), that brutes without meant brutality within, he 

hobbled away from all the houses, and with grey, wet fields to right of him and grey, wet fields to left of him -

- with the rain half blinding him and the night coming in mist and darkness, held his way along the road that 

leads to Greenton. That is to say, the road leads those to Greenton who succeed in passing the Oak Hill 

Cemetery. A considerable number every year do not. 

Jo did not. 

They found him there the next morning, very wet, very cold, but no longer hungry. He had apparently entered 

the cemetery gate -- hoping, perhaps, that it led to a house where there was no dog -- and gone blundering 

about in the darkness, falling over many a grave, no doubt, until he had tired of it all and given up. The little 

body lay upon one side, with one soiled cheek upon one soiled hand, the other hand tucked away among the 

rags to make it warm, the other cheek washed clean and white at last, as for a kiss from one of God's great 

angels. It was observed -- though nothing was thought of it at the time, the body being as yet unidentified -- 

that the little fellow was lying upon the grave of Hetty Parlow. The grave, however, had not opened to receive 

him. That is a circumstance which, without actual irreverence, one may wish had been ordered otherwise. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce/short-story/a-baby-tramp 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce/short-story/a-baby-tramp


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

75 

A Baffled Ambuscade 

by Ambrose Bierce 

 

Connecting Readyville and Woodbury was a good, hard turnpike nine or ten miles long. Readyville was an 

outpost of the Federal army at Murfreesboro; Woodbury had the same relation to the Confederate army at 

Tullahoma. For months after the big battle at Stone River these outposts were in constant quarrel, most of the 

trouble occurring, naturally, on the turnpike mentioned, between detachments of cavalry. Sometimes the 

infantry and artillery took a hand in the game by way of showing their goodwill. 

One night a squadron of Federal horse commanded by Major Seidel, a gallant and skillful officer, moved out 

from Readyville on an uncommonly hazardous enterprise requiring secrecy, caution and silence. 

Passing the infantry pickets, the detachment soon afterward approached two cavalry videttes staring hard into 

the darkness ahead. There should have been three. 

"Where is your other man?" said the major. "I ordered Dunning to be here tonight." 

"He rode forward, sir," the man replied. "There was a little firing afterward, but it was a long way to the 

front." 

"It was against orders and against sense for Dunning to do that," said the officer, obviously vexed. "Why did 

he ride forward?" 

"Don't know, sir; he seemed mighty restless. Guess he was skeered." 

When this remarkable reasoner and his companion had been absorbed into the expeditionary force, it resumed 

its advance. Conversation was forbidden; arms and accountrements were denied the right to rattle. The horses 

tramping was all that could be heard and the movement was slow in order to have as little as possible of that. 

It was after midnight and pretty dark, although there was a bit of moon somewhere behind the masses of 

cloud. 

Two or three miles along, the head of the column approached a dense forest of cedars bordering the road on 

both sides. The major commanded a halt by merely halting, and, evidently himself a bit "skeered," rode on 

alone to reconnoiter. He was followed, however, by his adjutant and three troopers, who remained a little 

distance behind and, unseen by him, saw all that occurred. 

After riding about a hundred yards toward the forest, the major suddenly and sharply reined in his horse and 

sat motionless in the saddle. Near the side of the road, in a little open space and hardly ten paces away, stood 

the figure of a man, dimly visible and as motionless as he. The major's first feeling was that of satisfaction in 

having left his cavalcade behind; if this were an enemy and should escape he would have little to report. The 

expedition was as yet undetected. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

76 

Some dark object was dimly discernible at the man's feet; the officer could not make it out. With the instinct 

of the true cavalryman and a particular indisposition to the discharge of firearms, he drew his saber. The man 

on foot made no movement in answer to the challenge. The situation was tense and a bit dramatic. Suddenly 

the moon burst through a rift in the clouds and, himself in the shadow of a group of great oaks, the horseman 

saw the footman clearly, in a patch of white light. It was Trooper Dunning, unarmed and bareheaded. The 

object at his feet resolved itself into a dead horse, and at a right angle across the animal's neck lay a dead man, 

face upward in the moonlight. 

"Dunning has had the fight of his life," thought the major, and was about to ride forward. Dunning raised his 

hand, motioning him back with a gesture of warning; then, lowering the arm, he pointed to the place where 

the road lost itself in the blackness of the cedar forest. 

The major understood, and turning his horse rode back to the little group that had followed him and was 

already moving to the rear in fear of his displeasure, and so returned to the head of his command. 

"Dunning is just ahead there," he said to the captain of his leading company. "He has killed his man and will 

have something to report." 

Right patiently they waited, sabers drawn, but Dunning did not come. In an hour the day broke and the whole 

force moved cautiously forward, its commander not altogether satisfied with his faith in Private Dunning. The 

expedition had failed, but something remained to be done. 

In the little open space off the road they found the fallen horse. At a right angle across the animal's neck face 

upward, a bullet in the brain, lay the body of Trooper Dunning, stiff as a statue, hours dead. 

Examination disclosed abundant evidence that within a half hour the cedar forest had been occupied by a 

strong force of Confederate infantry--an ambuscade. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce/short-story/a-baffled-ambuscade 
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A Bivouac of the Dead 

by Ambrose Bierce 

Away up in the heart of the Allegheny mountains, in Pocahontas county, West Virginia, is a beautiful little 

valley through which flows the east fork of the Greenbrier river. At a point where the valley road intersects 

the old Staunton and Parkersburg turnpike, a famous thoroughfare in its day, is a post office in a farm house. 

The name of the place is Travelers' Repose, for it was once a tavern. Crowning some low hills within a stone's 

throw of the house are long lines of old Confederate fortifications, skilfully designed and so 

well"preserved"that an hour's work by a brigade would put them into serviceable shape for the next civil war. 

This place had its battle--what was called a battle in the"green and salad days"of the great rebellion. A brigade 

of Federal troops, the writer's regiment among them, came over Cheat mountain, fifteen miles to the 

westward, and, stringing its lines across the little valley, felt the enemy all day; and the enemy did a little 

feeling, too. There was a great cannonading, which killed about a dozen on each side; then, finding the place 

too strong for assault, the Federals called the affair a reconnaissance in force, and burying their dead withdrew 

to the more comfortable place whence they had come. Those dead now lie in a beautiful national cemetery at 

Grafton, duly registered, so far as identified, and companioned by other Federal dead gathered from the 

several camps and battlefields of West Virginia. The fallen soldier (the word"hero"appears to be a later 

invention) has such humble honors as it is possible to give. 

His part in all the pomp that fills 

The circuit of the Summer hills 

Is that his grave is green. 

True, more than a half of the green graves in the Grafton cemetery are marked"Unknown,"and sometimes it 

occurs that one thinks of the contradiction involved in"honoring the memory"of him of whom no memory 

remains to honor; but the attempt seems to do no great harm to the living, even to the logical. 

A few hundred yards to the rear of the old Confederate earthworks is a wooded hill. Years ago it was not 

wooded. Here, among the trees and in the undergrowth, are rows of shallow depressions, discoverable by 

removing the accumulated forest leaves. From some of them may be taken (and reverently replaced) small 

thin slabs of the split stone of the country, with rude and reticent inscriptions by comrades. I found only one 

with a date, only one with full names of man and regiment. The entire number found was eight. 

In these forgotten graves rest the Confederate dead--between eighty and one hundred, as nearly as can be 

made out. Some fell in the"battle;"the majority died of disease. Two, only two, have apparently been 

disinterred for reburial at their homes. So neglected and obscure is this campo santo that only he upon whose 

farm it is--the aged postmaster of Travelers' Repose--appears to know about it. Men living within a mile have 

never heard of it. Yet other men must be still living who assisted to lay these Southern soldiers where they 

are, and could identify some of the graves. Is there a man, North or South, who would begrudge the expense 

of giving to these fallen brothers the tribute of green graves? One would rather not think so. True, there are 

several hundreds of such places still discoverable in the track of the great war. All the stronger is the dumb 

demand--the silent plea of these fallen brothers to what is"likest God within the soul." 

They were honest and courageous foemen, having little in common with the political madmen who persuaded 

them to their doom and the literary bearers of false witness in the aftertime. They did not live through the 
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period of honorable strife into the period of vilification--did not pass from the iron age to the brazen--from the 

era of the sword to that of the tongue and pen. Among them is no member of the Southern Historical Society. 

Their valor was not the fury of the non-combatant; they have no voice in the thunder of the civilians and the 

shouting. Not by them are impaired the dignity and infinite pathos of the Lost Cause. Give them, these 

blameless gentlemen, their rightful part in all the pomp that fills the circuit of the summer hills. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce/short-story/a-bivouac-of-the-dead 
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Agnes Giberne's The Story of the Sun, Moon, and Stars (1898) 

 

Agnes Giberne, The Story of the Sun, Moon, and Stars (Cincinnati: National Book Company, 1898). 

On a frosty East Midlands morning, when Agnes Giberne was but seven or eight years old, she asked her 

father why it wasn’t warmer. She already knew, after all, that the Sun was some three million miles nearer in 

winter than during the summer months. Sitting across from a roaring fire in the hearth, her father pointed to a 

fly on his knee and replied with his own question: “See — if that fly were one inch nearer to the fire, would it 

feel any hotter?” 

 
 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

80 

Distance — immeasurable, humbling, stupefying distance — is the leitmotif of Agnes Giberne’s 1879 Sun, 

Moon, and Stars: A Book for Beginners. This text is less a Victorian astronomy primer than the foundation for 

a phenomenological star wisdom. Remaining in print for nearly a century, it remains a compelling narrative 

that transports us to the most remote astral bodies, but also quickens every reader’s lost seven-year-old 

sensibility that the universe was made to be brought within one’s humble yet unbounded reach. The method 

of her father’s koan-like response — simple, striking analogy — would become Giberne’s own foolproof 

method to ask immense questions about the Earth’s history, atmosphere, oceans, vegetation, and, especially, 

the starry heavens above. 

The answer to her book’s opening question (“What is this earth, of ours?”) promises that no matter how 

immense and incomprehensible it may appear, Earth is “Something very great — and yet something very 

little. Something very great, compared with the things upon the earth; something very little, compared with 

the things outside the earth.” Employing always the inclusive “we” in her wide-ranging narrative, Giberne’s 

poetic voice swings gently between wide-eyed wonder and hard-nosed empiricism. She compasses the Earth 

as one sibling in the solar system “family”, embraces each planet as a beautiful and mysterious bosom friend, 

and rocks the reader not to sleep but to wakefulness in the Cosmos. 

 

When Sun, Moon and Stars appeared in 1879, Agnes Giberne had published thirty-five works of Victorian 

evangelical fiction. In the original and subsequent editions until 1898, when it was repackaged as The Story of 

the Sun, Moon, and Stars, each chapter came prefaced by Bible passages, with God’s hand everywhere 

invoked. This was hardly a contradiction. For years, Giberne had carried on a lively correspondence about 

how to reconcile Biblical miracles and modern natural science’s materialist gospel with University of Oxford 

observatory director Charles Pritchard, who wrote an admiring preface for Giberne’s pioneering venture: a 

layperson’s guide to astronomical science. 

Despite its title’s inviting offer of a “story”, the 1898 edition featured-above — while retaining nearly the 

entirety of Giberne’s 1879 narrative, with “Copious Additions” of wonderful silhouette woodcuts — is 

recognizably more modern and more “scientific”. Revisions include new sections on the technology of stellar 

photography, a capsule history of (male) astronomers, and the deletion of all the Biblical passages and half of 

the enthusiastic outbursts acknowledging God’s benevolent intelligence. One feels in the arc of these changes 

the process of celestial disenchantment that was accelerating as the nineteenth century closed. In 1898 the 

world’s attention turned to speculation about life on Mars and the Moon, fueling both literary fantasy and 

astronomical exploration. Agnes Giberne’s goal — to foster soulful intimacy with the solar system and the 

stars beyond through perceptual practice and pedagogy — gave way instead to a largely alienating, 

technologically-driven, and competitive professional astronomy, increasingly inaccessible to interested 

amateurs. Reading her wonderful book now, in any edition, one returns to a lost world: the forgotten cosmos 

of childlike curiosity. 

Text by Kevin Dann 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/story-of-sun-moon-stars   

https://books.google.fi/books?id=bjQDAAAAQAAJ&newbks=1&newbks_redir=0&pg=PR3#v=onepage&q&f=false
https://archive.org/details/sunmoonandstars00gibegoog/page/n9/mode/2up
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/martian-canal-maps
https://publicdomainreview.org/contributor/kevin-dann
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/story-of-sun-moon-stars
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A Cold Greeting 

by Ambrose Bierce 

 

This is a story told by the late Benson Foley of San Francisco: 

"In the summer of 1881 I met a man named James H. Conway, a resident of Franklin, Tennessee. He was 

visiting San Francisco for his health, deluded man, and brought me a note of introduction from Mr. Lawrence 

Barting. I had known Barting as a captain in the Federal army during the civil war. At its close he had settled 

in Franklin, and in time became, I had reason to think, somewhat prominent as a lawyer. Barting had always 

seemed to me an honorable and truthful man, and the warm friendship which he expressed in his note for Mr. 

Conway was to me sufficient evidence that the latter was in every way worthy of my confidence and esteem. 

At dinner one day Conway told me that it had been solemnly agreed between him and Barting that the one 

who died first should, if possible, communicate with the other from beyond the grave, in some unmistakable 

way--just how, they had left (wisely, it seemed to me) to be decided by the deceased, according to the 

opportunities that his altered circumstances might present. 

"A few weeks after the conversation in which Mr. Conway spoke of this agreement, I met him one day, 

walking slowly down Montgomery street, apparently, from his abstracted air, in deep thought. He greeted me 

coldly with merely a movement of the head and passed on, leaving me standing on the walk, with half-

proffered hand, surprised and naturally somewhat piqued. The next day I met him again in the office of the 

Palace Hotel, and seeing him about to repeat the disagreeable performance of the day before, intercepted him 

in a doorway, with a friendly salutation, and bluntly requested an explanation of his altered manner. He 

hesitated a moment; then, looking me frankly in the eyes, said: 

"'I do not think, Mr. Foley, that I have any longer a claim to your friendship, since Mr. Barting appears to 

have withdrawn his own from me--for what reason, I protest I do not know. If he has not already informed 

you he probably will do so.' 

"'But,' I replied, 'I have not heard from Mr. Barting.' 

"'Heard from him!' he repeated, with apparent surprise. 'Why, he is here. I met him yesterday ten minutes 

before meeting you. I gave you exactly the same greeting that he gave me. I met him again not a quarter of an 

hour ago, and his manner was precisely the same: he merely bowed and passed on. I shall not soon forget 

your civility to me. Good morning, or--as it may please you--farewell.' 

"All this seemed to me singularly considerate and delicate behavior on the part of Mr. Conway. 

"As dramatic situations and literary effects are foreign to my purpose I will explain at once that Mr. Barting 

was dead. He had died in Nashville four days before this conversation. Calling on Mr. Conway, I apprised 

him of our friend's death, showing him the letters announcing it. He was visibly affected in a way that forbade 

me to entertain a doubt of his sincerity. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce
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"'It seems incredible,' he said, after a period of reflection. 'I suppose I must have mistaken another man for 

Barting, and that man's cold greeting was merely a stranger's civil acknowledgment of my own. I remember, 

indeed, that he lacked Barting's mustache.' 

"'Doubtless it was another man,' I assented; and the subject was never afterward mentioned between us. But I 

had in my pocket a photograph of Barting, which had been inclosed in the letter from his widow. It had been 

taken a week before his death, and was without a mustache." 

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce/short-story/a-cold-greeting 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/ambrose-bierce/short-story/a-cold-greeting
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In the fall of 2020, Elizabeth Johnson lived in a historic fire spotter’s cabin in West 

Virginia’s Monongahela National Forest — a wild and mysterious place. During her 

monthlong stay, she learned about survival, meeting nature on its own terms, and tackling 

loneliness.   

 

Story by ELIZABETH JOHNSON | Photographs by STEPHEN COOK 
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June 7, 2022 

On the day I arrived in West Virginia, district ranger Yvonne Rice took me on a driving tour. A 

longtime employee of the U.S. Forest Service, Yvonne was relaxed and chatty as she whipped the truck 

around the mountain curves, and the combination of her driving and the hot breath behind my face mask 

meant my only focus was on not throwing up. I caught snippets of the orientation she provided from the 

driver’s seat — rattlesnakes would be lethargic, but more aggressive as the weather got colder; at one 

convenience store we passed, I should never eat the barbecue, at another, the hot dogs. Watch for snakes, 

avoid gas station pork, and please don’t let me throw up on my first day. I could do this. 

We started up the mountain toward Hopkins Cabin, and from the passenger-side window, I watched the 

narrow dirt road drop steeply off into the valley. We barely squeezed past the parked trucks of bear hunters, 

our wheels skirting the edge of the drop-off. “It’s chase season,” Yvonne told me. 

Chase them where? I thought. 
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It was October 2020, and I had taken a position caretaking Hopkins Mountain Fireman’s Cabin, a historic fire 

tower observer’s cabin in the Monongahela National Forest. The Monongahela comprises almost 1 million 

acres of protected forest blanketing the mountain ranges on the eastern edge of West Virginia. The cabin itself 

was not much to admire — just a 14-by-13-foot gable-roofed room with a small concrete front porch. But the 

view from the porch — an eastern-facing vista of layered mountain ranges, nesting together far into Virginia 

— was breathtaking. 

October was poised to be a difficult month. Between the election and the pandemic, America was fragile and 

volatile, and mountaintop isolation seemed like both a responsible action and a means of self-preservation. 

If America was a nation on fire, then what better place to observe the blaze? 

This monthlong posting with the U.S. Forest Service was part of a year I had taken away from teaching. I 

would tell people I was on sabbatical, but sabbatical implies that you have some kind of reentry plan, and I 

didn’t. I found the position in August on volunteer.gov, a website posting volunteer opportunities available in 

national parks and on public lands. Light renovation, painting, and general upkeep needed for the month of 

October at the historic Hopkins Cabin, the description read. I applied immediately and called to follow up the 

next day. 
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We are the landscapes we know, and everything else is foreign territory. I’ve lived my life at sea level, 

anchored in the marshes of eastern Virginia. And while I’d like to say I went to the woods for inspiration, or 

extended periods of uninterrupted silence, I really went to the woods just to see if I could. 

I need to know I can rely on myself, I told a friend, who wondered why I couldn’t learn self-reliance 

somewhere with running water. 

 

The Hopkins Mountain Fireman’s Cabin is a historic 14-by-13-foot fire tower observer’s cabin in the 

Monongahela National Forest. The fire tower, cabin, and mountain road were built by the Civilian 

Conservation Corps in 1935. 

The road to Hopkins Cabin was about 5 miles, but on that first drive with Yvonne, it felt endless. Who was 

this person who wanted this posting? Where was she now? The last few hundred yards lay behind a locked 

gate, which had been installed years earlier to keep hunters and the occasional group of high school partyers 

from accessing the property. If you’d survived the drive up there, I wasn’t sure how a five-minute walk would 

be a deterrent, but Yvonne dutifully unlocked the gate and we drove through. 

I moved into the cabin on a Friday afternoon, as a rain started that lasted all weekend. After we brought my 

car up the mountain, Yvonne gave me the keys to the gate and a Forest Service radio, then drove out, locking 

the gate behind her. 
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It was early October, and the pandemic was teaching all of us about isolation and self-reliance. Even so, as 

Yvonne drove away and evening set in, I saw my new solitude blanket the landscape. I could almost reach my 

hands out and touch it. 

I put my propane stove on the porch and rested my back against the cabin wall, watching the rain fall into the 

forest and trying to pretend I was in a meditation app. But these woods, these mountains, this place, it was all 

foreign territory, and I was taking careful steps. That first night, I lay awake on the bottom bunk, unsettling 

myself with my own shallow breathing. I suppose I was afraid, but I’d like to think a part of me was curious. 

I’d had plenty of nights in tents, often by myself, so what was this new level of silence? Why did I feel so 

much more alone?  

 
No one told me the Forest Service radio would go off every morning at 7 a.m., which, since I had finally 

fallen asleep only a few hours earlier, startled me awake and into a state of sleepy panic. Was something 

happening? Did they need me? Should I reply? Days later, more accustomed to the West Virginia drawl, I 
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realized the radio operator came on each day to wish everyone a good morning and announce the weather 

report. Had I replied, it would have gone out across all U.S. Forest Service radios in the Monongahela, which 

would have been even worse than throwing up in Yvonne’s truck. But I didn’t have time to consider replying, 

as right after the radio announcement, I heard a knock at my door.  

I thought about the bear hunters. I thought about every movie I’d ever seen that involved a cabin far out in the 

woods. I had a brief fantasy about those camera doorbells or even a hotel-style peephole. I was clueless, 

unarmed, unsure if radio correspondence had been trying to warn me of something — and also, in my 

pajamas. I opened the door.  

A man in his 60s wearing full rain gear and smoking a cigarette was standing at the bottom of the porch steps. 

His name was Mike, although I didn’t know that yet.  

“You survived!” he said.  

He added something about getting started next week, then turned and headed back down the mountain.  
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‘Meeting Nature on Its Terms’ 

 

In the early days of my caretaking, when the supplies for the cabin were still on order, I spent most of 

my daylight hours on the trails in the Big Draft Wilderness, the area that begins at the bottom of the 

mountain. At the lower elevations, the Big Draft was thick with moss and fern that grew in the cold mist 

from the creek, and glossy rhododendrons made tunnels over the trails. I climbed switchbacks that led to long 

ridge tops and scanned the bare forest for the yellow shock of witch hazel in bloom. 

Alone out on those trails, it was easy to believe that the forest was my co-conspirator. Even the language on 

the map to the Big Draft Wilderness seemed to speak to my goals: “The Forest [Service] manages wilderness 

to offer visitors challenge, discovery, and self-reliance. ... We therefore manage these areas for the protection 

of the resource, not for visitor comfort or convenience. This enables you to meet nature on its terms, not 

modify it to suit your own. ... In most cases, you will have to get yourself out of whatever predicament you 

get yourself into.” 

I thought a lot about my own predicament in those woods. I thought about my paused teaching career, my 

ambivalence in returning to it, and the fact that after this month, I had no idea where I was headed. In my 

weeks of hiking those trails, the only other person I ever encountered was a poet and English professor at a 

local college. I remember thinking, Good one, Monongahela. 

When the paint showed up, Mike reappeared. He worked with the Forest Service as a part of its retiree 

program, and he’d lived his life in these mountains. Mike was generous and kind and had a high tolerance for 

answering my questions. 

The owls that hooted from the trees every night at dusk? Great horned owls. The purple flowers that grew 

along the mountain roads? Chicory. 

The shotgun shells I would regularly find in the woods? Squirrel hunters. 

Squirrel hunters? 

I was holding a ladder for Mike when he spouted off a list of things he loved to cook out of squirrel meat: 

squirrel gravy and biscuits, fried squirrel legs, squirrel salad. 

“You know, I wouldn’t even know how to start cooking a squirrel,” I said, trying to contribute to the 

conversation. 

To which Mike replied, “Well, first, you’re gonna get yourself a pot of boiling water ... ” 
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A pedestrian suspension bridge, located in the northernmost section of the Big Draft Wilderness, passes over 

Anthony Creek. 

It wasn’t just squirrels. Black bears were thick in the forest, and every morning I sat on the porch with my 

coffee and listened as the hunters and hound dogs chased them through the trees. Yvonne had told me the 

bears would break the cabin windows if I didn’t keep all the smells under control, so I took to storing my 

trash in the concrete block that surrounded the pit toilet, about 20 yards from the cabin. Every night I’d have 

the same internal debate about going outside — but then I’d put on my headlamp and head into the night to 

stash my trash and spit out my toothpaste. 

When I felt most alone up there, I tried to imagine the many people who had made it a home before I bumbled 

in. The fire tower, the cabin, and the mountain road were all built by the Civilian Conservation Corps in 1935, 

but of course folks had been using the mountain long before the structures were in place. An Indigenous 

Native American community was located west of the cabin, just outside the boundary of the Monongahela, 

and the trail spiraling down the mountain is believed to have prehistoric roots. The historical documents I 

found in the cabin also noted that the trail was used heavily by traders in the 18th and 19th centuries and that 

“The Civil War Trail,” as it came to be known, was used by rapidly retreating Confederate troops during the 

Battle of Droop Mountain. 
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And yet, despite all the characters I could have summoned to keep me company, the one I wondered the most 

about was Edgar Hull. Lookout Edgar Hull lived in the cabin in the 1960s, inheriting the job from his father, 

who had spent 11 years as the Hopkins fire tower lookout. I knew this only because Mike gave me a copy of 

the 1963 Sports Illustrated article that profiled Hull, providing extensive details on how to track a fire and 

maddeningly few on the life he led between blazes. I wanted to know him, this person who had inherited how 

to be at home up here. I don’t know if Edgar Hull was the last person to serve as lookout, but the 

Forest Service dismantled the fire tower in 1979, although they left the original concrete piers that mark the 

tower’s footprint. 

One of the largest tasks I had was to scrape and repaint the entire exterior of the cabin in brown and white to 

match the original 1935 construction. The paint names were “Heavy Cream” and “Milk Chocolate,” and I 

couldn’t help but imagine some Brothers Grimm style of transubstantiation as I globbed it on the exterior. 

 

 

‘Whatever Predicament You Get Yourself Into’ 

 

It was rumored that you could buy a $50 permit to go Bigfoot hunting in the Monongahela. 
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“So, it’s a fundraiser?” I asked Mike as we ate our sandwiches at the picnic table, admiring our half-finished 

paint job. 

Mike gave me the look I’d become accustomed to, as though he were trying to sort out exactly how I had 

arrived here, or if I’d recently sustained a head injury. On my trips into town for supplies, I’d see cans of beer 

adorned with Sasquatch and Mothman illustrations. I knew they were a part of West Virginia lore — what I 

didn’t know was that the Big Draft was a prime spot for those looking to hunt them. 

A few nights later — teeth brushed, trash locked inside the toilet — I was reading in the bottom bunk when I 

heard scratching and rustling that sounded like mice. There were so many mice. But then I started to hear 

chewing; it sounded like something was taking bites out of my candy cabin from the outside. I had the strange 

calm of knowing I would have to figure this out myself, the luxury of panic left to those with the hope of 

someone else to turn to. 

I got up and turned on all the lights to scare it away, but the chewing just got louder. It was the distinct sound 

of teeth or claws gnashing into the wooden exterior. Did raccoons have big teeth? Did black bears eat wood 

siding? I got a broom and banged the handle as hard as I could against the wall that was being chewed. It kept 

chewing. I certainly wasn’t going outside, so I did the only other thing I knew to do: I just got back in my 

bunk bed and pulled up the covers, a $50 permit suddenly seeming like a deal. 

I loved the company and conversation during workdays at the cabin, when Mike and Yvonne would bring a 

group of folks to help — sometimes a fire team waiting on an assignment or AmeriCorps members or park 

rangers from another district. But most days I was on my own, painting or clearing brush or spreading gravel, 

marking the time with whatever I could find on the radio. 

I paid no attention to the forecast. If I didn’t catch the radio broadcast at 7 a.m., or if that particular dispatcher 

had an accent that escaped my limited understanding, I just looked out over the clearing and hoped for the 

best. I loved to push my grocery supply to the edge before restocking, so I was pondering maple syrup as a 

dinnertime quesadilla ingredient when I heard Yvonne come across the radio. Huge storm coming ... base of 

the mountain would certainly flood ... the cabin should be OK, but the mountain road might wash out. If it 

did, it could be days before they could get up to check on me. 

You will have to get yourself out of whatever predicament you get yourself into. I wasted valuable daylight as 

I sat outside on the porch and thought about self-reliance, about times when you need things to be hard, but 

also knowing when to let them be easy. It was dark and already pouring when I packed some essentials into 

the car, and I drove through the night to my brother and sister-in-law’s house in Baltimore. 
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The view from Hopkins Cabin overlooks surrounding mountains in the Monongahela National Forest. 

Elizabeth Johnson writes, “ … the view from the porch — an eastern-facing vista of layered mountain ranges, 

nesting together far into Virginia — was breathtaking.” 

When I returned a few days later, the temperatures had dropped and, like an idiot, I didn’t start up the 

mountain until after nightfall. Edgar Hull would have anticipated needing daylight. Edgar Hull would have 

realized the fallacy in returning to our isolated mountain cabin after a huge storm assuming everything would 

be fine. 

Halfway up the mountain, the storm had dropped a tree, blocking the road. The leafy top and its branches 

dangled over the drop-off. It was Sunday night, and I knew my radio call was just echoing through empty 

government-issued pickup trucks. So I bundled up, using anything I could find in the car to hack off limbs — 

my headlights blaring as I twisted and pulled at the tree with stinging hands until it was light enough to push 

aside. I jumped out when I finally inched my car past the tree, eager to take in the fact that I had been the one 

to move it. I looked up at the sky triumphantly, and then silently prayed the roof was still on the cabin. 
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A week after the storm, two good friends came to visit for a night and camped down at the edge of Big Draft. 

The fog was so thick it hung heavy at the lowest elevations, and it was impossible to even imagine the view 

from the cabin or the steepness of the mountain road or the expanse of stars you could see over the clearing. I 

was almost desperate for them to stay until the fog cleared; I needed them to watch the sunrise light up the 

mountains. You can’t begin to see this place if you don’t see that, I wanted to tell them. But instead, we hiked 

along the creek and listened to the owls around the campfire. We drank beers with Mothman and Sasquatch 

on the cans, and I got to feel at home in a place with people who felt like home. And yet I couldn’t help but be 

sad when we woke up in the morning. The fog was still thick, and they had to leave after breakfast. 

In my last week at the cabin, I started sleeping outside in my tent so I could watch the night sky and wake up 

as soon as the first light peeked over the mountains. Sleeping outside made me feel like I was missing less, 

somehow. Sleeping outside made me feel less alone.  

 

Yvonne and Mike and I had a cookout at the cabin on my last workday, tending the campfire as we sank the 

lantern post and tamped the last of the gravel for the tent pad. It was a few days after the presidential election, 

and no one spoke a word about it. We talked instead about our favorite stretches of the Greenbrier River and 

debated the best hot dog condiments. Before they left, Yvonne and Mike gave me a pocket knife and a 
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Smokey the Bear coffee mug. The next morning, I packed up my car, locked the gate behind me, and braved 

the mountain road one last time. 

I don’t know if the month in the cabin made me braver or more self-reliant or even any better at being alone. I 

wanted to feel different on that last drive down the mountain, but the landscape had become too familiar. The 

only change I could register was that autumn had fallen completely from the trees, and the woods were quiet, 

as if anticipating snow. 

 

 

 

Elizabeth Johnson is a writer and educator based in Richmond, Virginia. 
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Stephen Cook is a Georgia-based traveler, adventurer, and photographer. By shifting his focus away from 

the camera gear and scene planning and toward the experiences themselves, he has been able to capture 

genuine, candid moments of exploration and nature. He hopes to inspire a sense of adventure in his viewers 

— to instill a healthy level of restlessness. Just enough to reject being satisfied by images on a screen and to 

aim beyond yesterday’s comfort zone. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/less-alone-hopkins-cabin-monongahela-national-

forest?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6-03%20-

%20Fri.%20Less%20Alone%20%28Ut6pMG%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/less-alone-hopkins-cabin-monongahela-national-forest?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6-03%20-%20Fri.%20Less%20Alone%20%28Ut6pMG%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/less-alone-hopkins-cabin-monongahela-national-forest?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=6-03%20-%20Fri.%20Less%20Alone%20%28Ut6pMG%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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Rewriting the history books: Why the Vikings left Greenland 

 

View image credit & caption 

Research News 

Rewriting the history books: Why the Vikings left Greenland 

April 28, 2022 

 

Increasing aridity contributed to Norse abandonment of settlements in the 15th century 

One of the great mysteries of late medieval history is why the Norse, who established successful settlements 

in southern Greenland in 985, abandoned them in the early 15th century. 

The consensus view has long been that the colder temperatures of the Little Ice Age helped make the colonies 

unsustainable. However, new research, led by scientists at the University of Massachusetts Amherst and 

published in Science Advances, upends that theory. It wasn't dropping temperatures that helped drive the 

Norse from Greenland, but drought. The research was supported by the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/rewriting-history-books-why-vikings-left-greenland#hero-credit-caption
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-76436017a832ff87c5656dcc9f?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.umass.edu%2Fnews%2Farticle%2Frewriting-history-books-why-vikings-left-greenland&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Frewriting-history-books-why-vikings-left-greenland
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-76436017a832ff87c5656dcc9f?external_url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.science.org%2Fdoi%2F10.1126%2Fsciadv.abm4346&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Frewriting-history-books-why-vikings-left-greenland
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1602973&HistoricalAwards=false
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"The team found no substantial temperature changes, but found a persistent drying period," says Colene 

Haffke, a program director in NSF's Office of Polar Programs. 

When the Norse thrived in Greenland in what they called the Eastern Settlement in 985, they made their way 

by clearing the land of shrubs and planting grass as pasture for their livestock. The population of the Eastern 

Settlement peaked at around 2,000 inhabitants but collapsed quickly about 400 years later. 

For decades, anthropologists, historians and scientists have thought the Eastern Settlement's demise was due 

to the onset of the Little Ice Age -- a period of exceptionally cold weather, particularly in the North Atlantic, 

that made agricultural life in Greenland untenable. 

However, as Raymond Bradley, a geoscientist at the University of Massachusetts Amherst and one of the 

paper's co-authors, points out, before this study, there were no data from the actual site of the Viking 

settlements. 

Instead, the ice core data previous studies had used to reconstruct historical temperatures in Greenland were 

taken from a location that was more than 1,000 kilometers to the north and more than 2,000 meters higher in 

elevation. "We wanted to study how climate had varied close to the Norse farms themselves," says Bradley. 

The results were surprising. 

Bradley and his colleagues traveled to a lake called Lake 578, which is adjacent to a former Norse farm and 

close to one of the largest groups of farms in the Eastern Settlement. There, they spent three years gathering 

sediment samples from the lake, a continuous record for the past 2,000 years. 

It turns out that Norse farmers had to overwinter their livestock on stored food, and even in a good year the 

animals were often so weak they had to be carried to the fields once the snow melted in the spring. Under 

such conditions, the consequences of drought would have been severe. An extended drought, on top of other 

economic and social pressures, may have tipped the balance just enough to make the Eastern Settlement 

unsustainable. 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/rewriting-history-books-why-vikings-left-greenland 
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A Predicament 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

What chance, good lady, hath bereft you thus? 

--COMUS. 

IT was a quiet and still afternoon when I strolled forth in the goodly city of Edina. The confusion and bustle 

in the streets were terrible. Men were talking. Women were screaming. Children were choking. Pigs were 

whistling. Carts they rattled. Bulls they bellowed. Cows they lowed. Horses they neighed. Cats they 

caterwauled. Dogs they danced. Danced! Could it then be possible? Danced! Alas, thought I, my dancing days 

are over! Thus it is ever. What a host of gloomy recollections will ever and anon be awakened in the mind of 

genius and imaginative contemplation, especially of a genius doomed to the everlasting and eternal, and 

continual, and, as one might say, the -- continued -- yes, the continued and continuous, bitter, harassing, 

disturbing, and, if I may be allowed the expression, the very disturbing influence of the serene, and godlike, 

and heavenly, and exalted, and elevated, and purifying effect of what may be rightly termed the most 

enviable, the most truly enviable -- nay! the most benignly beautiful, the most deliciously ethereal, and, as it 

were, the most pretty (if I may use so bold an expression) thing (pardon me, gentle reader!) in the world -- but 

I am always led away by my feelings. In such a mind, I repeat, what a host of recollections are stirred up by a 

trifle! The dogs danced! I -- I could not! They frisked -- I wept. They capered -- I sobbed aloud. Touching 

circumstances! which cannot fail to bring to the recollection of the classical reader that exquisite passage in 

relation to the fitness of things, which is to be found in the commencement of the third volume of that 

admirable and venerable Chinese novel the Jo-Go-Slow. 

In my solitary walk through, the city I had two humble but faithful companions. Diana, my poodle! sweetest 

of creatures! She had a quantity of hair over her one eye, and a blue ribband tied fashionably around her neck. 

Diana was not more than five inches in height, but her head was somewhat bigger than her body, and her tail 

being cut off exceedingly close, gave an air of injured innocence to the interesting animal which rendered her 

a favorite with all. 

And Pompey, my negro! -- sweet Pompey! how shall I ever forget thee? I had taken Pompey's arm. He was 

three feet in height (I like to be particular) and about seventy, or perhaps eighty, years of age. He had bow-

legs and was corpulent. His mouth should not be called small, nor his ears short. His teeth, however, were like 

pearl, and his large full eyes were deliciously white. Nature had endowed him with no neck, and had placed 

his ankles (as usual with that race) in the middle of the upper portion of the feet. He was clad with a striking 

simplicity. His sole garments were a stock of nine inches in height, and a nearly -- new drab overcoat which 

had formerly been in the service of the tall, stately, and illustrious Dr. Moneypenny. It was a good overcoat. It 

was well cut. It was well made. The coat was nearly new. Pompey held it up out of the dirt with both hands. 

There were three persons in our party, and two of them have already been the subject of remark. There was a 

third -- that person was myself. I am the Signora Psyche Zenobia. I am not Suky Snobbs. My appearance is 

commanding. On the memorable occasion of which I speak I was habited in a crimson satin dress, with a sky-

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

101 

blue Arabian mantelet. And the dress had trimmings of green agraffas, and seven graceful flounces of the 

orange-colored auricula. I thus formed the third of the party. There was the poodle. There was Pompey. There 

was myself. We were three. Thus it is said there were originally but three Furies -- Melty, Nimmy, and Hetty -

- Meditation, Memory, and Fiddling. 

Leaning upon the arm of the gallant Pompey, and attended at a respectable distance by Diana, I proceeded 

down one of the populous and very pleasant streets of the now deserted Edina. On a sudden, there presented 

itself to view a church -- a Gothic cathedral -- vast, venerable, and with a tall steeple, which towered into the 

sky. What madness now possessed me? Why did I rush upon my fate? I was seized with an uncontrollable 

desire to ascend the giddy pinnacle, and then survey the immense extent of the city. The door of the cathedral 

stood invitingly open. My destiny prevailed. I entered the ominous archway. Where then was my guardian 

angel? -- if indeed such angels there be. If! Distressing monosyllable! what world of mystery, and meaning, 

and doubt, and uncertainty is there involved in thy two letters! I entered the ominous archway! I entered; and, 

without injury to my orange-colored auriculas, I passed beneath the portal, and emerged within the vestibule. 

Thus it is said the immense river Alfred passed, unscathed, and unwetted, beneath the sea. 

I thought the staircase would never have an end. Round! Yes, they went round and up, and round and up and 

round and up, until I could not help surmising, with the sagacious Pompey, upon whose supporting arm I 

leaned in all the confidence of early affection -- I could not help surmising that the upper end of the 

continuous spiral ladder had been accidentally, or perhaps designedly, removed. I paused for breath; and, in 

the meantime, an accident occurred of too momentous a nature in a moral, and also in a metaphysical point of 

view, to be passed over without notice. It appeared to me -- indeed I was quite confident of the fact -- I could 

not be mistaken -- no! I had, for some moments, carefully and anxiously observed the motions of my Diana -- 

I say that I could not be mistaken -- Diana smelt a rat! At once I called Pompey's attention to the subject, and 

he -- he agreed with me. There was then no longer any reasonable room for doubt. The rat had been smelled -- 

and by Diana. Heavens! shall I ever forget the intense excitement of the moment? Alas! what is the boasted 

intellect of man? The rat! -- it was there -- that is to say, it was somewhere. Diana smelled the rat. I -- I could 

not! Thus it is said the Prussian Isis has, for some persons, a sweet and very powerful perfume, while to others 

it is perfectly scentless. 

The staircase had been surmounted, and there were now only three or four more upward steps intervening 

between us and the summit. We still ascended, and now only one step remained. One step! One little, little 

step! Upon one such little step in the great staircase of human life how vast a sum of human happiness or 

misery depends! I thought of myself, then of Pompey, and then of the mysterious and inexplicable destiny 

which surrounded us. I thought of Pompey! -- alas, I thought of love! I thought of my many false steps which 

have been taken, and may be taken again. I resolved to be more cautious, more reserved. I abandoned the arm 

of Pompey, and, without his assistance, surmounted the one remaining step, and gained the chamber of the 

belfry. I was followed immediately afterward by my poodle. Pompey alone remained behind. I stood at the 

head of the staircase, and encouraged him to ascend. He stretched forth to me his hand, and unfortunately in 

so doing was forced to abandon his firm hold upon the overcoat. Will the gods never cease their persecution? 

The overcoat is dropped, and, with one of his feet, Pompey stepped upon the long and trailing skirt of the 

overcoat. He stumbled and fell -- this consequence was inevitable. He fell forward, and, with his accursed 

head, striking me full in the -- in the breast, precipitated me headlong, together with himself, upon the hard, 

filthy, and detestable floor of the belfry. But my revenge was sure, sudden, and complete. Seizing him 

furiously by the wool with both hands, I tore out a vast quantity of black, and crisp, and curling material, and 

tossed it from me with every manifestation of disdain. It fell among the ropes of the belfry and remained. 
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Pompey arose, and said no word. But he regarded me piteously with his large eyes and -- sighed. Ye Gods -- 

that sigh! It sunk into my heart. And the hair -- the wool! Could I have reached that wool I would have bathed 

it with my tears, in testimony of regret. But alas! it was now far beyond my grasp. As it dangled among the 

cordage of the bell, I fancied it alive. I fancied that it stood on end with indignation. Thus the happy-dandy 

Flos Aeris of Java bears, it is said, a beautiful flower, which will live when pulled up by the roots. The natives 

suspend it by a cord from the ceiling and enjoy its fragrance for years. 

Our quarrel was now made up, and we looked about the room for an aperture through which to survey the city 

of Edina. Windows there were none. The sole light admitted into the gloomy chamber proceeded from a 

square opening, about a foot in diameter, at a height of about seven feet from the floor. Yet what will the 

energy of true genius not effect? I resolved to clamber up to this hole. A vast quantity of wheels, pinions, and 

other cabalistic -- looking machinery stood opposite the hole, close to it; and through the hole there passed an 

iron rod from the machinery. Between the wheels and the wall where the hole lay there was barely room for 

my body -- yet I was desperate, and determined to persevere. I called Pompey to my side. 

"You perceive that aperture, Pompey. I wish to look through it. You will stand here just beneath the hole -- so. 

Now, hold out one of your hands, Pompey, and let me step upon it -- thus. Now, the other hand, Pompey, and 

with its aid I will get upon your shoulders." 

He did every thing I wished, and I found, upon getting up, that I could easily pass my head and neck through 

the aperture. The prospect was sublime. Nothing could be more magnificent. I merely paused a moment to bid 

Diana behave herself, and assure Pompey that I would be considerate and bear as lightly as possible upon his 

shoulders. I told him I would be tender of his feelings -- ossi tender que beefsteak. Having done this justice to 

my faithful friend, I gave myself up with great zest and enthusiasm to the enjoyment of the scene which so 

obligingly spread itself out before my eyes. 

Upon this subject, however, I shall forbear to dilate. I will not describe the city of Edinburgh. Every one has 

been to the city of Edinburgh. Every one has been to Edinburgh -- the classic Edina. I will confine myself to 

the momentous details of my own lamentable adventure. Having, in some measure, satisfied my curiosity in 

regard to the extent, situation, and general appearance of the city, I had leisure to survey the church in which I 

was, and the delicate architecture of the steeple. I observed that the aperture through which I had thrust my 

head was an opening in the dial-plate of a gigantic clock, and must have appeared, from the street, as a large 

key-hole, such as we see in the face of the French watches. No doubt the true object was to admit the arm of 

an attendant, to adjust, when necessary, the hands of the clock from within. I observed also, with surprise, the 

immense size of these hands, the longest of which could not have been less than ten feet in length, and, where 

broadest, eight or nine inches in breadth. They were of solid steel apparently, and their edges appeared to be 

sharp. Having noticed these particulars, and some others, I again turned my eyes upon the glorious prospect 

below, and soon became absorbed in contemplation. 

From this, after some minutes, I was aroused by the voice of Pompey, who declared that he could stand it no 

longer, and requested that I would be so kind as to come down. This was unreasonable, and I told him so in a 

speech of some length. He replied, but with an evident misunderstanding of my ideas upon the subject. I 

accordingly grew angry, and told him in plain words, that he was a fool, that he had committed an ignoramus 

e-clench-eye, that his notions were mere insommary Bovis, and his words little better than an 

ennemywerrybor'em. With this he appeared satisfied, and I resumed my contemplations. 
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It might have been half an hour after this altercation when, as I was deeply absorbed in the heavenly scenery 

beneath me, I was startled by something very cold which pressed with a gentle pressure on the back of my 

neck. It is needless to say that I felt inexpressibly alarmed. I knew that Pompey was beneath my feet, and that 

Diana was sitting, according to my explicit directions, upon her hind legs, in the farthest corner of the room. 

What could it be? Alas! I but too soon discovered. Turning my head gently to one side, I perceived, to my 

extreme horror, that the huge, glittering, scimetar-like minute-hand of the clock had, in the course of its 

hourly revolution, descended upon my neck. There was, I knew, not a second to be lost. I pulled back at once 

-- but it was too late. There was no chance of forcing my head through the mouth of that terrible trap in which 

it was so fairly caught, and which grew narrower and narrower with a rapidity too horrible to be conceived. 

The agony of that moment is not to be imagined. I threw up my hands and endeavored, with all my strength, 

to force upward the ponderous iron bar. I might as well have tried to lift the cathedral itself. Down, down, 

down it came, closer and yet closer. I screamed to Pompey for aid; but he said that I had hurt his feelings by 

calling him 'an ignorant old squint-eye:' I yelled to Diana; but she only said 'bow-wow-wow,' and that I had 

told her 'on no account to stir from the corner.' Thus I had no relief to expect from my associates. 

Meantime the ponderous and terrific Scythe of Time (for I now discovered the literal import of that classical 

phrase) had not stopped, nor was it likely to stop, in its career. Down and still down, it came. It had already 

buried its sharp edge a full inch in my flesh, and my sensations grew indistinct and confused. At one time I 

fancied myself in Philadelphia with the stately Dr. Moneypenny, at another in the back parlor of Mr. 

Blackwood receiving his invaluable instructions. And then again the sweet recollection of better and earlier 

times came over me, and I thought of that happy period when the world was not all a desert, and Pompey not 

altogether cruel. 

The ticking of the machinery amused me. Amused me, I say, for my sensations now bordered upon perfect 

happiness, and the most trifling circumstances afforded me pleasure. The eternal click-clak, click-clak, click-

clak of the clock was the most melodious of music in my ears, and occasionally even put me in mind of the 

graceful sermonic harangues of Dr. Ollapod. Then there were the great figures upon the dial-plate -- how 

intelligent how intellectual, they all looked! And presently they took to dancing the Mazurka, and I think it 

was the figure V. who performed the most to my satisfaction. She was evidently a lady of breeding. None of 

your swaggerers, and nothing at all indelicate in her motions. She did the pirouette to admiration -- whirling 

round upon her apex. I made an endeavor to hand her a chair, for I saw that she appeared fatigued with her 

exertions -- and it was not until then that I fully perceived my lamentable situation. Lamentable indeed! The 

bar had buried itself two inches in my neck. I was aroused to a sense of exquisite pain. I prayed for death, and, 

in the agony of the moment, could not help repeating those exquisite verses of the poet Miguel De Cervantes: 

Vanny Buren, tan escondida 

Query no te senty venny 

Pork and pleasure, delly morry 

Nommy, torny, darry, widdy! 

But now a new horror presented itself, and one indeed sufficient to startle the strongest nerves. My eyes, from 

the cruel pressure of the machine, were absolutely starting from their sockets. While I was thinking how I 

should possibly manage without them, one actually tumbled out of my head, and, rolling down the steep side 
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of the steeple, lodged in the rain gutter which ran along the eaves of the main building. The loss of the eye 

was not so much as the insolent air of independence and contempt with which it regarded me after it was out. 

There it lay in the gutter just under my nose, and the airs it gave itself would have been ridiculous had they 

not been disgusting. Such a winking and blinking were never before seen. This behavior on the part of my eye 

in the gutter was not only irritating on account of its manifest insolence and shameful ingratitude, but was also 

exceedingly inconvenient on account of the sympathy which always exists between two eyes of the same 

head, however far apart. I was forced, in a manner, to wink and to blink, whether I would or not, in exact 

concert with the scoundrelly thing that lay just under my nose. I was presently relieved, however, by the 

dropping out of the other eye. In falling it took the same direction (possibly a concerted plot) as its fellow. 

Both rolled out of the gutter together, and in truth I was very glad to get rid of them. 

The bar was now four inches and a half deep in my neck, and there was only a little bit of skin to cut through. 

My sensations were those of entire happiness, for I felt that in a few minutes, at farthest, I should be relieved 

from my disagreeable situation. And in this expectation I was not at all deceived. At twenty-five minutes past 

five in the afternoon, precisely, the huge minute-hand had proceeded sufficiently far on its terrible revolution 

to sever the small remainder of my neck. I was not sorry to see the head which had occasioned me so much 

embarrassment at length make a final separation from my body. It first rolled down the side of the steeple, 

then lodge, for a few seconds, in the gutter, and then made its way, with a plunge, into the middle of the 

street. 

I will candidly confess that my feelings were now of the most singular -- nay, of the most mysterious, the 

most perplexing and incomprehensible character. My senses were here and there at one and the same moment. 

With my head I imagined, at one time, that I, the head, was the real Signora Psyche Zenobia -- at another I felt 

convinced that myself, the body, was the proper identity. To clear my ideas on this topic I felt in my pocket 

for my snuff-box, but, upon getting it, and endeavoring to apply a pinch of its grateful contents in the ordinary 

manner, I became immediately aware of my peculiar deficiency, and threw the box at once down to my head. 

It took a pinch with great satisfaction, and smiled me an acknowledgement in return. Shortly afterward it 

made me a speech, which I could hear but indistinctly without ears. I gathered enough, however, to know that 

it was astonished at my wishing to remain alive under such circumstances. In the concluding sentences it 

quoted the noble words of Ariosto-- 

Il pover hommy che non sera corty 

And have a combat tenty erry morty; thus comparing me to the hero who, in the heat of the combat, not 

perceiving that he was dead, continued to contest the battle with inextinguishable valor. There was nothing 

now to prevent my getting down from my elevation, and I did so. What it was that Pompey saw so very 

peculiar in my appearance I have never yet been able to find out. The fellow opened his mouth from ear to 

ear, and shut his two eyes as if he were endeavoring to crack nuts between the lids. Finally, throwing off his 

overcoat, he made one spring for the staircase and disappeared. I hurled after the scoundrel these vehement 

words of Demosthenes- 

Andrew O'Phlegethon, you really make haste to fly, and then turned to the darling of my heart, to the one-

eyed! the shaggy-haired Diana. Alas! what a horrible vision affronted my eyes? Was that a rat I saw skulking 

into his hole? Are these the picked bones of the little angel who has been cruelly devoured by the monster? 

Ye gods! and what do I behold -- is that the departed spirit, the shade, the ghost, of my beloved puppy, which 
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I perceive sitting with a grace so melancholy, in the corner? Hearken! for she speaks, and, heavens! it is in the 

German of Schiller- 

"Unt stubby duk, so stubby dun 

Duk she! duk she!" Alas! and are not her words too true? 

"And if I died, at least I died 

For thee -- for thee." Sweet creature! she too has sacrificed herself in my behalf. Dogless, niggerless, 

headless, what now remains for the unhappy Signora Psyche Zenobia? Alas -- nothing! I have done. 
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support their structure and function. Researchers estimate that up to 10% of all proteins need zinc to properly 

https://theconversation.com/profiles/caitlin-murdoch-1345668
https://theconversation.com/institutions/vanderbilt-university-1293
https://theconversation.com/global/partners
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/books/NBK493231/
https://doi.org/10.1371/journal.pone.0050568
https://doi.org/10.1371/journal.pone.0050568
https://www.who.int/news-room/fact-sheets/detail/malnutrition
https://doi.org/10.1021/pr050361j
https://theconversation.com/profiles/caitlin-murdoch-1345668
https://theconversation.com/institutions/vanderbilt-university-1293
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function. In this sense, a zinc protein without zinc is similar to a car without an engine or without screws 

holding it together: It either might not work or disassemble completely. 

Despite zinc’s importance to human health, several aspects of how it supports cellular processes aren’t 

completely understood, including how it’s incorporated into the proteins essential for cell function in the first 

place. 

As researchers who study how metals work in biological systems such as the human body, we wanted to 

understand how zinc is distributed within a cell. Which proteins in the cell get zinc first, especially if there 

isn’t enough to go around? How does zinc get to these important proteins? 

Our mission is to share knowledge and inform decisions. 

About us 

With our colleagues in the Skaar Lab at Vanderbilt University Medical Center and the Giedroc Lab at Indiana 

University, we recently identified the first known molecule that delivers zinc to crucial proteins. 

Zinc is a micronutrient you can’t live without. 

Delivering zinc to where it needs to go 

We started by investigating the molecules a cell produces when zinc levels are low. One family of proteins 

seemed particularly interesting because it looked as if it could be a potential metallochaperone, a protein that 

selectively inserts metals, such as zinc and iron, into other proteins. We named this protein family ZNG1. 

As it turns out, all vertebrates have the gene that directs cells to produce ZNG1. While ZNG1 interacts with 

several proteins that bind zinc, one in particular, a protein called METAP1, caught our attention. METAP1 is 

known to activate many other essential proteins within the cell. Cells without functioning METAP proteins 

cannot survive. 

We were intrigued by METAP1 because it interacts with ZNG1 proteins across species – among them 

zebrafish, mice and people. The finding suggests that the connection between these two proteins has been 

maintained for over 400 million years of evolution, meaning that the ZNG1’s supportive role in METAP1 

function is important in all organisms that produce these proteins. 

To study the role ZNG1 plays in animal health, we mutated the gene coding for ZNG1 in mice and zebrafish. 

When animals without ZNG1 were deprived of zinc, they either failed to grow or displayed developmental 

defects. Although the animals still have trace amounts of zinc available, they were unable to use the zinc 

correctly. This confirmed that ZNG1 helps METAP1 function properly, likely by helping it bind to or use 

zinc. 

Using molecular imaging and other methods, we also observed that the energy-producing mitochondria of 

zinc-starved mouse cells without working ZNG1 proteins were not functioning correctly. This highlights 

ZNG1’s importance during periods of zinc deficiency by helping the cell allocate trace levels of this essential 

metal to the mitochondria and ultimately sustain cellular energy production. 

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=aPlke6sAAAAJ&hl=en
https://scholar.google.com/citations?hl=en&user=Vc7LnewAAAAJ
https://www.vumc.org/skaar-lab/laboratory-eric-skaar-phd-mph
https://giedroc.lab.indiana.edu/
http://dx.doi.org/10.1016/j.cell.2022.04.011
https://doi.org/10.1016/s1074-5521(02)00156-4
https://doi.org/10.1186/1471-2164-10-470
https://doi.org/10.1074/mcp.RA117.000360
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ZNG1 may hold the key to zinc deficiency 

We believe this research is just the first step to better understand how zinc metallochaperones maintain health 

and cellular function when zinc levels are low. 

We hypothesize that ZNG1 supports the function of additional zinc-dependent proteins in the cell. In that 

way, ZNG1 would be the gatekeeper that distributes zinc to a network of essential proteins, ultimately 

allowing an organism to survive even if dietary zinc is limited. 

This research paves the way to understanding how cells use zinc during periods of malnourishment or zinc 

deficiency. Further research on the proteins to which ZNG1 preferentially gives zinc when there isn’t enough 

available could help identify which cellular processes are most crucial to sustain life when zinc is limited. 

This in turn could help in the fight against the negative health consequences of zinc deficiency. 
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Generation of net spins on chiral GNRs 

ByDIPC   

Graphene nanoribbons (GNRs), are strips of graphene with ultra-thin width (<50 nm). Graphene ribbons were 

introduced as a theoretical model by Mitsutaka Fujita and coauthors to examine the edge and nanoscale size 

effect in graphene. Now, a team of researchers reports the generation of net spins on chiral GNRs (chGNRs) 

by ketone functionalization. 1

 

GNRs are very interesting structures, partly due to their attractive electronic properties. Those properties vary 

dramatically with changes in the nanoribbon’s atomic structure in terms of width, crystallographic symmetry, 

dopant heteroatoms, and edge termination. Interestingly, the electronic properties can be modulated even 

further by the appropriate design of GNR heterostructures. Moreover, magnetic carbon nanostructures exhibit 

attractive properties that differentiate them from the conventional magnetic systems relying on d or f states, 

like a weaker spin−orbit coupling and a larger spin delocalization. This enormous tunability of properties is 

extremely promising for next-generation nanoelectronic, optoelectronic and quantum devices. 

However, the high susceptibility of those properties to minimum changes in the GNR structure also indicates 

the stringent need for atomic precision in GNR synthesis. In particular, the synthesis and characterization of 

graphene π-magnetism has seen great advances thanks to the recent development of on-surface synthesis. The 

topologies of GNRs can be precisely tuned by the rational design of precursor molecules. Because of their 

delocalized π-magnetism, magnetic GNRs are ideal candidates for the construction of interacting electron spin 

systems. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/28/generation-of-net-spins-on-chiral-gnrs/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/28/generation-of-net-spins-on-chiral-gnrs/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9493-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/28/generation-of-net-spins-on-chiral-gnrs/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9493-1
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When talking about molecules, “open shell” signifies that there are unpaired electrons. In terms of molecular 

orbital theory, it means that some molecular orbitals are singly occupied. Organic open-shell compounds are 

extraordinarily attractive materials for their use in molecular spintronics. The researchers replaced a CH at the 

pristine chGNR edge by a C=O (carbonyl), adding one π-electron to the system. As a result, the odd number 

of total electrons causes the appearance of a π-radical. 

A similar scenario occurs for regular ketone-functionalized chGNRs in which one ketone is missing, i.e., if a 

C=O is replaced by a CH. The introduction of a second radical may either maintain the system’s open-shell 

character or result in their hybridization into a closed-shell structure. Based on this fact, a variety of radical 

pairs with different geometries were analyzed in several experiments. 

The team combined scanning tunneling microscopy (STM) with theoretical calculations, mainly DFT, but 

also mean-field Hubbard (MFH), given its greater simplicity and successful application to many open-shell 

carbon nanostructures. This approach revealed how the exchange coupling between two radicals shows 

remarkably large variations depending on their relative location on the same or opposite sides of the GNRs, 

on the spatial distance between them, on the chiral asymmetry, as well as on the structure of the GNR 

surrounding the magnetic state. 

These results provide valuable information on the potential use in the design of graphene-based spin chains 

and networks with tunable magnetic structures. Additionally, the MFH approximation was shown to model 

systems including oxygen heteroatoms through a minimal extension, which may greatly expedite the 

understanding and engineering of GNR-based structures in the future. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may have been copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced 

research paper/s. 
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DIPC 

 

Donostia International Physics Center (DIPC) is a singular research center born in 2000 devoted to research at 

the cutting edge in the fields of Condensed Matter Physics and Materials Science. Since its conception DIPC 

has stood for the promotion of excellence in research, which demands a flexible space where creativity is 

stimulated by diversity of perspectives. Its dynamic research community integrates local host scientists and a 

constant flow of international visiting researchers. 

• Website 

• @DIPCehu 
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A Tale of Jerusalem 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

LET us hurry to the walls," said Abel-Phittim to Buzi-Ben-Levi and Simeon the Pharisee, on the tenth day of 

the month Thammuz, in the year of the world three thousand nine hundred and fortyone--let us hasten to the 

ramparts adjoining the gate of Benjamin, which is in the city of David, and overlooking the camp of the 

uncircumcised; for it is the last hour of the fourth watch, being sunrise; and the idolaters, in fulfilment of the 

promise of Pompey, should be awaiting us with the lambs for the sacrifices." 

Simeon, Abel-Phittim, and Duzi-Ben-Levi were the Gizbarim, or sub-collectors of the offering, in the holy 

city of Jerusalem. 

"Verily," replied the Pharisee; "let us hasten: for this generosity in the heathen is unwonted; and fickle-

mindedness has ever been an attribute of the worshippers of Baal." 

"'That they are fickle-minded and treacherous is as true as the Pentateuch," said Buzi-Ben-Levi, "but that is 

only toward the people of Adonai. When was it ever known that the Ammonites proved wanting to their own 

interests? Methinks it is no great stretch of generosity to allow us lambs for the altar of the Lord, receiving in 

lieu thereof thirty silver shekels per head !" 

"Thou forgettest, however, Ben-Levi," replied Abel-Phittim, "that the Roman Pompey, who is now impiously 

besieging the city of the Most High, has no assurity that we apply not the lambs thus purchased for the altar, 

to the sustenance of the body, rather than of the spirit." 

"Now, by the five corners of my beard!" shouted the Pharisee, who belonged to the sect called The Dashers 

(that little knot of saints whose manner of dashing and lacerating the feet against the pavement was long a 

thorn and a reproach to less zealous devotees-a stumbling-block to less gifted perambulators)--"by the five 

corners of that beard which, as a priest, I am forbidden to shave !-have we lived to see the day when a 

blaspheming and idolatrous upstart of Rome shall accuse us of appropriating to the appetites of the flesh the 

most holy and consecrated elements? Have we lived to see the day when---"' 

"Let us not question the motives of the Philistine," interrupted Abel-Phittim' "for to-day we profit for the first 

time by his avarice or by his generosity; but rather let us hurry to the ramparts, lest offerings should be 

wanting for that altar whose fire the rains of heaven can not extinguish, and whose pillars of smoke no 

tempest can turn aside." 

That part of the city to which our worthy Gizbarim now hastened, and which bore the name of its architect, 

King David, was esteemed the most strongly fortified district of Jerusalem; being situated upon the steep and 

lofty hill of Zion. Here, a broad, deep, circumvallatory trench, hewn from the solid rock, was defended by a 

wall of great strength erected upon its inner edge. This wall was adorned, at regular interspaces, by square 

towers of white marble; the lowest sixty, and the highest one hundred and twenty cubits- in height. But, in the 

vicinity of the gate of Benjamin, the wall arose by no means from the margin of the fosse. On the contrary, 

between the level of the ditch and the basement of the rampart sprang up a perpendicular cliff of two hundred 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
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and fifty cubits, forming part of the precipitous Mount Moriah. So that when Simeon and his associates 

arrived on the summit of the tower called Adoni-Bezek-the loftiest of all the turrets around about Jerusalem, 

and the usual place of conference with the besieging army-they looked down upon the camp of the enemy 

from an eminence excelling by many feet that of the Pyramid of Cheops, and, by several, that of the temple of 

Belus. 

"Verily," sighed the Pharisee, as he peered dizzily over the precipice, "the uncircumcised are as the sands by 

the seashore-as the locusts in the wilderness! The valley of the King hath become the valley of Adommin." 

"And yet," added Ben-Levi, "thou canst not point me out a Philistine-no, not one-from Aleph to Tau-from the 

wilderness to the battlements---who seemeth any bigger than the letter Jod!" 

"Lower away the basket with the shekels of silver!" here shouted a Roman soldier in a hoarse, rough voice, 

which appeared to issue from the regions of Pluto---"lower away the basket with the accursed coin which it 

has broken the jaw of a noble Roman to pronounce! Is it thus you evince your gratitude to our master 

Pompeius, who, in his condescension, has thought fit to listen to your idolatrous importunities? The god 

Phoebus, who is a true god, has been charioted for an hour-and were you not to be on the ramparts by sunrise? 

Aedepol! do you think that we, the conquerors of the world, have nothing better to do than stand waiting by 

the walls of every kennel, to traffic with the dogs of the earth? Lower away! I say--and see that your trumpery 

be bright in color and just in weight!" 

"El Elohim!" ejaculated the Pharisee, as the discordant tones of the centurion rattled up the crags of the 

precipice, and fainted away against the temple -"El Elohim!--who is the god Phoebus?--whom doth the 

blasphemer invoke? Thou, Buzi-BenLevi! who art read in the laws of the Gentiles, and hast sojourned among 

them who dabble with the Teraphim!--is it Nergal of whom the idolater speaketh?----or Ashimah?--or 

Nibhaz,--or Tartak? --or Adramalech?--or Anamalech?--or Succoth-Benith?---or Dagon?---or Belial?---or 

Baal-Perith? -or Baal-Peor?---or Baal-Zebub?" 

"Verily it is neither-but beware how thou lettest the rope slip too rapidly through thy fingers; for should the 

wicker-work chance to hang on the projection of Yonder crag, there will be a woful outpouring of the holy 

things of the sanctuary." 

By the assistance of some rudely constructed machinery, the heavily laden basket was now carefully lowered 

down among the multitude; and, from the giddy pinnacle, the Romans were seen gathering confusedly round 

it; but owing to the vast height and the prevalence of a fog, no distinct view of their operations could be 

obtained. 

Half an hour had already elapsed. 

"We shall be too late!" sighed the Pharisee, as at the expiration of this period he looked over into the abyss-

"we shall be too late! we shall be turned out of office by the Katholim." 

"No more," responded Abel-Phittim----"no more shall we feast upon the fat of the land-no longer shall our 

beards be odorous with frankincense--our loins girded up with fine linen from the Temple." 

"Racal" swore Ben-Levi, "Racal do they mean to defraud us of the purchase money? or, Holy Moses ! are 

they weighing the shekels of the tabernacle ?" 
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"They have given the signal at last!" cried the Pharisee-----"they have given the signal at last!pull away, Abel-

Phittim!-and thou, Buzi-Ben-Levi, pull away!-for verily the Philistines have either still hold upon the basket, 

or the Lord hath softened their hearts to place therein a beast of good weight!" And the Gizbarim pulled away, 

while their burden swung heavily upward through the still increasing mist. 

"Booshoh he!"-as, at the conclusion of an hour, some object at the extremity of the rope became indistinctly 

visible-"Booshoh he!" was the exclamation which burst from the lips of Ben-Levi. 

. . . . . . . . . . 

"Booshoh he!--for shame!-it is a ram from the thickets of Engedi, and as rugged as the valley of jehosaphat!" 

"It is a firstling of the flock," said Abel-Phittim, "I know him by the bleating of his lips, and the innocent 

folding of his limbs. His eyes are more beautiful than the jewels of the Pectoral, and his flesh is like the honey 

of Hebron." 

"It is a fatted calf from the pastures of Bashan," said the Pharisee, "the heathen have dealt wonderfully with us 

----let us raise up our voices in a psalm --let us give thanks on the shawm and on the psaltery-on the harp and 

on the huggab-on the cythern and on the sackbut!" 

It was not until the basket had arrived within a few feet of the Gizbarim that a low grunt betrayed to their 

perception a hog of no common size. 

"Now El Emanu!" slowly and with upturned eyes ejaculated the trio, as, letting go their hold, the emancipated 

porker tumbled headlong among the Philistines, "El Emanu!-God be with us---it is the unutterable flesh!" 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/a-tale-of-jerusalem 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/a-tale-of-jerusalem
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NSF-driven research finding shifts in typical weather patterns 

Image: 

 

View image credit 

NSF-driven research finding shifts in typical weather patterns 

By Jason Bates 

April 26, 2022 

 

Charles Dudley Warner quoted an American writer — possibly his friend, Mark Twain — in an 1897 

editorial. "While everybody talked about the weather, nobody seemed to do anything about it." Around 125 

years later, research driven by the U.S. National Science Foundation is identifying shifts in expected weather 

patterns. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/nsf-driven-research-finding-shifts-typical-weather-patterns?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
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The NSF's Division of Atmospheric and Geospace Sciences, part of the Directorate for Geosciences, supports 

research on physical and dynamic meteorology, including the study of winter storms. The work under their 

programs is finding changes in expected snowfall amounts, the intensity of storms and average temperatures 

as well as shifts in the expected timing of cold or freezing weather and other impacts. 

In some of the northern areas of the country, research is finding that a warmer climate is contributing to 

bigger snowstorms. Warmer air can hold more moisture than colder air, but if temperatures rise but still 

remain below the freezing point, more snow can be the result. 

But in other regions, the amount of snowfall has decreased. For example, in the western U.S., a shrinking of 

the period when snow falls and declining snowfall rates are curtailing the winter sports industry and taking a 

bite out of the economy that powers many towns. In addition, NSF studies have identified that animals who 

depend on snow in these areas may have a harder time surviving if the climate continues to warm. 

 

Lake ice cover in Green Lakes Valley, Colorado, has decreased by 24 days since 1983. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-76436017a832ff87c5656dcc9f?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fwhy-a-warming-climate-can-bring-bigger-snowstorms-176201&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fnsf-driven-research-finding-shifts-typical-weather-patterns%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-76436017a832ff87c5656dcc9f?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Ftheconversation.com%2Fwhy-a-warming-climate-can-bring-bigger-snowstorms-176201&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fnsf-driven-research-finding-shifts-typical-weather-patterns%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=136986&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=136986&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=245488&org=NSF
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Credit: Kelly Loria CC BY-SA 4.0 

Shorter, less frequent snowstorms 

In 2020, an NSF study led by researchers from Northern Illinois University, or NIU, found that winters in the 

U.S. could see significant decreases in the frequency, intensity and size of snowstorms. The researchers used 

a supercomputing data set to study how climate change will impact future wintry weather. The study projects 

28% fewer snowstorms on average per year over central and eastern portions of North America by the 2090s, 

with a 33% reduction in the amount of snow or frozen precipitation and a 38% loss in average snowstorm 

size. 

"The snow season will start later and end earlier," said Walker Ashley, an NIU meteorologist and lead author 

of the study, published in Nature Climate Change. "Generally, what we consider an abnormally mild winter 

now, in terms of the number and intensity of snowstorms, will be the harshest of winters late this century. 

There will be fewer snowstorms, less overall precipitation that falls as snow and almost a complete removal 

of snow events in the southern tier of the United States." 

Climate impacts can also be felt where snow is not the dominant precipitation during the winter months. 

A study by researchers affiliated with the NSF's Niwot Ridge Long-Term Ecological Research site reported a 

24-day decrease in lake ice cover duration in Green Lakes Valley, Colorado, since 1983 due to earlier spring 

thaw dates and later autumn freeze dates. 

Mountain lakes provide freshwater for roughly half the world's population, and a shifting climate could 

impact the reliability of this resource by altering the temperature patterns that govern lake conditions and 

influence lake biota. 

And as climate change affects the length of winter and the timing and amount of snowfall, it could also make 

allergy season longer and more intense. Hotter temperatures can increase the amount of pollen produced by 

grasses, weeds and trees and can make it airborne even earlier. Researchers at the University of 

Michigan developed a model that examines 15 of the most common pollen types and predicts how their 

production will be impacted by projected changes in temperatures and precipitation. 

They believe that by the end of this century, Spring pollen emissions could begin 40 days earlier, and the 

annual amount of pollen emitted could increase up to 200% each year. This is bad news for allergy sufferers, 

who could experience an additional 19 days before high pollen counts subside. 

A flurry of scientific activity for a better future 

What will the winter of the future look like? Researchers continue to search for the answer using a variety of 

scientific techniques and technology. In all regions of the country, NSF-funded researchers are studying the 

shifts in winter weather, what is driving these changes and the impacts they will have on regional 

environments and economies. This work can lead to improvements in forecasting, emergency preparedness 

and water management practices helpful to communities and economies in a changing climate. 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1637225&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1637225&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=300740
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-76436017a832ff87c5656dcc9f?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.nature.com%2Farticles%2Fs41558-020-0774-4&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fnsf-driven-research-finding-shifts-typical-weather-patterns%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1637686&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304558&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1821173&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1821173&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-76436017a832ff87c5656dcc9f?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.nature.com%2Farticles%2Fs41467-022-28764-0&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fnsf-driven-research-finding-shifts-typical-weather-patterns%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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By the end of the century, spring pollen emissions could begin 40 days earlier. 

Credit: Wikimedia Commons 

Longer allergy season 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/nsf-driven-research-finding-shifts-typical-weather-

patterns?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/nsf-driven-research-finding-shifts-typical-weather-patterns?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/nsf-driven-research-finding-shifts-typical-weather-patterns?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Can you truly own anything in the metaverse? 

ECONOMICS • TECHNOLOGY 

ByInvited Researcher April 27, 2022 0 comments Print 

Author: João Marinotti, Associate Professor of Law, Indiana University 

In 2021, an investment firm bought 2,000 acres of real estate for about USD 4 million. Normally this would 

not make headlines, but in this case the land was virtual. It existed only in a metaverse platform called The 

Sandbox. By buying 792 non-fungible tokens on the Ethereum blockchain, the firm then owned the equivalent 

of 1,200 city blocks. 

But did it? It turns out that legal ownership in the metaverse is not that simple. 

 

The prevailing but legally problematic narrative among crypto enthusiasts is that NFTs allow true ownership 

of digital items in the metaverse for two reasons: decentralization and interoperability. These two 

technological features have led some to claim that tokens provide indisputable proof of ownership, which can 

be used across various metaverse apps, environments and games. Because of this decentralization, some also 

claim that buying and selling virtual items can be done on the blockchain itself for whatever price you want, 

without any person or any company’s permission. 

Despite these claims, the legal status of virtual “owners” is significantly more complicated. In fact, the current 

ownership of metaverse assets is not governed by property law at all, but rather by contract law. As a legal 

scholar who studies property law, tech policy and legal ownership, I believe that what many companies are 

calling “ownership” in the metaverse is not the same as ownership in the physical world, and consumers are at 

risk of being swindled. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/humanities-social-sciences/economics/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/technology/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/27/can-you-truly-own-anything-in-the-metaverse/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/27/can-you-truly-own-anything-in-the-metaverse/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
javascript:window.print()
https://www.ft.com/partnercontent/crypto-com/nfts-the-metaverse-economy.html
https://ethereum.org/en/nft/
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=b8cRIfIAAAAJ&hl=en
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=b8cRIfIAAAAJ&hl=en
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Purchasing in the metaverse 

When you buy an item in the metaverse, your purchase is recorded in a transaction on a blockchain, which is 

a digital ledger under nobody’s control and in which transaction records cannot be deleted or altered. Your 

purchase assigns you ownership of an NFT, which is simply a unique string of bits. You store the NFT in a 

crypto wallet that only you can open, and which you “carry” with you wherever you go in the metaverse. 

Each NFT is linked to a particular virtual item. 

It is easy to think that because your NFT is in your crypto wallet, no one can take your NFT-backed virtual 

apartment, outfit or magic wand away from you without access to your wallet’s private key. Because of this, 

many people think that the NFT and the digital item are one and the same. Even experts conflate NFTs with 

their respective digital goods, noting that because NFTs are personal property, they allow you to own digital 

goods in a virtual world. 

NFTs and the hype about the metaverse have sparked a virtual land rush. 

However, when you join a metaverse platform you must first agree to the platform’s terms of service, terms of 

use or end user license agreement. These are legally binding documents that define the rights and duties of the 

users and the metaverse platform. Unfortunately and unsurprisingly, almost no one actually reads the terms of 

service. In one study, only 1.7% of users found and questioned a “child assignment clause” embedded in a 

terms of service document. Everyone else unwittingly gave away their first-born child to the fictional online 

service provider. 

It is in these lengthy and sometimes incomprehensible documents where metaverse platforms spell out the 

legal nuances of virtual ownership. Unlike the blockchain itself, the terms of service for each metaverse 

platform are centralized and are under the complete control of a single company. This is extremely 

problematic for legal ownership. 

Interoperability and portability are defining features of the metaverse, meaning you should be able to carry 

your non-real-estate virtual property – your avatar, your digital art, your magic wand – from one virtual world 

to another. But today’s virtual worlds are not connected to one another, and there is nothing in an NFT itself 

that labels it as, say, a magic wand. As it stands, each platform needs to link NFTs to their own proprietary 

digital assets. 

Virtual fine print 

Under the terms of service, the NFTs purchased and the digital goods received are almost never one and the 

same. NFTs exist on the blockchain. The land, goods and characters in the metaverse, on the other hand, exist 

on private servers running proprietary code with secured, inaccessible databases. 

This means that all visual and functional aspects of digital assets – the very features that give them any value 

– are not on the blockchain at all. These features are completely controlled by the private metaverse platforms 

and are subject to their unilateral control. 

https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2022/03/18/technology/nft-guide.html?referringSource=articleShare
https://theconversation.com/the-metaverse-is-money-and-crypto-is-king-why-youll-be-on-a-blockchain-when-youre-virtual-world-hopping-171659
https://theconversation.com/the-metaverse-is-money-and-crypto-is-king-why-youll-be-on-a-blockchain-when-youre-virtual-world-hopping-171659
https://doi.org/10.1080/1369118X.2018.1486870
https://dx.doi.org/10.2139/ssrn.3682090
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Because of their terms of service, platforms can even legally delete or give your items away by delinking the 

digital assets from their original NFT identification codes. Ultimately, even though you may own the NFT 

that came with your digital purchase, you do not legally own or possess the digital assets themselves. Instead, 

the platforms merely grant you access to the digital assets and only for the length of time they want. 

For example, on one day you might own a USD 200,000 digital painting for your apartment in the metaverse, 

and the next day you may find yourself banned from the metaverse platform, and your painting, which was 

originally stored in its proprietary databases, deleted. Strictly speaking, you would still own the NFT on the 

blockchain with its original identification code, but it is now functionally useless and financially worthless. 

Virtual items like this avatar are sold in NFT marketplaces. 

Nescolet/Flickr, CC BY-NC-ND 

While admittedly jarring, this is not a far-fetched scenario. It might not be a wise business move for the 

platform company, but there’s nothing in the law to prevent it. Under the terms of use and premium NFT 

terms of use governing the USD 4 million’s worth of virtual real estate purchased on The Sandbox, the 

metaverse company – like many other NFT and metaverse platforms – reserves the right at its sole discretion 

to terminate your ability to use or even access your purchased digital assets. 

If The Sandbox “reasonably believes” you engaged in any of the platform’s prohibited activities, which 

require subjective judgments about whether you interfered with others’ “enjoyment” of the platform, it may 

immediately suspend or terminate your user account and delete your NFT’s images and descriptions from its 

platform. It can do this without any notice or liability to you. 

https://dx.doi.org/10.2139/ssrn.3834643
https://www.flickr.com/photos/azulmarino/51774354674/
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
https://www.sandbox.game/en/terms-of-use/
https://www.sandbox.game/en/premium-nft-terms-of-use/
https://www.sandbox.game/en/premium-nft-terms-of-use/
https://www.republicrealm.com/news/republic-realm-completes-largest-ever-metaverse-land-acquisition%2C-%244.28-million-usd
https://images.theconversation.com/files/458454/original/file-20220418-24-iytufa.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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In fact, The Sandbox even claims the right in these cases to immediately confiscate any NFTs it deems you 

acquired as a result of the prohibited activities. How it would successfully confiscate blockchain-based NFTs 

is a technological mystery, but this raises further questions about the validity of what it calls virtual 

ownership. 

The Sandbox was contacted for comment, but we did not receive a response. 

Legally binding 

As if these clauses weren’t alarming enough, many metaverse platforms reserve the right to amend their terms 

of service at any time with little to no actual notice. This means that users would need to constantly refresh 

and reread the terms to ensure they do not engage in any recently banned behavior that could result in the 

deletion of their “purchased” assets or even their entire accounts. 

Technology alone will not pave the way for true ownership of digital assets in the metaverse. NFTs cannot 

bypass the centralized control that metaverse platforms currently have and will continue to have under their 

contractual terms of service. Ultimately, legal reform alongside technological innovation is needed before the 

metaverse can mature into what it promises to become.  

This article is republished from The Conversation under a Creative Commons license. Original article. 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/27/can-you-truly-own-anything-in-the-

metaverse/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

  

https://www.sandbox.game/en/premium-nft-terms-of-use/
https://scholarship.law.upenn.edu/jbl/vol14/iss4/6/
https://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/can-you-truly-own-anything-in-the-metaverse-a-law-professor-explains-how-blockchains-and-nfts-dont-protect-virtual-property-179067
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/27/can-you-truly-own-anything-in-the-metaverse/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/27/can-you-truly-own-anything-in-the-metaverse/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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A Tale of the Ragged Mountains 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
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DURING the fall of the year 1827, while residing near Charlottesville, Virginia, I casually made the 

acquaintance of Mr. Augustus Bedloe. This young gentleman was remarkable in every respect, and excited in 

me a profound interest and curiosity. I found it impossible to comprehend him either in his moral or his 

physical relations. Of his family I could obtain no satisfactory account. Whence he came, I never ascertained. 

Even about his age -- although I call him a young gentleman -- there was something which perplexed me in 

no little degree. He certainly seemed young -- and he made a point of speaking about his youth -- yet there 

were moments when I should have had little trouble in imagining him a hundred years of age. But in no 

regard was he more peculiar than in his personal appearance. He was singularly tall and thin. He stooped 

much. His limbs were exceedingly long and emaciated. His forehead was broad and low. His complexion was 

absolutely bloodless. His mouth was large and flexible, and his teeth were more wildly uneven, although 

sound, than I had ever before seen teeth in a human head. The expression of his smile, however, was by no 

means unpleasing, as might be supposed; but it had no variation whatever. It was one of profound melancholy 

-- of a phaseless and unceasing gloom. His eyes were abnormally large, and round like those of a cat. The 

pupils, too, upon any accession or diminution of light, underwent contraction or dilation, just such as is 

observed in the feline tribe. In moments of excitement the orbs grew bright to a degree almost inconceivable; 

seeming to emit luminous rays, not of a reflected but of an intrinsic lustre, as does a candle or the sun; yet 

their ordinary condition was so totally vapid, filmy, and dull as to convey the idea of the eyes of a long-

interred corpse. 

These peculiarities of person appeared to cause him much annoyance, and he was continually alluding to them 

in a sort of half explanatory, half apologetic strain, which, when I first heard it, impressed me very painfully. I 

soon, however, grew accustomed to it, and my uneasiness wore off. It seemed to be his design rather to 

insinuate than directly to assert that, physically, he had not always been what he was -- that a long series of 

neuralgic attacks had reduced him from a condition of more than usual personal beauty, to that which I saw. 

For many years past he had been attended by a physician, named Templeton -- an old gentleman, perhaps 

seventy years of age -- whom he had first encountered at Saratoga, and from whose attention, while there, he 

either received, or fancied that he received, great benefit. The result was that Bedloe, who was wealthy, had 

made an arrangement with Dr. Templeton, by which the latter, in consideration of a liberal annual allowance, 

had consented to devote his time and medical experience exclusively to the care of the invalid. 

Doctor Templeton had been a traveller in his younger days, and at Paris had become a convert, in great 

measure, to the doctrines of Mesmer. It was altogether by means of magnetic remedies that he had succeeded 

in alleviating the acute pains of his patient; and this success had very naturally inspired the latter with a 

certain degree of confidence in the opinions from which the remedies had been educed. The Doctor, however, 

like all enthusiasts, had struggled hard to make a thorough convert of his pupil, and finally so far gained his 

point as to induce the sufferer to submit to numerous experiments. By a frequent repetition of these, a result 

had arisen, which of late days has become so common as to attract little or no attention, but which, at the 

period of which I write, had very rarely been known in America. I mean to say, that between Doctor 

Templeton and Bedloe there had grown up, little by little, a very distinct and strongly marked rapport, or 

magnetic relation. I am not prepared to assert, however, that this rapport extended beyond the limits of the 

simple sleep-producing power, but this power itself had attained great intensity. At the first attempt to induce 

the magnetic somnolency, the mesmerist entirely failed. In the fifth or sixth he succeeded very partially, and 

after long continued effort. Only at the twelfth was the triumph complete. After this the will of the patient 

succumbed rapidly to that of the physician, so that, when I first became acquainted with the two, sleep was 

brought about almost instantaneously by the mere volition of the operator, even when the invalid was unaware 
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of his presence. It is only now, in the year 1845, when similar miracles are witnessed daily by thousands, that 

I dare venture to record this apparent impossibility as a matter of serious fact. 

The temperature of Bedloe was, in the highest degree sensitive, excitable, enthusiastic. His imagination was 

singularly vigorous and creative; and no doubt it derived additional force from the habitual use of morphine, 

which he swallowed in great quantity, and without which he would have found it impossible to exist. It was 

his practice to take a very large dose of it immediately after breakfast each morning -- or, rather, immediately 

after a cup of strong coffee, for he ate nothing in the forenoon -- and then set forth alone, or attended only by 

a dog, upon a long ramble among the chain of wild and dreary hills that lie westward and southward of 

Charlottesville, and are there dignified by the title of the Ragged Mountains. 

Upon a dim, warm, misty day, toward the close of November, and during the strange interregnum of the 

seasons which in America is termed the Indian Summer, Mr. Bedloe departed as usual for the hills. The day 

passed, and still he did not return. 

About eight o'clock at night, having become seriously alarmed at his protracted absence, we were about 

setting out in search of him, when he unexpectedly made his appearance, in health no worse than usual, and in 

rather more than ordinary spirits. The account which he gave of his expedition, and of the events which had 

detained him, was a singular one indeed. 

"You will remember," said he, "that it was about nine in the morning when I left Charlottesville. I bent my 

steps immediately to the mountains, and, about ten, entered a gorge which was entirely new to me. I followed 

the windings of this pass with much interest. The scenery which presented itself on all sides, although 

scarcely entitled to be called grand, had about it an indescribable and to me a delicious aspect of dreary 

desolation. The solitude seemed absolutely virgin. I could not help believing that the green sods and the gray 

rocks upon which I trod had been trodden never before by the foot of a human being. So entirely secluded, 

and in fact inaccessible, except through a series of accidents, is the entrance of the ravine, that it is by no 

means impossible that I was indeed the first adventurer -- the very first and sole adventurer who had ever 

penetrated its recesses. 

"The thick and peculiar mist, or smoke, which distinguishes the Indian Summer, and which now hung heavily 

over all objects, served, no doubt, to deepen the vague impressions which these objects created. So dense was 

this pleasant fog that I could at no time see more than a dozen yards of the path before me. This path was 

excessively sinuous, and as the sun could not be seen, I soon lost all idea of the direction in which I 

journeyed. In the meantime the morphine had its customary effect -- that of enduing all the external world 

with an intensity of interest. In the quivering of a leaf -- in the hue of a blade of grass -- in the shape of a 

trefoil -- in the humming of a bee -- in the gleaming of a dew-drop -- in the breathing of the wind -- in the 

faint odors that came from the forest -- there came a whole universe of suggestion -- a gay and motley train of 

rhapsodical and immethodical thought. 

"Busied in this, I walked on for several hours, during which the mist deepened around me to so great an extent 

that at length I was reduced to an absolute groping of the way. And now an indescribable uneasiness 

possessed me -- a species of nervous hesitation and tremor. I feared to tread, lest I should be precipitated into 

some abyss. I remembered, too, strange stories told about these Ragged Hills, and of the uncouth and fierce 

races of men who tenanted their groves and caverns. A thousand vague fancies oppressed and disconcerted 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

127 

me- fancies the more distressing because vague. Very suddenly my attention was arrested by the loud beating 

of a drum. 

"My amazement was, of course, extreme. A drum in these hills was a thing unknown. I could not have been 

more surprised at the sound of the trump of the Archangel. But a new and still more astounding source of 

interest and perplexity arose. There came a wild rattling or jingling sound, as if of a bunch of large keys, and 

upon the instant a dusky-visaged and half-naked man rushed past me with a shriek. He came so close to my 

person that I felt his hot breath upon my face. He bore in one hand an instrument composed of an assemblage 

of steel rings, and shook them vigorously as he ran. Scarcely had he disappeared in the mist before, panting 

after him, with open mouth and glaring eyes, there darted a huge beast. I could not be mistaken in its 

character. It was a hyena. 

"The sight of this monster rather relieved than heightened my terrors -- for I now made sure that I dreamed, 

and endeavored to arouse myself to waking consciousness. I stepped boldly and briskly forward. I rubbed my 

eyes. I called aloud. I pinched my limbs. A small spring of water presented itself to my view, and here, 

stooping, I bathed my hands and my head and neck. This seemed to dissipate the equivocal sensations which 

had hitherto annoyed me. I arose, as I thought, a new man, and proceeded steadily and complacently on my 

unknown way. 

"At length, quite overcome by exertion, and by a certain oppressive closeness of the atmosphere, I seated 

myself beneath a tree. Presently there came a feeble gleam of sunshine, and the shadow of the leaves of the 

tree fell faintly but definitely upon the grass. At this shadow I gazed wonderingly for many minutes. Its 

character stupefied me with astonishment. I looked upward. The tree was a palm. 

"I now arose hurriedly, and in a state of fearful agitation -- for the fancy that I dreamed would serve me no 

longer. I saw -- I felt that I had perfect command of my senses -- and these senses now brought to my soul a 

world of novel and singular sensation. The heat became all at once intolerable. A strange odor loaded the 

breeze. A low, continuous murmur, like that arising from a full, but gently flowing river, came to my ears, 

intermingled with the peculiar hum of multitudinous human voices. 

"While I listened in an extremity of astonishment which I need not attempt to describe, a strong and brief gust 

of wind bore off the incumbent fog as if by the wand of an enchanter. 

"I found myself at the foot of a high mountain, and looking down into a vast plain, through which wound a 

majestic river. On the margin of this river stood an Eastern-looking city, such as we read of in the Arabian 

Tales, but of a character even more singular than any there described. From my position, which was far above 

the level of the town, I could perceive its every nook and corner, as if delineated on a map. The streets seemed 

innumerable, and crossed each other irregularly in all directions, but were rather long winding alleys than 

streets, and absolutely swarmed with inhabitants. The houses were wildly picturesque. On every hand was a 

wilderness of balconies, of verandas, of minarets, of shrines, and fantastically carved oriels. Bazaars 

abounded; and in these were displayed rich wares in infinite variety and profusion -- silks, muslins, the most 

dazzling cutlery, the most magnificent jewels and gems. Besides these things, were seen, on all sides, banners 

and palanquins, litters with stately dames close veiled, elephants gorgeously caparisoned, idols grotesquely 

hewn, drums, banners, and gongs, spears, silver and gilded maces. And amid the crowd, and the clamor, and 

the general intricacy and confusion- amid the million of black and yellow men, turbaned and robed, and of 

flowing beard, there roamed a countless multitude of holy filleted bulls, while vast legions of the filthy but 
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sacred ape clambered, chattering and shrieking, about the cornices of the mosques, or clung to the minarets 

and oriels. From the swarming streets to the banks of the river, there descended innumerable flights of steps 

leading to bathing places, while the river itself seemed to force a passage with difficulty through the vast 

fleets of deeply -- burthened ships that far and wide encountered its surface. Beyond the limits of the city 

arose, in frequent majestic groups, the palm and the cocoa, with other gigantic and weird trees of vast age, and 

here and there might be seen a field of rice, the thatched hut of a peasant, a tank, a stray temple, a gypsy 

camp, or a solitary graceful maiden taking her way, with a pitcher upon her head, to the banks of the 

magnificent river. 

"You will say now, of course, that I dreamed; but not so. What I saw -- what I heard -- what I felt -- what I 

thought -- had about it nothing of the unmistakable idiosyncrasy of the dream. All was rigorously self-

consistent. At first, doubting that I was really awake, I entered into a series of tests, which soon convinced me 

that I really was. Now, when one dreams, and, in the dream, suspects that he dreams, the suspicion never fails 

to confirm itself, and the sleeper is almost immediately aroused. Thus Novalis errs not in saying that 'we are 

near waking when we dream that we dream.' Had the vision occurred to me as I describe it, without my 

suspecting it as a dream, then a dream it might absolutely have been, but, occurring as it did, and suspected 

and tested as it was, I am forced to class it among other phenomena." 

"In this I am not sure that you are wrong," observed Dr. Templeton, "but proceed. You arose and descended 

into the city." 

"I arose," continued Bedloe, regarding the Doctor with an air of profound astonishment "I arose, as you say, 

and descended into the city. On my way I fell in with an immense populace, crowding through every avenue, 

all in the same direction, and exhibiting in every action the wildest excitement. Very suddenly, and by some 

inconceivable impulse, I became intensely imbued with personal interest in what was going on. I seemed to 

feel that I had an important part to play, without exactly understanding what it was. Against the crowd which 

environed me, however, I experienced a deep sentiment of animosity. I shrank from amid them, and, swiftly, 

by a circuitous path, reached and entered the city. Here all was the wildest tumult and contention. A small 

party of men, clad in garments half-Indian, half-European, and officered by gentlemen in a uniform partly 

British, were engaged, at great odds, with the swarming rabble of the alleys. I joined the weaker party, arming 

myself with the weapons of a fallen officer, and fighting I knew not whom with the nervous ferocity of 

despair. We were soon overpowered by numbers, and driven to seek refuge in a species of kiosk. Here we 

barricaded ourselves, and, for the present were secure. From a loop-hole near the summit of the kiosk, I 

perceived a vast crowd, in furious agitation, surrounding and assaulting a gay palace that overhung the river. 

Presently, from an upper window of this place, there descended an effeminate-looking person, by means of a 

string made of the turbans of his attendants. A boat was at hand, in which he escaped to the opposite bank of 

the river. 

"And now a new object took possession of my soul. I spoke a few hurried but energetic words to my 

companions, and, having succeeded in gaining over a few of them to my purpose made a frantic sally from the 

kiosk. We rushed amid the crowd that surrounded it. They retreated, at first, before us. They rallied, fought 

madly, and retreated again. In the mean time we were borne far from the kiosk, and became bewildered and 

entangled among the narrow streets of tall, overhanging houses, into the recesses of which the sun had never 

been able to shine. The rabble pressed impetuously upon us, harrassing us with their spears, and 

overwhelming us with flights of arrows. These latter were very remarkable, and resembled in some respects 

the writhing creese of the Malay. They were made to imitate the body of a creeping serpent, and were long 
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and black, with a poisoned barb. One of them struck me upon the right temple. I reeled and fell. An 

instantaneous and dreadful sickness seized me. I struggled -- I gasped -- I died." "You will hardly persist 

now," said I smiling, "that the whole of your adventure was not a dream. You are not prepared to maintain 

that you are dead?" 

When I said these words, I of course expected some lively sally from Bedloe in reply, but, to my 

astonishment, he hesitated, trembled, became fearfully pallid, and remained silent. I looked toward 

Templeton. He sat erect and rigid in his chair -- his teeth chattered, and his eyes were starting from their 

sockets. "Proceed!" he at length said hoarsely to Bedloe. 

"For many minutes," continued the latter, "my sole sentiment -- my sole feeling -- was that of darkness and 

nonentity, with the consciousness of death. At length there seemed to pass a violent and sudden shock through 

my soul, as if of electricity. With it came the sense of elasticity and of light. This latter I felt -- not saw. In an 

instant I seemed to rise from the ground. But I had no bodily, no visible, audible, or palpable presence. The 

crowd had departed. The tumult had ceased. The city was in comparative repose. Beneath me lay my corpse, 

with the arrow in my temple, the whole head greatly swollen and disfigured. But all these things I felt -- not 

saw. I took interest in nothing. Even the corpse seemed a matter in which I had no concern. Volition I had 

none, but appeared to be impelled into motion, and flitted buoyantly out of the city, retracing the circuitous 

path by which I had entered it. When I had attained that point of the ravine in the mountains at which I had 

encountered the hyena, I again experienced a shock as of a galvanic battery, the sense of weight, of volition, 

of substance, returned. I became my original self, and bent my steps eagerly homeward -- but the past had not 

lost the vividness of the real -- and not now, even for an instant, can I compel my understanding to regard it as 

a dream." 

"Nor was it," said Templeton, with an air of deep solemnity, "yet it would be difficult to say how otherwise it 

should be termed. Let us suppose only, that the soul of the man of to-day is upon the verge of some 

stupendous psychal discoveries. Let us content ourselves with this supposition. For the rest I have some 

explanation to make. Here is a watercolor drawing, which I should have shown you before, but which an 

unaccountable sentiment of horror has hitherto prevented me from showing." 

We looked at the picture which he presented. I saw nothing in it of an extraordinary character, but its effect 

upon Bedloe was prodigious. He nearly fainted as he gazed. And yet it was but a miniature portrait -- a 

miraculously accurate one, to be sure -- of his own very remarkable features. At least this was my thought as I 

regarded it. 

"You will perceive," said Templeton, "the date of this picture -- it is here, scarcely visible, in this corner -- 

1780. In this year was the portrait taken. It is the likeness of a dead friend -- a Mr. Oldeb -- to whom I became 

much attached at Calcutta, during the administration of Warren Hastings. I was then only twenty years old. 

When I first saw you, Mr. Bedloe, at Saratoga, it was the miraculous similarity which existed between 

yourself and the painting which induced me to accost you, to seek your friendship, and to bring about those 

arrangements which resulted in my becoming your constant companion. In accomplishing this point, I was 

urged partly, and perhaps principally, by a regretful memory of the deceased, but also, in part, by an uneasy, 

and not altogether horrorless curiosity respecting yourself. 

"In your detail of the vision which presented itself to you amid the hills, you have described, with the 

minutest accuracy, the Indian city of Benares, upon the Holy River. The riots, the combat, the massacre, were 
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the actual events of the insurrection of Cheyte Sing, which took place in 1780, when Hastings was put in 

imminent peril of his life. The man escaping by the string of turbans was Cheyte Sing himself. The party in 

the kiosk were sepoys and British officers, headed by Hastings. Of this party I was one, and did all I could to 

prevent the rash and fatal sally of the officer who fell, in the crowded alleys, by the poisoned arrow of a 

Bengalee. That officer was my dearest friend. It was Oldeb. You will perceive by these manuscripts," (here 

the speaker produced a note-book in which several pages appeared to have been freshly written,) "that at the 

very period in which you fancied these things amid the hills, I was engaged in detailing them upon paper here 

at home." 

In about a week after this conversation, the following paragraphs appeared in a Charlottesville paper: 

"We have the painful duty of announcing the death of Mr. Augustus Bedlo, a gentleman whose amiable 

manners and many virtues have long endeared him to the citizens of Charlottesville. 

"Mr. B., for some years past, has been subject to neuralgia, which has often threatened to terminate fatally; 

but this can be regarded only as the mediate cause of his decease. The proximate cause was one of especial 

singularity. In an excursion to the Ragged Mountains, a few days since, a slight cold and fever were 

contracted, attended with great determination of blood to the head. To relieve this, Dr. Templeton resorted to 

topical bleeding. Leeches were applied to the temples. In a fearfully brief period the patient died, when it 

appeared that in the jar containing the leeches, had been introduced, by accident, one of the venomous 

vermicular sangsues which are now and then found in the neighboring ponds. This creature fastened itself 

upon a small artery in the right temple. Its close resemblance to the medicinal leech caused the mistake to be 

overlooked until too late. 

"N. B. The poisonous sangsue of Charlottesville may always be distinguished from the medicinal leech by its 

blackness, and especially by its writhing or vermicular motions, which very nearly resemble those of a 

snake." 

I was speaking with the editor of the paper in question, upon the topic of this remarkable accident, when it 

occurred to me to ask how it happened that the name of the deceased had been given as Bedlo. 

"I presume," I said, "you have authority for this spelling, but I have always supposed the name to be written 

with an e at the end." 

"Authority? -- no," he replied. "It is a mere typographical error. The name is Bedlo with an e, all the world 

over, and I never knew it to be spelt otherwise in my life." 

"Then," said I mutteringly, as I turned upon my heel, "then indeed has it come to pass that one truth is 

stranger than any fiction -- for Bedloe, without the e, what is it but Oldeb conversed! And this man tells me 

that it is a typographical error." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/a-tale-of-the-ragged-mountains 
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The Stoic Key to Kindness 

 “Suppose someone standing by a clear, sweet spring were to curse it: it just keeps right on bringing drinkable 

water bubbling up to the surface.” 

B Y M ARIA POPOVA  

 
All human lives are too various and alive with contradiction to be neatly classed into the categories in which 

we try to contain the chaos of life, and yet we spend so much of our own unclassifiable lives classing the lives 

of others. One measure of kindness might be the unwillingness to crush complexity into category, the refusal 

to lash others with our labels. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1541673859/braipick-20
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Marcus Aurelius (April 26, 121–March 17, 180) knew this, lived this. Once a heartbroken queer 

teenager raised by a single mother, he was saved by Stoic philosophy, then tried to save a dying world with it 

when he came to rule Rome as the last of its Five Good Emperors. Across the epochs, he goes on saving us 

with the sonorous undertone of his entire philosophy — his humming insistence on kindness as the only 

effective antidote to all of life’s assaults. 

Marcus Aurelius 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/02/16/marcus-aurelius-in-love-amy-richlin/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/02/16/marcus-aurelius-in-love-amy-richlin/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/09/19/marcus-aurelius-luck/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1541673859/braipick-20
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One 

https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-for-a-1933-edition-of-edgar-allan-poes-tales-of-mystery-and-imagination2361217_print?sku=s6-11742983p4a1v46?curator=brainpicker
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of Harry Clarke’s 1933 illustrations for Edgar Allan Poe’s Tales of Mystery and Imagination. (Available as a 

print.) 

 

In his timeless Meditations (public library) — notes on life he had written largely to himself while learning 

how to live more nobly in an uncertain world that blindsides us as much with its beauty as with its brutality — 

he returns again and again to kindness and the importance of extending it to everyone equally at all times, 

because even at their cruelest, which is their most irrational, human beings are endowed with reason and 

dignity they can live up to. 

Seventeen centuries before Tolstoy looked back on his long and contradictory life to make the bittersweet 

observation that “nothing can make our life, or the lives of other people, more beautiful than perpetual 

kindness,” Marcus Aurelius draws on the other great refrain that carries his philosophy — the insistence 

that embracing our mortality is the key to living fully — and writes: 

You should bear in mind constantly that death has come to men* of all kinds, men with varied occupations 

and various ethnicities… We too will inevitably end up where so many [of our heroes] have gone… 

Heraclitus, Pythagoras, Socrates… brilliant intellectuals, high-minded men, hard workers, men of ingenuity, 

self-confident men, men… who mocked the very transience and impermanence of human life…. men… long 

dead and buried… Only one thing is important: to behave throughout your life toward the liars and crooks 

around you with kindness, honesty, and justice. 

 

The key to kindness, he observes, is keeping “the purity, lucidity, moderation, and justice of your mind” from 

being sullied by the actions of those you encounter, no matter how disagreeable and discomposed by unreason 

they may be. In a passage itself defying the laziness of labels, rooted in a metaphor more evocative of a 

Buddhist parable or a Transcendentalist diary entry or a Patti Smith Instagram poem than of a Stoic dictum, 

he writes: 

Suppose someone standing by a clear, sweet spring were to curse it: it just keeps right on bringing drinkable 

water bubbling up to the surface. Even if he throws mud or dung in it, before long the spring disperses the dirt 

and washes it out, leaving no stain. So how are you to have the equivalent of an ever-flowing spring? If you 

preserve your self-reliance at every hour, and your kindness, simplicity, and morality. 

He offers a kind of thought experiment to be tested in action — try kindness on, the way one tries on a 

costume, and see how you feel moving through life wearing it, see that you feel infinitely better about both 

yourself and life: 

Try living the life of a good man* and see how it too suits you — a man who’s gratified by the lot he’s been 

assigned by the universe and satisfied with the justice of his acts and the kindness of his character. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/13/harry-clarke-edgar-allan-poe-tales-of-mystery-and-imagination/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-for-a-1933-edition-of-edgar-allan-poes-tales-of-mystery-and-imagination2361217_print?sku=s6-11742983p4a1v46?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-arthur-rackham-for-a-1933-edition-of-edgar-allan-poes-tales-of-mystery-and-imagination2361217_print?sku=s6-11742983p4a1v46?curator=brainpicker
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1541673859/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/meditations/oclc/1200832206&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/07/21/leo-tolstoy-kindness-calendar-of-wisdom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/07/21/leo-tolstoy-kindness-calendar-of-wisdom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/05/20/marcus-aurelius-meditations-mortality-presence/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/10/17/ursula-k-le-guin-gender/
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Art by Charlie Mackesy from The Boy, the Mole, the Fox and the Horse 

In a sentiment Bertrand Russell would echo epochs later in contemplating how to stop limiting your best life, 

Marcus Aurelius offers the ultimate recipe for fulfillment: 

If you carry out every present task by following right reason assiduously, resolutely, and with kindness; if, 

rather than getting distracted by irrelevancies, you keep your guardian spirit unspoiled and steady…; if you 

engage with the task not with expectations or evasions, but satisfied if your current performance is in accord 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/27/the-boy-the-mole-the-fox-and-the-horse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/05/18/bertrand-russell-what-i-believe-love/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/27/the-boy-the-mole-the-fox-and-the-horse/
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with nature and if what you say and express is spoken with true Roman honesty, you’ll be living the good life. 

And there’s no one who can stop you doing so! 

Complement with poet Naomi Shihab Nye’s soul-broadening ode to kindness and George Saunders on its 

regret-annihilating power, then revisit Marcus Aurelius on the good luck of your bad luck, how to handle 

disappointing people, the key to living with presence, the most potent motivation for work, and how to begin 

each day. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/01/marcus-aurelius-meditations-

kindness/?mc_cid=a9935843cf&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/04/01/naomi-shihab-nye-kindness-animated/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/04/28/george-saunders-on-kindness-animated/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/04/28/george-saunders-on-kindness-animated/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/09/19/marcus-aurelius-luck/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/04/13/marcus-aurelius-meditations-robin-waterfield/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/04/13/marcus-aurelius-meditations-robin-waterfield/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/05/20/marcus-aurelius-meditations-mortality-presence/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/01/03/marcus-aurelius-meditations-bed-work/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/01/03/marcus-aurelius-meditations-bed-work/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/01/03/marcus-aurelius-meditations-bed-work/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/01/marcus-aurelius-meditations-kindness/?mc_cid=a9935843cf&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/01/marcus-aurelius-meditations-kindness/?mc_cid=a9935843cf&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Open-shell organic systems that contain magnetically active transition metal ions 

ByDIPC April 7, 2022   

When talking about molecules, “open shell” signifies that there are unpaired electrons. In terms of molecular 

orbital theory, it means that some molecular orbitals are singly occupied. Organic open-shell compounds are 

extraordinarily attractive materials for their use in molecular spintronics. 

In spintronics, new memory and logic devices are being developed based on the use of spins of nuclei, atoms, 

or molecules, instead of electronic charges. The main advantages are an improved energy efficiency and 

speed of operation to store and process information. 

Magnetism is typically associated with d– or f-block elements, but can also appear in organic molecules with 

unpaired π-electrons. This has considerably boosted the interest in such organic materials with large potential 

for spintronics and quantum applications. While several materials showing either d/f or π-electron magnetism 

have been synthesized, the combination of both features within the same structure has only scarcely been 

reported. 

There are two main prerequisites for magnetic materials with contributions from both π- and d-electrons. 

First, the target organic structure must present a π-conjugated magnetic/open-shell electronic structure, and 

second, the π-system must have a sufficiently large overlap with some d-orbitals, allowing for π-d magnetic 

interactions. Meeting these two requirements within one molecule is certainly not straightforward, especially 

since the preparation of organic open-shell compounds is typically limited by their inherently poor stability 

and solubility. In this context, porphyrins are highly appealing molecular platforms. 

Porphyrins are organic pigments characterized by the possession of a cyclic group of four linked nitrogen-

containing rings called porphyrin, the nitrogen atoms of which are often coordinated to metal ions. Thus, they 

are tetrapyrrolic macrocycles with a planar structure and an aromatic circuit of 18 π-electrons. Porphyrins 

differ in the nature of their side-chain groups. 

Porphyrins are heterocycles that show high thermal stability, rich coordination chemistry, tunable redox 

features, and excellent photophysical properties. But, importantly, porphyrins offer the possibility to chelate 

transition metals within their inner cavity, which potentially allows for strong π-d electron interactions. A 

natural example is haem, which contains iron and forms the prosthetic group of haemoglobin, myoglobin and 

the cytochromes. 

But to get the desired porphyrin is no easy task. On one hand, the synthetic access to open-shell structures 

often faces multi-step synthesis, low yields, and poorly soluble intermediates and products. On the other, the 

low stability of these species typically hampers their characterization, which needs to be carried out in 

degassed solutions or through the in situ generation of the radical species. As a consequence, very few 

examples of inherently open-shell porphyrins have been reported. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/07/open-shell-organic-systems-that-contain-magnetically-active-transition-metal-ions/#author
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On-surface synthesis is as a promising alternative to prepare open-shell polyaromatic hydrocarbons systems, 

offering significant advantages over the more classical “wet” synthesis. Ultrahigh vacuum conditions and the 

atomically clean, catalytic surfaces, provide the ideal playground for both synthesis and characterization of 

structures that are hardly accessible through solution-based methods. 

 

Recently, a team of researchers used on-surface synthesis to produce three Zn(II) porphyrins, with zero, two, 

and four phenalenyl moieties, with a demonstrated an open-shell character. Now, the same team reports 1 the 

preparation of a series of open-shell, π-extended porphyrins that contain magnetically active metal ions – 

namely, Cu (II) , Co (II) , and (FeII) – through a combination of in-solution and on-surface synthesis. 

After the structural confirmation of the three surface-supported nanostructures, the magnetic properties of 

these metallo-porphyrins were carefully addressed by high-resolution scanning probe microscopy, 

complemented by DFT calculations at the single-molecule level. 

The researchers found that the π-electrons of the porphyrin macrocycle can indeed have a strong magnetic 

interplay with the d-electrons of the central metal ion. In particular, for the Cu and Fe porphyrins, 

ferromagnetically coupled π-electrons were found to be delocalized over the porphyrin edges. For the Co, the 

authors find a Kondo resonance. The Fe derivative exhibits the highest magnetization and an exchange 

coupling between the π-electrons and the Fe d-states. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2020/12/10/on-surface-synthesis-of-open-shell-porphyrins/
https://mappingignorance.org/2020/12/10/on-surface-synthesis-of-open-shell-porphyrins/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/07/open-shell-organic-systems-that-contain-magnetically-active-transition-metal-ions/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9409-1
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This work provides a facile method for the fabrication of open-shell organic systems that contain chelated 

magnetically active transition metal ions, opening a path toward the realization of fascinating novel materials 

with intriguing magnetic properties. 

Author: César Tomé López is a science writer and the editor of Mapping Ignorance 

Disclaimer: Parts of this article may have been copied verbatim or almost verbatim from the referenced 

research paper/s. 
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What Working at a Used Bookstore Taught Me About Literary Rejection 

“Try this. If you don’t like it, I’ve got more.” 

By Carl Lavigne 

 

August 24, 2022 

I think every aspiring writer should work in a used bookstore. For a little while, at least. If nothing else, the 

ego death is electric. 

* 

I am lucky. A fellowship after my MFA has left me with all kinds of time to write and live out this romantic 

dream job. Ensconced in an Ann Arbor institution, The Dawn Treader Book Shop, I happily Sisyphus stacks 

of dusty secondhand books. There are whole swaths of the store’s floor I’ve never seen, buried since I started. 

Always more shelving to do. 

https://lithub.com/author/carllavigne/
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“We get new books every day,” I tell people, disappointed they can’t find exactly what they want. At least 

once a week someone asks for Beloved, Dune, or The Secret History. They’re impressed when I say I know 

we don’t have those. Since everyone’s looking for the same books, I’ve already checked. 

To best enjoy yourself, I recommend you treat a used bookstore like a flea market or Target. The place tells 

you what you want. 

A couple customers encounter our glut of Dave Eggers paperbacks. 

“I had to read that in high school,” one tells the other. “I hated it.” 

* 

Is there a German word for being surrounded by stacks of once-feted, now forgotten novels piled in a deeply 

haunted basement wondering, “What if this is where my book ends up?” 

Three years of German in high school didn’t offer an ample enough vocabulary. Thankfully, English has a 

word for this: sadness. 

* 

A customer demands a book recommendation. “Something good.” 

“Sorry,” I joke. “Fresh out.” 

I find a book by my undergrad professor. It’s inscribed with a lovely personal note to someone named 

Katherine. I guess she didn’t want it anymore. 

They’ve never read Toni Morrison, but we rarely have her in stock. The late great’s works rightfully take 

flight whenever one finds its way to our store. 

“She’s fantastic,” I say. “Won the Nobel Prize in ’93.” 

The customer dismisses this. “The Nobel Prize,” they say, “is for all those fascists and pedophiles.” 

I assure them Morrison was neither. 

In the basement there are oodles of Andre Gidé (pedophile), and no shortage of Knut Hamsun (fascist). No 

one has ever asked me for either. 
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* 

Which books end up at used bookstores? It’s an interesting equation. Many are stamped with Oprah’s 

insignia, bedecked in “Finalist” stickers, or slathered in shiny blurbs. Popular or lauded enough to be 

distributed widely enough to be beloved by some and rejected by indifferent others. 

A used bookstore deals in extremes: the dollar Dover Thrift Dickens to be skimmed before a Literature 101 

exam and the prohibitively expensive artifacts (say, a $7,500 first-edition Tibetan Book of the Dead). Glass 

cases house the latter under lock and key. As used booksellers, we’re used to treating books as bricks—very 

pretty, sometimes sentimentally valuable bricks. To be disappointingly mercenary, we’re not in the business 

of getting people to read books, rather getting people to buy books. 

When acquiring for the store, I eliminate the shoddily self-published, the waterlogged, the violently bigoted, 

the umpteenth Joyce Carol Oates. We’re looking for something someone might someday cherish, but 

someone else needs to give it up first. 

* 

My agent and I agreed: don’t tell me anything until the book sells. 

After months of waiting, I asked for the answer I already knew. 

The book did not sell. 

I listened to “I Wanna Get Better” by Bleachers 17 times in a row. 

I was getting ahead of myself there, wasn’t I? Imagining my little debut perched precariously between John 

Irving’s minor works and mountains of Thomas Mann. 

* 

The bookstore acquires a signed first edition of a friend’s debut, complete with slipcase. I whisk it home, 

afraid he might drop by the store and see it priced below MSRP. I can’t ask him how it would feel to see his 

book there. I don’t know where it came from. It appears unread. I read it. It makes me cry. 
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I find a book by my undergrad professor. It’s inscribed with a lovely personal note to someone named 

Katherine. I guess she didn’t want it anymore. I tell myself maybe she died, but that doesn’t make me feel any 

better. 

* 

My favorite customer comes in each week looking for her next read. While we really do get more books every 

day—college kids selling back their assigned readings, the morose middle-aged donating the libraries of their 

parents recently passed—seldom do I find something I know she’ll love, or even something I’ve read. 

“Oh, thank god,” I say aloud, unearthing a battered copy of Ishiguro’s The Remains of the Day from the 

bottom of a box of civil war histories and Bill O’Reilly. I hide it behind the register for that desperate moment 

when a customer asks, “Got any recommendations?” and my mind goes as empty as my inbox. 

What am I doing? My boss estimates there are 100,000 books in the store, including all the duplicates in the 

basement. I’m baffled to see folks leave empty-handed. There are more books here than there are people in 

this town, and you couldn’t find a single one to take home? Not that I’m apparently helping. 

I decide to read every book in the store. 

I fail. 

Instead, I look for books we have in spades. Something short, always in stock, and good enough to 

recommend without pandering or condescending. I’m surrounded by books I might love, each bedazzled with 

superlative praise, begging to be remembered and read. 

The epiphany is almost embarrassing. I’ve been waiting for the familiar, the reliable to show up in the 

donation boxes, instead of seeking out the new-to-me within the old all around. 

All our “to read” stacks tower over us. How do we abolish the insistent march of time and forgetting? 

I find rich veins of Fumiko Enchi’s Masks, a deposit of Sawako Ariyoshi’s The Doctor’s Wife. 

I recommend them until we run out. 

Jill McCorkle’s short stories, Alice McDermott’s Charming Billy, Leslie Marmon Silko’s Ceremony. 
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I sell the same book over and over. Now those are all gone too. 

We have 58 copies of Snow Country by Yasunari Kawabata, a Nobel laureate, blessedly neither a pedophile 

nor fascist. I’d never heard of him. His friend, and cosmic opposite, Yukio Mishima, enjoys more recollection 

and attention. 

* 

The world moves too fast, and reading is a slow pastime. All our “to read” stacks tower over us. How do we 

abolish the insistent march of time and forgetting? I imagine myself moving through the slow-motion memory 

of Alexandria’s burning, weighed down with an armload of old books you just have to read. 

Okay. It’s not that romantic. 

100,000 books is, perhaps, I’m sad to say, too many books. 

The endless options leave one overwhelmed and indecisive. 

“Here,” I tell the beleaguered would-be book buyer. “Try this. If you don’t like it, I’ve got more.” 

I wrote another book. My agent tells me she can’t sell this manuscript. It’s too much like the last one. She’s 

right, of course. I write the same book over and over. 

* 

Have you read Snow Country? 

You should. It’s good. 

It’s a love story. Sort of. 

We’re down to 40 copies, though a couple fell apart in my hands. 

* 

The book is an uncanny object. 
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The lucky ones outlive their authors. The luckier ones outlive their original owners too. A secondhand book, 

whether it falls off the shelf into your lap, or is thrust upon you by the kid crouched behind the counter, lives a 

second life. 

* 

I listen to “It’ll All Work Out” by Phoebe Bridgers 31 times in a row. 

I start writing another book. 

bookstoresCarl LavignedebutMFAsrejectionused bookswriting  
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Carl Lavigne 

Carl Lavigne is a writer from Georgia, Vermont, a town with no stoplights or zipcode. He holds an MFA from 

the University of Michigan. His work has appeared in Joyland, Guernica, and Ploughshares. 
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VIA THE MARIS REVIEW 

Miriam Parker on Loving Characters Who Are Just a Little Bit Messy 

In Conversation with Maris Kreizman on The Maris Review Podcast 

By The Maris Review 

This week on The Maris Review, Miriam Parker joins Maris Kreizman to discuss her new novel, Room and 

Board, out now from Dutton. 

Subscribe and download the episode, wherever you get your podcasts. 

* 

On loving characters who are a bit messy: 

The one thing I wanted to say about Jillian is that she’s not perfect. She’s not blameless in this situation. And 

I didn’t want to have a character who is like “woe, is me!” She did something wrong too. I like main 

characters who are a little bit messy. You want to root for them, but also. It’s possible there are people who 

wouldn’t root for her because she tried to steal her best friend’s boyfriend. That’s something that someone 

might not like about her. But what I hope is that she’s made a mistake and you do root for her in the present to 

overcome whatever mistakes she’s made… 

I’ve never moved back to my hometown. But I’ve gone back a few times. My parents don’t live there 

anymore. But you walk down the sidewalk and you look at these cracks you’ve looked at so many times… I 

have these ingrained memories. But my whole hope the entire time I was in high school was I wanted to get 

away from this place. I want to be a different person than I’ve been this whole time. So I think there’s this 

https://link.chtbl.com/Ii_G3G1k
https://lithub.com/author/themarisreview/
https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/the-maris-review/id1462170581
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781524744502
https://bookshop.org/a/238/9781524744502
https://link.chtbl.com/Ii_G3G1k


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 607  september  2022 

 

147 

balance between wanting to go back and fix the mistakes that you made, and also wanting to be a new person. 

That’s one of the things that’s happening in this book. 

* 

On being an outsider—and being okay with it: 

So much about culture is reading the room. What is this room, and how am I going to work in this room? As a 

publicist Jillian gets this, but as a person she might not have figured this out. She never fit in at [her high 

school] and she goes back and realizes that she still doesn’t fit in. I’m still not accepted at the party… So 

she’s always a bit of an outsider. 

* 

On how to sound like an expert with only a certain amount of information: 

Wine is one of those things that’s intimidating, but if you learn four things about it, it’s not anymore. I think 

that’s true with a lot of things. I think maybe that’s a result of my job. Being a publisher is so wide-ranging in 

terms of what you read and what you interact with. I have access to every kind of book. And certainly in the 

past few years, because at Ecco we publish a really wide variety of literary nonfiction and memoir and 

science, I’ve just been exposed to so much information. I have a real love of nonfiction now that I didn’t 

always have. But I also have learned that you can sound like an expert on a topic with just a certain amount of 

information. And that’s why it’s so fun to read a book about trees, I’m an expert on trees now. 

* 

Recommended Reading: 

Tomorrow and Tomorrow and Tomorrow by Gabrielle Levin • An Immense World by Ed Yong • Lab Girl by 

Hope Jahren 

__________________________________ 

Miriam Parker is the associate publisher of Ecco and the author of The Shortest Way Home and Room and 

Board. She has an MFA in creative writing from UNC Wilmington and a BA in English from Columbia 

University. She lives in Brooklyn with her husband, daughter, and spaniel, Leopold Bloom. 

Lit Hub RadioMaris KreizmanMiriam ParkerpodcastsRoom and BoardThe Maris Review 

 

The Maris Review 

A casual yet intimate weekly conversation with some of the most masterful writers of today, The Maris 

Review delves deep into a guest’s most recent work and highlights the works of other authors they love. 
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View image credit & caption 

Research News 

New model sheds light on day/night cycle in the global ocean 

Computer models of global ocean biogeochemistry typically don't include the day/night light cycle 

Phytoplankton are the foundation of all life on the planet. Understanding how these photosynthetic organisms 

react to their ocean environment is important to understanding the rest of the food web. 

But computer models of the global ocean biogeochemistry typically don't include the day/night, or diel, light 

cycle, even though that cycle is critical for photosynthesis in the ocean’s primary producers. 

For the first time, U.S. National Science Foundation-supported biologists at the Marine Biological 

Laboratory in Massachusetts have incorporated the diel cycle into a global ocean model in order to investigate 

its effects on phytoplankton. 

The study, published in Global Ecology and Biogeography, is the first to investigate how the day/night cycle 

affects the biogeography and diversity of these primary producers. The research took place in part at the Plum 

Island Ecosystems Long-Term Ecological Research site, funded by NSF. 

The model offered natural light and dark cycles over the global ocean to 15 simulated phytoplankton types. 

The simulations then compared to a control simulation using the same plankton model, but illuminated with 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/new-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-ocean?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1558710&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-c9e063aa404fcf03c6aabc558e?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.mbl.edu%2Fnews%2Fnew-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-ocean&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fnew-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-ocean%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-c9e063aa404fcf03c6aabc558e?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.mbl.edu%2Fnews%2Fnew-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-ocean&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fnew-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-ocean%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-c9e063aa404fcf03c6aabc558e?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fonlinelibrary.wiley.com%2Fdoi%2F10.1111%2Fgeb.13562&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fnew-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-ocean%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-c9e063aa404fcf03c6aabc558e?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fpie-lter.ecosystems.mbl.edu%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fnew-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-ocean%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-c9e063aa404fcf03c6aabc558e?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fpie-lter.ecosystems.mbl.edu%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fnew-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-ocean%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1637630&HistoricalAwards=false
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light averaged over 24-hour periods. The goal was to see how diel light cycles affected phytoplankton 

productivity and changed nutrient concentration dynamics. 

The simulated phytoplankton were all different cell sizes and separated into two different groups with two 

broad ecological strategies. "Gleaners" simulated smaller cells with high nutrient affinity (meaning they could 

capture nutrients out of the water column even if those nutrients were in low quantities) but slow growth, and 

"opportunists" simulated larger cells with higher maximum growth rate but low nutrient affinity (meaning 

they did better in nutrient-rich water). These were representations of real phytoplankton based on parameters 

from lab cultures. 

The researchers found that the diel cycle did indeed matter to the simulated phytoplankton. 

The model showed that diel cycles are associated with higher concentrations of limited nutrients, which meant 

that at lower latitudes (40 degrees south to 40 degrees north), the simulated opportunists were more abundant 

than the gleaners compared to the control simulation. This includes phytoplankton like diatoms. This 

mechanism became less important at higher latitudes, where the effects of the seasonal light cycle were 

stronger than the day/night cycles. 

If scientists don't understand how phytoplankton are getting their energy as primary producers at the base of 

the food web, it's hard to make inferences about the interactions of the rest of the global ocean food web — all 

the way up to humans. 

The global ocean is huge, and so are the models that represent it. To grapple with the complexities of what 

happens in the ocean, modelers often simplify certain processes. Typical models incorporate only seasonal 

light shifts rather than adding the more fine-grained details of the day/night cycle. This is mostly a 

computational decision, says Joe Vallino, senior author on the paper. "If you're not resolving fine time detail, 

in general, [the models] run faster." 

Understanding how the ocean works is vital for understanding how global warming and elevated carbon 

dioxide affect climate change. "This model contributes to advancing our understanding of how the ocean 

works," says Vallino. He adds that as scientists make better ocean models, eventually they may use them to 

investigate possible solutions to climate change while minimizing unintended consequences. 

"Being able to predict how the distribution of phytoplankton will change has repercussions higher up the food 

web," says Vallino. "If you can't get that base change right, you can't get anything that's connected to that 

above it right." 

Research areas 

Directorate for Geosciences (GEO) 

Division of Ocean Sciences (GEO/OCE) 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/new-model-sheds-light-daynight-cycle-global-
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View image credit & caption 

Research News 

Stars determine their own masses 

Simulations show why stars formed in different environments have similar masses 

August 30, 2022 

 

Last year, a team of astrophysicists launched Star Formation in Gaseous Environments, or STARFORGE, a 

project that produces the most realistic, highest-resolution 3D simulations of star formation to date. Now, the 

scientists have used these simulations to uncover what determines the masses of stars, a mystery that has 

captivated astrophysicists for decades. 

In a new study, the team discovered that star formation is a self-regulatory process. In other words, stars 

themselves set their own masses. This helps explain why stars formed in disparate environments still have 

similar masses. The new finding may enable researchers to better understand star formation within the Milky 

Way and other galaxies. 

The U.S. National Science Foundation-funded study was published in Monthly Notices of the Royal 

Astronomical Society. The team included scientists at Northwestern University, the University of Texas at 
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Austin, Carnegie Observatories, Harvard University and Caltech. The lead author of the study is Dávid 

Guszejnov at UT Austin. 

"Understanding the stellar initial mass function is such an important problem because it impacts astrophysics 

across the board — from nearby planets to distant galaxies," said Northwestern's Claude-André Faucher-

Giguère, a study co-author. "This is because stars have relatively simple DNA. If you know the mass of a star, 

then you know most things about the star: how much light it emits, how long it will live and what will happen 

to it when it dies. The distribution of stellar masses is thus critical for whether planets that orbit stars can 

potentially sustain life as well as what distant galaxies look like." 

Outer space is filled with giant clouds, consisting of cold gas and dust. Slowly, gravity pulls far-flung specks 

of this gas and dust toward each other to form dense clumps. Materials in these clumps fall inward, crashing 

and sparking heat to create a newborn star. 

Surrounding each of these "protostars" is a rotating disk of gas and dust. Every planet in our solar system was 

once specks in such a disk around our newborn sun. Whether or not planets orbiting a star could host life is 

dependent on the mass of the star and how it formed. Therefore, understanding star formation is crucial to 

determining where life can form in the universe. 

"Stars are the atoms of the galaxy," said Stella Offner at UT Austin, a study co-author. "Their mass 

distribution dictates whether planets will be born and if life might develop." 
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