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Negotiations over the years have aimed to protect forests, biodiversity and the climate. Manjunath Kiran/AFP 
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We believe in the free flow of information 

Republish our articles for free, online or in print, under Creative Commons licence. 

 

The Stockholm Conference began on June 5, 1972. UN Photo/Yutaka Nagata 

 

In 1972, acid rain was destroying trees. Birds were dying from DDT poisoning, and countries were 

contending with oil spills, contamination from nuclear weapons testing and the environmental harm of the 

Vietnam War. Air pollution was crossing borders and harming neighboring countries. 

https://www.unmultimedia.org/s/photo/detail/145/0145658.html
https://www.bbc.com/future/article/20190823-can-lessons-from-acid-rain-help-stop-climate-change
https://www.epa.gov/ingredients-used-pesticide-products/ddt-brief-history-and-status
https://theconversation.com/agent-orange-exposed-how-u-s-chemical-warfare-in-vietnam-unleashed-a-slow-moving-disaster-84572
https://theconversation.com/agent-orange-exposed-how-u-s-chemical-warfare-in-vietnam-unleashed-a-slow-moving-disaster-84572
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At Sweden’s urging, the United Nations brought together representatives from countries around the world to 

find solutions. That summit – the U.N. Conference on the Human Environment, held in Stockholm 50 years 

ago on June 5-16, 1972 – marked the first global effort to treat the environment as a worldwide policy issue 

and define the core principles for its management. 

The Stockholm Conference was a turning point in how countries thought about the natural world and the 

resources that all nations share, like the air. 

It led to the creation of the U.N. Environment Program to monitor the state of the environment and coordinate 

responses to the major environmental problems. It also raised questions that continue to challenge 

international negotiations to this day, such as who is responsible for cleaning up environmental damage, and 

how much poorer countries can be expected to do. 

Our mission is to share knowledge and inform decisions. 

About us 

On the 50th anniversary of the Stockholm Conference, let’s look at where half a century of environmental 

diplomacy has led and the issues emerging for the coming decades. 

The Stockholm Conference, 1972 

From a diplomacy perspective, the Stockholm Conference was a major accomplishment. 

It pushed the boundaries for a U.N. system that relied on the concept of state sovereignty and emphasized the 

importance of joint action for the common good. The conference gathered representatives from 113 countries, 

as well as from U.N. agencies, and created a tradition of including nonstate actors, such as environmental 

advocacy groups. It produced a declaration that included principles to guide global environmental 

management going forward. 

A U.N. video captured scenes in and around the Stockholm Conference, including young protesters and 

Indian Prime Minister Indira Gandhi’s speech. 

The declaration explicitly acknowledged states’ “sovereign right to exploit their own resources pursuant to 

their own environmental policies, and the responsibility to ensure that activities within their jurisdiction or 

control do not cause damage to the environment of other States or of areas beyond the limits of national 

jurisdiction.” An action plan strengthened the U.N.’s role in protecting the environment and 

established UNEP as the global authority for the environment. 

https://www.un.org/en/conferences/environment/stockholm1972
https://www.unep.org/resources/report/unep-first-40-years
https://doi.org/10.1093/yiel/yvaa073
https://wedocs.unep.org/bitstream/handle/20.500.11822/29567/ELGP1StockD.pdf
https://www.un.org/en/conferences/environment/stockholm1972
https://www.unep.org/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 610  september  2022 

 

6 

The Stockholm Conference also put global inequality in the spotlight. Indian Prime Minister Indira Gandhi 

questioned the urgency of prioritizing environmental protection when so many people lived in poverty. Other 

developing countries shared India’s concerns: Would this new environmental movement prevent 

impoverished people from using the environment and reinforce their deprivation? And would rich countries 

that contributed to the environmental damage provide funding and technical assistance? 

The Earth Summit, 1992 

Twenty years later, the 1992 U.N. Conference on Environment and Development – the Earth Summit – in Rio 

de Janeiro provided an answer. It embraced sustainable development – development that meets the needs of 

the present without compromising the ability of future generations to meet their own needs. That paved the 

way for political consensus in several ways. 

 

U.N. conferences like the Earth Summit, held June 3-14, 1992, draw global attention to environmental 

problems. Antonio Ribeiro/Gamma-Rapho via Getty Images, 1992 

http://lasulawsenvironmental.blogspot.com/2012/07/indira-gandhis-speech-at-stockholm.html
http://lasulawsenvironmental.blogspot.com/2012/07/indira-gandhis-speech-at-stockholm.html
https://www.un.org/en/conferences/environment/rio1992
http://www.un-documents.net/our-common-future.pdf
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/earth-summit-in-rio-de-janeiro-brazil-on-june-02-1992-news-photo/115155612?adppopup=true
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First, climate change was making it clear that human activities can permanently alter the planet, so the stakes 

were high for everyone. The imperative was to establish a new global partnership mobilizing states, key 

sectors of societies and people to protect and restore the health of the Earth’s ecosystems. 

Second, economic development, environmental protection and social development were treated as 

interdependent. 

Finally, while all countries were expected to pursue sustainable development, it was acknowledged that 

developed countries had more capacity to do so and that their societies placed greater pressures on the 

environment. 

 

Young people at the Earth Summit in 1992 protested against nuclear power. Antonio Ribeiro/Gamma-Rapho 

via Getty Images, 1992 

The Earth Summit produced the U.N. Framework Convention on Climate Change, laying the foundation for 

global climate negotiations that continue today; the Convention on Biological Diversity; nonbinding Forest 

Principles; and an overarching action plan to transition to sustainability. 

https://unfccc.int/files/essential_background/background_publications_htmlpdf/application/pdf/conveng.pdf
https://www.un.org/en/development/desa/population/migration/generalassembly/docs/globalcompact/A_CONF.151_26_Vol.I_Declaration.pdf
https://www.un.org/en/development/desa/population/migration/generalassembly/docs/globalcompact/A_CONF.151_26_Vol.I_Declaration.pdf
https://www.britannica.com/topic/common-but-differentiated-responsibilities
https://www.britannica.com/topic/common-but-differentiated-responsibilities
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/earth-summit-in-rio-de-janeiro-brazil-on-june-02-1992-news-photo/115115007?adppopup=true
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/earth-summit-in-rio-de-janeiro-brazil-on-june-02-1992-news-photo/115115007?adppopup=true
https://www.cbd.int/doc/legal/cbd-en.pdf
https://www.un.org/esa/documents/ga/conf151/aconf15126-1.htm
https://www.un.org/esa/documents/ga/conf151/aconf15126-1.htm
https://sustainabledevelopment.un.org/outcomedocuments/agenda21
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Progress, but major challenges ahead 

The increasing awareness of environmental challenges over the past 50 years has led to the spread of national 

environmental agencies and the growth of global environmental law. 

The world has pulled together to stop the destruction of the ozone layer, phase out leaded gasoline and curb 

the pollutants from burning fossil fuels that create acid rain. In 2015, U.N. member countries adopted 

17 Sustainable Development Goals with measurable targets and signed the Paris climate agreement. Countries 

in 2022 committed to develop a treaty to reduce pollution from plastics. Climate change and sustainable 

resource use have also become higher priorities in foreign policymaking, international organizations and 

corporate boardrooms. 

But while environmental diplomacy has demonstrated that progress is possible, the challenges the world still 

faces are immense. 

Greenhouse gas concentrations are still increasing, and rising temperatures are fueling devastating wildfires, 

heat waves and other disasters. More than a million plant and animal species are threatened with extinction, 

potentially leading toward the worst loss of life on the planet since the time of dinosaurs. And 99% of the 

global population breathes air that exceeds World Health Organization guidelines for pollutants. 

The next 50 years: Trends to watch 

As environmental diplomacy heads into its next 50 years, climate change, biodiversity and effects on human 

health are high on the agenda. Here are a few newer trends that also bear watching. 

The idea of a circular economy is gaining interest. People produce, consume and throw away billions of tons 

of materials every year, while recycling or reusing only a small percentage. Ongoing efforts to create a more 

circular economy, which eliminates waste and keeps materials in use, can help mitigate climate change and 

restore natural systems. 

Advocacy for rights of nature and animal rights is becoming more prominent in environmental diplomacy. 

Outer space is another theme, as it increasingly becomes a domain of human exploration and settlement 

ambitions with the growth of private space travel. Space junk is accumulating and threatening Earth’s orbital 

space, and Mars exploration raises new questions about protecting space ecosystems. 

The 50th anniversary of the Stockholm Conference is an important opportunity to think about development 

rights and responsibilities for the future while using environmental diplomacy today to preserve and 

regenerate the Earth. 

https://doi.org/10.1111/isqu.12119
https://doi.org/10.1111/isqu.12119
https://digitalcommons.law.scu.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1714&context=facpubs
https://www.bbc.com/news/science-environment-58874831
https://www.unep.org/news-and-stories/story/montreal-protocol-triumph-treaty
https://www.unep.org/news-and-stories/press-release/era-leaded-petrol-over-eliminating-major-threat-human-and-planetary
https://doi.org/10.1007/s13280-019-01244-4
https://doi.org/10.1007/s13280-019-01244-4
https://sdgs.un.org/goals/
https://unfccc.int/process-and-meetings/the-paris-agreement/the-paris-agreement
https://theconversation.com/heres-how-the-new-global-treaty-on-plastic-pollution-can-help-solve-this-crisis-179149
https://unfccc.int/blog/what-is-the-triple-planetary-crisis
https://www.who.int/health-topics/air-pollution#tab=tab_1
https://www.circularity-gap.world/2021
https://iap.unido.org/articles/what-circular-economy
https://iap.unido.org/articles/what-circular-economy
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.aav5601
https://wfa.org/historic-un-resolution-recognizes-animal-welfares-role-in-sustainability/
https://theconversation.com/ax-1-why-the-private-mission-to-the-international-space-station-is-a-gamechanger-180589
https://www.nasa.gov/mission_pages/station/news/orbital_debris.html
https://www.nyas.org/news-articles/academy-news/big-questions-for-our-journey-to-mars/
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https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-

182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%20

31%202022%20-

%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%

20-

%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_

us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%

20the%20trends%20ahead   

https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%20the%20trends%20ahead
https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%20the%20trends%20ahead
https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%20the%20trends%20ahead
https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%20the%20trends%20ahead
https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%20the%20trends%20ahead
https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%20the%20trends%20ahead
https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%20the%20trends%20ahead
https://theconversation.com/50-years-of-un-environmental-diplomacy-whats-worked-and-the-trends-ahead-182207?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980&utm_content=Latest%20from%20The%20Conversation%20for%20May%2031%202022%20-%202307922980+Version+B+CID_cf00df274d906c45b0321f9d171cb080&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=50%20years%20of%20UN%20environmental%20diplomacy%20Whats%20worked%20and%20the%20trends%20ahead
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The Building Blocks of Peace: Pioneering X-Ray Crystallographer and Activist Kathleen Lonsdale’s 

Quiet Masterpiece on Moral Courage and Our Personal Power 

“Those people who see clearly the necessity of changed thinking must themselves undertake the discipline of 

thinking in new ways and must persuade others to do so.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0000CJNU6/braipick-20
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The thrill of childlike wonder never left Kathleen Lonsdale (January 28, 1903–April 1, 1971), who often ran 

the last few yards to her laboratory and took her mathematical calculations into the maternity ward where her 

children were born. 

 

Dame Kathleen Lonsdale. (Photograph: Walter Stoneman. National Portrait Gallery.) 

https://www.npg.org.uk/collections/search/portrait/mw238735/Dame-Kathleen-Lonsdale-ne-Yardley?LinkID=mp75860&role=sit&rNo=1
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The tenth child in a Quaker household without electricity, she was born in Ireland the year the Wright 

brothers built and flew the world’s first successful flying machine heavier than air. Her home was still lit by 

gas when she first began studying science — in a school for boys, because no such subjects figured into the 

curriculum of the local girls’ school. By the time she was a teenager, living outside London, she watched gas-

filled Zeppelins rain bombs and death from the air. She watched them go down in flames, shot down by 

British weapons. She watched her mother cry with the knowledge that piloting them were German boys not 

much older than Kathleen. 

Trained as a physicist, Kathleen Lonsdale went on to become the pioneering X-ray crystallographer who 

illuminated the shape, dimensions, and atomic structure of the benzene ring that had mystified chemists 

since Michael Faraday discovered benzene a century earlier. She was still in her twenties. The chemistry of 

benzene would come to fuel the twentieth century. J.D. Bernal — the visionary scientist who first applied X-

ray crystallography to the molecules of life and whose laboratory group she joined — came to see how 

beneath Lonsdale’s quiet, unassuming manner lay “such an underlying strength of character that she became 

from the outset the presiding genius of the place.” 

Lonsdale became the first woman tenured at London’s most venerated research university and the first female 

president of both the British Association for the Advancement of Science and the International Union of 

Crystallography. 

She also became one of the twentieth century’s most lucid, impassioned, and indefatigable activists against 

our civilizational cult of war and the military industrial complex funding its planet-sized house of worship. 

When the next World War broke out, Lonsdale — by then one of the world’s most preeminent scientists — 

was imprisoned as a conscientious objector to military conscription. She went on to become one of Europe’s 

most influential prison reformers, having seen how the prison industrial complex — a term then yet to be 

coined — is the price societies governed by the military industrial complex pay for the inequalities and 

injustices stemming from that foundational cult. 

In 1957, as part of a Penguin series that invited some of the era’s most lucid and luminous minds to reckon 

with some of the era’s most urgent questions, Lonsdale composed a slender, exquisitely reasoned and deeply 

felt book titled Is Peace Possible? (public library), now out of print. In it, she writes: 

History teaches us that time can bring about reconciliations that seemed at another time impossible, but only 

when violence has ceased, whether by agreement or through exhaustion. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/09/22/michael-faraday-mental-discipline-self-deception/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0000CJNU6/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/is-peace-possible/oclc/53468258?referer=br&ht=edition
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Art by the American pacifist Rockwell Kent from Wilderness, written and painted in the final months of 

WWI. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

A quarter century after Einstein and Freud’s little-known correspondence about war, human nature, why we 

fight, and how to stop, Lonsdale challenges the misconception of pacifism as the simplistic idea that a perfect 

and peaceful world is merely a matter of individuals refusing to fight. “Truism based on Utopias are poor 

arguments,” she observes, instead invoking the style of pacifism native to the Quaker tradition and its original 

formulation in 1660 as the refusal to partake of “all outward wars and strife, and fightings with outward 

weapons, for any end, or under any pretence whatever.” Bridging the spiritual ethos of her upbringing with 

the scientific worldview of her calling and training, she writes: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/15/rockwell-kent-wilderness/
https://society6.com/product/victory-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/05/06/why-war-einstein-freud/
https://society6.com/product/victory-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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The man or woman is sure, whether through the guidance of the Spirit of Christ or the guidance of their 

reasoning powers or both, that war is spiritually degrading, that it is the wrong way to settle disputes between 

classes or nations, the wrong way to meet aggression or oppression, the wrong way to preserve national or 

personal ideals: that man or woman who is sure of this must obviously take no part in war and indeed must 

actively oppose it. Most civilized nations are beginning to realize that there is such a thing as a genuinely 

conscientious objection to personal participation in war, even if they do not regard it as expedient to 

encourage young people to think along these lines or take this stand. 

One of teenage artist Virginia Frances Sterrett’s century-old illustrations for classic French fairy tales. 

(Available as a print.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/27/virginia-frances-sterrett-old-french-fairy-tales/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-virginia-frances-sterrett-from-old-french-fairy-tales-19206508378_print?curator=brainpicker
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With empathic sensitivity to the confusions and intuitions that lead otherwise goodhearted people to see some 

applications of war as justified, she adds: 

Most people, however, are not sure of anything… They are not sure that it is wrong to fight, if by fighting one 

can alter intolerable conditions, or prevent large-scale communal crime, or get rid of a dangerous dictator 

before he gains too much power, or stand up to international blackmail, or ward off an armed attack. In terms 

of reason, they find it arguable — as it is — to say that although every possible way to avoid war must be 

sought, yet until men are perfect there will always be some who want to grab more than their share. They see 

no reason why this should be permitted if it can be prevented by the limited use of military force. They are 

pretty sure that it is prevented in many cases by the knowledge that force is there to stop it. For men are not 

perfect, but neither are they foolish enough, as a rule [with exceptions], to burgle or murder even on a national 

scale, if they know that they will be stopped and punished. 

Citing a prominent politician who had once said to her that “pacifism is not practical politics” but “to be 

spiritually healthy every nation needs to have a spear-point of idealist opinion,” she dismantles the convenient 

illusion that pacifism is a purely ideological stance with no practical responsibilities of political participation: 

The pacifist who argues that he is concerned only with principles, and that politics are not his business, is 

usually evading the discipline and the responsibility of hard thinking. His position is a logical one only if he 

does not either expect or desire the politician to put pacifist principles into practice for him. He won’t expect 

it, but if he does desire it then it is incumbent on him to study the world situation and try to decide for himself 

how it might be done, in general at least, if not in particular. 

To illustrate the interleaving of lives across the artificial pickets of national borders, she looks back on the 

1947 cholera epidemic that quickly came to claim five hundred lives per day in Egypt but was also quickly 

curbed after twenty nations cooperated on a supply line for vaccines. In a sentiment of staggering timeliness 

in the wake of the twenty-first century’s deadliest pandemic — which Mary Shelley anticipated two centuries 

ago — Lonsdale observes that “plagues are no respecters of sovereignty,” nor are the far-reaching economic, 

moral, spiritual, and radioactive consequences of war. 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Donald_Trump
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/04/16/mary-shelley-the-last-man/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/04/16/mary-shelley-the-last-man/
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Art by Ryōji Arai from Almost Nothing, yet Everything: A Book about Water by Hiroshi Osada 

In another sentiment of staggering timeliness in the aftermath of a twenty-first-century despot masquerading 

as a democratic ruler while erecting a physical wall on his nation’s border, and half a century before Toni 

Morrison lamented that in our time “walls and weapons feature as prominently now as they once did in 

medieval times,” Lonsdale adds: 

One of the objects of military alliances and military defence seems to be the prevention of population 

movements, the freezing of the status quo. 

It is just not possible to freeze the status quo, either nationally or internationally. One might as well try to 

freeze the Indian Ocean. 

Writing shortly after the first test explosions of nuclear weapons in the Pacific Ocean, and shortly before 

Rachel Carson made ecology a household word a century after it was coined with her epochal exposé on the 

ecosystem devastation pesticides inflict far beyond their intended locus of use, Lonsdale observes: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/02/almost-nothing-yet-everything/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/08/06/toni-mirrison-borders-home/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/08/06/toni-mirrison-borders-home/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-animated-episode-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/01/27/rachel-carson-silent-spring-dorothy-freeman/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/02/almost-nothing-yet-everything/
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No nation can claim that it can do what it likes, even with its own. The air above it will move to other parts of 

the world. The water around it will be exchanged gradually, not only with surface waters elsewhere, but also 

with the waters in the depths of the ocean. 

Art by Ryōji Arai from Almost Nothing, yet Everything by Hiroshi Osada 

At the heart of Lonsdale’s case against war is a clarity about the dangers of relativism and transactionalism, 

the dangers of mistaking self-interest for moral courage: 

Total disarmament would not be an extreme form of partial disarmament [but] something quite different… At 

present our attitude is “If you eat my grandmother, I’ll eat yours. But if you will agree not to eat my 

grandmother, I’ll agree not to eat yours either, but I will jolly well look out to see that you are not beginning 

to boil the water in the saucepan.” What we need to do is to develop a horror of cannibalism, a horror of the 

crime of war. 

Total disarmament means not only the abolition of military organization, of armament factories, of armies, of 

the naval and air forces, but the re-education of men and women everywhere to abhor the idea of war… abhor 

war and all preparations for war, not only in one country — although some country must set an example — 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/02/almost-nothing-yet-everything/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/02/almost-nothing-yet-everything/
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but in every country… abhor it so much that they were willing to accept the readjustments that the absence of 

war and of the sanction of force might mean. It would be absolutely necessary to be clear on that point in any 

large-scale effort at adult education. 

Art by 

Edward Gorey for a special edition of Little Red Riding Hood 

This is a point of great subtlety and great import, for it speaks not only to the constant threat of war looming 

over the world but to the ecological apocalypse looming with even greater certainty unless we re-educate 

ourselves. In the near-century since Lonsdale’s time, we have cannibalized our climate for the exact same 

reason we have failed, as a civilization and a species, to eradicate war: Most people, whatever their loftiest 

moral standards may be, are simply too unwilling to inconvenience themselves with the not terribly 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/08/02/edward-gorey-three-classic-childrens-stories-pomegranate/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/08/02/edward-gorey-three-classic-childrens-stories-pomegranate/
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demanding readjustments of habit that a personal stance against fossil fuel or the tendrils of the military 

industrial complex would demand of their daily lives. We weigh political candidates by how their tax policy 

would impact our personal finances and not by their intended military spending. We toss our soda cans — 

made of the same metal as the military aircraft of WWII — into the recycling bin when we remember, and we 

continue to fly across the increasingly carbonic sky we share. 

 

Art from The Three Astronauts — Umberto Eco’s vintage semiotic children’s book about world peace 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/03/15/the-three-astronauts-umberto-eco/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2012/03/15/the-three-astronauts-umberto-eco/
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With this, Lonsdale excavates the deepest stratum of the reasons for war. Military alliances and international 

treaties only gauze the open wound of widespread inequality and injustice that colonialism and capitalism 

have inflicted on our world. In a sentiment an epoch ahead of her time, she observes: 

Real security can only be found, if at all, in a world without the injustices that now exist, and without arms. 

Lonsdale considers how such a world might become possible: 

Art by Rockwell Kent from Wilderness, 1919. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/15/rockwell-kent-wilderness/
https://society6.com/product/the-star-lighter-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/cards?sort=new?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/the-star-lighter-by-rockwell-kent-1919_print?curator=brainpicker
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There are two ways in which such changes might come. One is the way of the compulsion of experience, the 

whip and spur of historical inevitability, the coercion of facts. That is the hard and bitter way. The other is the 

way of foresight, of preparation, of imagination. It is also the way of moral compulsion. It may be no less 

hard but it is not bitter. 

Half a century before Jacqueline Novogratz bridged the notions of moral imagination and moral leadership in 

her elevating manifesto for a moral revolution, Lonsdale laments that most people are not instinctually able to 

make the necessary effort of imagination, for they are too accustomed to being led by leaders too 

unimaginative and morally insipid, if not actively immoral. She writes: 

Most people… can rise to great heights of courage and sacrifice, but not usually without leadership. Two 

kinds of such leadership exist. The first is leadership from above. The other is leadership from within. Very 

often the second does have to precede the first. Those people who see clearly the necessity of changed 

thinking must themselves undertake the discipline of thinking in new ways and must persuade others to do so. 

Anticipating the world-changing power of Greta Thunberg’s generation, Lonsdale considers the members of 

our species best poised to think in new ways: 

The new world needs much more than co-existence. It needs ways of living together peacefully and co-

operatively, and these ways young people educated in the principles of peace could help find. 

[…] 

What is essential in the future is that every member of the family, even little children, should learn at 

whatever cost not to give way to wrong or to co-operate in it… It would mean also that if another nation was 

invaded, and not our own, the support that we could give them would be limited to moral support… unless we 

intend to destroy the world to prevent aggression. But moral support is powerful in proportion to the integrity 

of the nation that gives it. 

Four years before Eleanor Roosevelt — who shared Lonsdale’s condemnation of nuclear weapons 

and spearheaded the creation of the Universal Declaration of Human Rights that set out to lay “the foundation 

of freedom, justice and peace in the world” — made her impassioned case for our personal power in world 

change, Lonsdale observes that creating a world without war would require as much cultural devotion and 

resources as planning for war took in the past. But such planning, she observes, is not the unreachable work of 

governments — it is the work of the people, each and every one of us, for we ourselves are the primary 

resource of the possible future: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/07/27/jacqueline-novogratz-manifesto-for-a-moral-revolution/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/07/10/all-human-beings-max-richter-eleanor-roosevelt-udhr/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/05/02/eleanor-roosevelt-tomorrow-is-now/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/05/02/eleanor-roosevelt-tomorrow-is-now/
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If the will to plan internationally for peace were there, the mechanisms would not be far to seek. And the will 

that is required is that of ourselves, the ordinary people of the world, expressed urgently enough for those who 

govern not to be able to ignore it, even if they would. 

 

Art from Trees at Night by Art Young, 1920s. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/08/06/trees-at-night-art-young/
https://society6.com/product/peace-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/peace-from-trees-at-night-by-art-young_print?curator=brainpicker
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A surviving copy of Is Peace Possible? is well worth tracking down. (Humanistic publishers, take note: It is 

also well worth bringing back into the public imagination.) Complement it with Albert Camus on the antidote 

to violence and the great Czech dissident playwright Václav Havel — who endured multiple imprisonments 

by the communist government for his values of justice, humanism, and ecological consciousness, before 

becoming president of his liberated country — on living up to our interconnected humanity in a globalized yet 

divided world, then revisit E.B. White, writing in the same era as Lonsdale on the other side of the Atlantic, 

on nuclear weapons and what it really means to live in a peaceful world. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/06/is-peace-possible-kathleen-

lonsdale/?mc_cid=c31ddb2cdc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/B0000CJNU6/braipick-20
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/03/05/albert-camus-neither-victims-nor-executioners/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/03/05/albert-camus-neither-victims-nor-executioners/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/18/vaclav-havel-harvard-commencement/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/09/18/vaclav-havel-harvard-commencement/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/06/28/e-b-white-unity/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/06/is-peace-possible-kathleen-lonsdale/?mc_cid=c31ddb2cdc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/06/is-peace-possible-kathleen-lonsdale/?mc_cid=c31ddb2cdc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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The Life and Work of Nehemiah Grew 

By Brian Garret 

In the 82 illustrated plates included in his 1680 book The Anatomy of Plants, the English botanist Nehemiah 

Grew revealed for the first time the inner structure and function of plants in all their splendorous intricacy. 

Brian Garret explores how Grew's pioneering "mechanist" vision in relation to the floral world paved the way 

for the science of plant anatomy. 

PUBLISHED 

March 1, 2011 

Nehemiah Grew (1641-1712) is best remembered for his careful and novel observations on plant anatomy, for 

his role in the development of comparative anatomy and as one of the first naturalists to utilize the 

microscope in the study of plant morphology. His most lasting work, containing his observations and 

impressive illustrations, is most certainly his early work The Anatomy of Plants begun as a philosophical 

history of plants published in 1682. Although Grew continued to publish throughout his life, especially on the 

chemical properties of various substances, all but the The Anatomy have fallen into obscurity. 

Grew was a doctor by profession, receiving his degree from the university of Leiden in 1671. He was the son 

of a nonconformist and supporter of parliament, who was briefly imprisoned while his son gave lectures to the 

Royal Society and dedicated his books to the King. Nehemiah had little of his father's political inclination, 

although he inherited some of the latter's nonconformist religious views. He practiced medicine in London 

where he met John Wilkins (1614-1672), one of the founders of the Royal Society, who was likely attracted 

by the younger man's opinions. Wilkins was impressed and he recommended Grew to the Royal Society for 

membership. Grew later served as secretary to the society, along with Robert Hooke (1635-1703), the 

infamous virtuoso and inventor. Like Hooke, Grew utilized the microscope for his investigations into plant 

anatomy. Along with Marcello Malphigi, Grew is remembered for establishing the observational basis for 

botany for the next 100 years. 

As Grew acknowledged, Wilkins' encouragement was crucial to his work, both intellectually and financially. 

Having been made a member under Wilkins' influence, he was engaged by the Royal Society at 50 pounds a 

year to research plant anatomy. But getting actually paid was another matter and Grew had to plead with the 

society to receive what he was due. In his later life he practiced medicine in London and Coventry. 

Throughout the 1670's Grew wrote short pamphlets on botany (often in Latin) and in 1680 translated and 

compiled them together under the title The Anatomy of Plants. He published a number of minor essays in the 

Transactions of the Royal Society, for example, "The description of an...Hummingbird" and "Some 

observations touching the Nature of Snow." In 1681 he published The comparative anatomy of stomachs and 

guts, packed full of curious observations. 1683 saw the publication of New Experiments and useful 

observations concerning sea water made Fresh and in 1697 his Treatise of the nature and Use of Purging Salt 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#brian-garret
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contained in Epsom and such other waters. In his last work, Cosmologia Sacra (1701), Grew turned to 

philosophy and theology in order to demonstrate "the Truth and Excellency of the Bible." 

 

Illustrative plate from Nehemiah Grew's The Anatomy of Plants (1682) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/mobot31753000008869
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Illustrative plate from Nehemiah Grew's The Anatomy of Plants (1682) — Source. 

  

https://archive.org/details/mobot31753000008869
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Illustrative plate from Nehemiah Grew's The Anatomy of Plants (1682) — Source. 

 

https://archive.org/details/mobot31753000008869
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Illustrative plate from Nehemiah Grew's The Anatomy of Plants (1682) — Source. 

In many ways a contemporary review best sums up the significance of Grew's scientific work, since much of 

that significance is obscure today: 

In general, it is noted by our Author, that it will here appear, that there are those things which are little less 

wonderful within a Plant than within an Animal; that a Plant, like an Animal hath Organical parts, some 

whereof may be called its Bowels; that every Plant hath Bowels of divers kinds, containing divers liquors; 

that even a Plant lives partly upon Air, for the reception whereof it hath peculiar Organs. Again, that all the 

said Organs, Bowels, or other parts are as artificially made, and as punctually for place and number composed 

together as all the Mathematical Lines of a flower or Face; that the Staple of the Stuff is so exquisitely fine, 

that no Silkworm is able to draw so small a thred; that by all these means the ascent of the Sap, the 

Distribution of the Air, the Confection of several sorts of Liquors, as Lymphus, Milks, Oyls, Balsoms, with 

https://archive.org/details/mobot31753000008869
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other acts of Vegetation, are all contrived and brought about in a Mechanical way. - [Philosophical 

transactions, 1675]. 

 

Illustrative plate from Nehemiah Grew's The Anatomy of Plants (1682) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/mobot31753000008869


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 610  september  2022 

 

30 

 

 

Illustrative plate from Nehemiah Grew's The Anatomy of Plants (1682) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/mobot31753000008869
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The significance for this 17th century reviewer is the 'Mechanical way' and Grew's Organ-ism; that plants 

possess organs and structure. It wasn't certain before the 17th century that plants had much internal structure 

in which distinct parts or organs played distinct roles. It was often thought, especially during the Renaissance, 

that the external shape of a plant was a clue or signature to its use, but whether there was anything resembling 

organs in plants was contested. A generation earlier, in his Of Bodies (1644), virtuoso (and all-round blow-

hard) Sir Kenelm Digby (1603-1665) downplayed the existence of distinct organs in plants. However, Grew's 

detailed observations established without a doubt that plants were analyzable into functional and 

morphological units, reinvigorating a tradition that went back to Theophrastus. 

Grew is remembered for his detailed descriptions of plant anatomy and with him we see the beginning of 

modern comparative anatomy. He was guided by the idea that there may be similarities of function between 

animals and plants and this led him to look for equivalent organs in each. He thus believed in the circulation 

of sap, on analogy with William Harvey's discovery of the circulation of blood in animals, and he believed in 

a form of respiration in plants. Although the recognition of plant sexuality was old, Grew is remembered for 

noting the stamen as the male organ of the plant and pollen as seed. He also noted the prevalence of little 

bladders, or “cells” as Hooke had coined the term, especially in the parenchyma tissue (a term we have 

retained from Grew). Many of Grew's observations were diachronic, putting emphasis on the development of 

the plant and its structures. The growth of a plant he deemed to be a function of sap circulating through the 

tissue, carrying and adding material to the plant. His observations on the bud of the flower revealed the 

complicated folding of the unexpanded leaves, something that had not been previously seen with the naked 

eye. 

Grew's mechanism consisted in his adherence to observations and his avoidance of explanations invoking 

vital forces, signatures, sympathies and antipathies. Also to be avoided was the direct hand, intervention, or 

guidance by God. Instead the mechanist looks for natural or secondary causes for the phenomena and the laws 

that govern them. Grew invokes no "occult" or hidden forces, although he offers a great deal of "wild" 

chemical speculation in his botanical and medical studies. The mechanistic project was a deliberate attempt to 

offer explanations of phenomena in terms that were "corporeal", material or physical, however these difficult 

terms were to be interpreted. The mechanical philosophy allowed the researcher to think much like an 

engineer - how to make available materials do the task that is desired. The engineering image was also 

theologically acceptable: God is the engineer who constructed the mechanisms of nature and as such nature 

can be seen as "artificial", the product of God's industry. As natural philosophers (or scientists) we can 

uncover how these artifacts are constructed and how they function, by analogy with discovering how a 

machine, such as a clock, is constructed and functions. 

Grew published his philosophical and theological views late in life in his Cosmologia Sacra: or a Discourse 

of the Universe as it is the Creature and Kingdom of God. In his last book Grew argues for a number of 

doctrines. He divides the natural causes within the universe into vital and corporeal components. Living and 

cognitive creatures have their origins in a Vital Principle, distinct from matter, yet bodies are necessary for the 

existence of Life. Life, being "more excellent" [p.34] than mere physical motion, requires an "Excellent, and 

so a distinct Subject, to which it belongs. And therefore something, which is Substantial, yet Incorporeal". 

Grew's vitalism was not uncommon for the time, especially among the doctors, and reflects the neo-Platonist 

heritage found in many influential naturalists such as John Ray (1627-1705). But Grew revealed his 

sympathies for nonconformist religious thought in his account of miracles. Grew asserts a form a Deism: that 

once God has created the world in accordance with His laws, God has no further need to interfere. God acts 
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through the world only through secondary, that is, natural causes (which includes the vital, incorporeal 

principle of Life). God does not act directly upon natural events but brings them about by other natural events. 

Miraculous events are merely those events which are rare and for which the cause is unknown; but they are 

not caused directly by God "...every Miracle is effected in the Use of some Second or Natural cause: Yet to 

make it a miracle, it is requisite, that this cause be unknown to us" [p. 195]. 

 

Illustrative plate from Nehemiah Grew's The Anatomy of Plants (1682) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/mobot31753000008869
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Illustrative plate from Nehemiah Grew's The Anatomy of Plants (1682) — Source. 

The denial of miracles supports Grew's dominant theme: that the universe reveals the existence and wisdom 

of God in its design and structure. The deist view sits happily with mechanist perspective. Everywhere a 

doctor looks he can see the remarkable living machinery of the body; how organs grow to their proper and 

https://archive.org/details/mobot31753000008869
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useful places. Grew took it that the teleological features of the universe revealed the wisdom of its 

construction. The idea was an old one but had recently gained ground in Robert Boyle's discussion A 

Disquisition About Final Causes. Grew was not as careful as the skeptical alchemist and saw many of the 

world's wonders as designed for the sake of Man, although he took it that the internal structures of plants were 

for the benefit of plants. The incredible usefulness of the Coco plant, the silkworm and of iron, indicate that 

the universe is well suited to Mankind. But the argument from design is often ridiculed as an argument from 

poor design, when one reflects on the hardships of life and the immorality of Men. Grew is not daunted by 

such reflections: 

The most Exorbitant Phancies and Lusts of Men, illustrate the Beauty of God's Creation. One man makes all 

his thoughts and Pleasures, to centre in Meats and Drinks; Another, in Musick; a third, in Women; or some 

other Sense or Phancy so as to think of nothing else. Which, as it shows the infirmity of human nature; so the 

Plenitude and Perfection of the World, in being fitted, so many ways, to Beatifie Men, would they know 

discreetly how to use it. And the same Lust and Phancies, are many other ways turned to Good. [p.104]. 

Grew made his observations independently but simultaneously with Marcello Malphigi, in what might be 

considered a case of independent co-discovery, an interesting phenomenon in the history of science. Most 

famous is the co-discovery of natural selection by Charles Darwin and Alfred Wallace. But if Grew and 

Malphigi's work counts as co-discovery it is in a very different way from that of Darwin and Wallace. 

Arguably, the co-discovery in plant morphology was a result of technological advances due to the invention 

of the microscope and was somewhat non-theoretical. Darwin and Wallace, however, discovered a law of 

nature, making significant theoretical advances in addition to their remarkable observations. But of course, 

without the meticulous work by the pioneers of botany, fruitful theory would not have arisen. Thus Nehemiah 

Grew must be remembered for his pioneering role in the establishment of modern botany. 

Public Domain Works 

• An idea of a phytological history propounded, together with a continuation of the anatomy of 

vegetables, particularly prosecuted upon roots 

Nehemiah Grew1673 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• The Comparative Anatomy of Trunks 

Nehemiah Grew1675 

http://imgbase-scd-ulp.u-strasbg.fr/displayimage.php?album=1027&pos=2
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o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Cosmologia sacra, or a discourse of the universe as it is the creature and kingdom of God 

Nehemiah Grew1701 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Brian Jonathan Garrett is professor of philosophy at McMaster University, Hamilton, Canada. Selected 

publications include: "What the history of vitalism teaches us about the Hard problem of consciousness" 

Philosophy and phenomenological research 2006, "Teleology and Vitalism in the Natural Philosophy of 

Nehemiah Grew" British Journal for the History of Science 2003 and "Santayana's Treatment of teleology" 

Bulletin of the Santayana Society 2010. His research combines history of biology and contemporary 

metaphysics. In particular, he researches how the history of evolution, vitalism and teleology bears on puzzles 

concerning mental causation, determinism and free will. 

 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/the-life-and-work-of-nehemiah-grew  

  

http://imgbase-scd-ulp.u-strasbg.fr/displayimage.php?album=1026&pos=4&lang=english
https://archive.org/stream/cosmologiasacrao00grewuoft
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VIA BASIC BOOKS 

How Christianity Influenced the Development of Capitalism in Medieval Europe 

Jacob Soll on Piety and Profits in the Middle Ages 

By Jacob Soll 

 

September 9, 2022 

In many ways, the story of medieval economic thought begins with the life of the founder of the 

Franciscan Order, Saint Francis of Assisi. He was born Giovanni di Pietro di Bernardone in 1181 in 

Umbria, Italy, his father a silk merchant and his mother a noblewoman from Provence. The family was 

part of a new class of wealthy merchants who inhabited the Latin Mediterranean from Italy and southern 

France to Barcelona. It was a socioeconomic stratum that Francis would reject. 

In 1205, he had a mystical vision that led him to forsake earthly wealth. He renounced his inheritance and, 

in a stunning display of his dedication to total poverty in the name of Christ, stripped his clothes off in 

public, driving his horrified father to disown him. From then on, he wore only coarse peasant garb, 

walking and dwelling among the poor as a mendicant monk and living only from donations. 

https://www.basicbooks.com/titles/jacob-soll/free-market/9780465049707/
https://lithub.com/author/jacobsoll/
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The first true ecologist in the European tradition, he saw animals as spiritual beings and preached to them. 

He believed that his church had no walls and was nature itself, and spurned the very essence of wealthy 

monastic life. His followers, the Franciscans, and their vow of total poverty posed a real threat to the 

religious institution that had become the center of wealth throughout Western Europe. 

The renunciation of riches brought with it a profound philosophical examination not only of what wealth 

was, but of how prices were created both morally and through market forces. 

The renunciation of riches brought with it a profound philosophical examination not only of what wealth 

was, but of how prices were created both morally and through market forces. Franciscan Scholastic 

theologians—trained to use dialectic and deductive reasoning to resolve philosophical questions—centered 

at the University of Paris, drew upon Plato, Aristotle, and Cicero to understand how markets could 

function according to Christian morality. 

They mixed an Aristotelian interest in balance with a reliance on Roman natural law as described in 

Gratian’s Decretals (1140), the great legal textbook of the Middle Ages. The founding medieval 

compendium and textbook of Roman Church law, The Decretals declared that every unfair loss—a deal 

that was not deemed of equal value for both parties, or a fraud—had to be “restituted” with something 

exactly symmetrical in its worth. 

This idea came from Aristotle’s Nicomachean Ethics and the principle of giving “equal for equal.” The 

Decretals also described how exchange was based on private property, contracts, and consent. This was the 

basis of just price theory, by which no price should reflect anything more than the fair balance of the trade, 

and those involved in the trade should profit equally. 

The challenge for Scholastic thinkers was to establish what was the fair and moral price for a product or 

service, and how to calculate the equal values. Public authorities and producers set prices. Churchmen 

believed that to determine fair value, traders could make moral commercial decisions by using a logic of 

neutral individual choice. This did not really mean individual autonomy in the modern sense, only that 

merchants could make professional decisions about prices. They simply had to mix moral considerations 

with the market values of the time to create prices and profit margins that were just and fair, according to 

Christian thinking. 

In his Summa Theologica (1265–1274), the Dominican friar and Italian Scholastic thinker Saint Thomas 

Aquinas agreed with the Franciscans that merchants had to be moral and use “just” prices. Yet Aquinas 

did not agree with Francis’s vow of absolute poverty. He argued that poverty should not be a requirement 

or rule, but a personal choice or aspiration. Indeed, he believed that total poverty was not possible, because 

man always owned things, and felt the Franciscans risked mortal sin and damnation, for breaking a vow 

one has made to God was a serious matter. 

It was perhaps a convenient piece of argument, for the Dominican order was wealthy, with huge feudal 

landholdings, and Aquinas did not have any qualms about what he considered morally acquired wealth: he 
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felt that the Church needed to be rich. This belief influenced his sense of the natural workings of the 

market. 

Honest business and profits, Aquinas said, were not a sin. In a contract, prices could be clearly agreed 

upon to the advantage of both parties. If one party in a sale or exchange tried to have an unfair advantage 

over the other, the public authorities (secular or religious) would have to intervene and seek restitution. 

Aquinas cited Cicero when he argued that it was the duty of all traders to declare in advance any defect in 

their product. Aquinas followed Cicero’s belief that good morals formed the basis of commerce and 

politics. In this highly restricted moral way, one could be pious and earn a profit. 

The challenge facing Franciscans was enormous. If they accidentally owned wealth or used it beyond their 

bare necessities—for example, if they owned any piece of clothing that was beyond what was necessary for 

utilitarian purposes—they would be damned for breaking their sacred vow. The Franciscan Order began 

to study pricing and valuation mechanisms to be sure their members remained in “total poverty.” The rules 

of the order denied its members the right to live in monasteries, which were too rich. Nor could they own 

any sort of property. They were not even supposed to touch money. Friars could help the poor, the sick, 

and the pious, laboring faithfully and devoutly, but they could never work directly for money. 

The strictness of Francis’s own Rule caused consternation among members of the Church. It seemed 

impossible to have a monastic order without a hierarchy, property, and funds for housing, sustenance, and 

charitable works. Aquinas believed that the Franciscans were too radical and would lead to a rejection of 

all institutional and social hierarchy, as well as private property. The Church was the greatest feudal 

property owner of the time and collected taxes across Europe. The vow of poverty threatened the temporal 

Church and its vast wealth. Peasants and even kings chafed at this great power, thus it had to be forcefully 

preserved. Even more, figures such as Aquinas worried that the Franciscan vow implied that members of 

the Church who did not live in poverty—or lived in great luxury—were impious sinners. 

They simply had to mix moral considerations with the market values of the time to create prices and profit 

margins that were just and fair, according to Christian thinking. 

Franciscan poverty posed a real threat to the Church. While most Franciscans preached peace, other 

groups of radical mendicant friars, such as the Northern Italian Dolcinian sect of the early 1300s, 

periodically led powerful and violent movements to overthrow the social order and destroy the Church as 

an institution of private property. The Church sent armies against them, and in 1307, the leader of the 

movement, Fra Dulcino, was captured and burned at the stake. 

The Scottish Franciscan monk and Scholastic philosopher John Duns Scotus took a more nuanced view of 

pricing than Aquinas, proposing that prices came neither from balanced exchange nor from moral rules. 

Rather, he believed they came from a freely working secular market process. Private property was not the 

purview of the Church, which was ill equipped to understand all the market activities that went into 

creating value. 
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As Duns Scotus saw it, prices came from quantity and from the value of labor and expertise. To understand 

a price, one had to take into account “diligence, prudence, care, as well as the risk one accepts in doing 

such business.” Therefore, it was very difficult for churchmen to calculate market prices. And because this 

was the case, it was equally difficult for Franciscans to be sure that they were truly obeying their vow of 

poverty. To keep their vows, they needed to consult with merchants and those expert in secular market 

prices. 

As it happened, Franciscans often came from well-educated, commercial backgrounds, which meant that 

some had a particular awareness of the workings of commerce and pricing. Franciscan leaders and 

sympathizers came to believe that the way to manage the vow of poverty was to more carefully codify it. The 

Franciscan theologian Saint Bonaventure’s Constitutions of Narbonne (1260) was a detailed analysis of 

wealth and poverty meant to create strict rules to hold Franciscans to their vows. 

One of the most important topics was clothing, a prominent sign of wealth in Italy, where cloth production 

was at the center of its flourishing economy. Saint Francis himself considered clothing a material 

impediment to poverty and a sign of riches. The rules of the Constitutions thus decreed that each brother 

own only one tunic, even going so far as to specify what a friar should do if a tunic fell apart, for instance, 

or if one had to use pieces of other cloth to repair it. 

In 1286, the Franciscan Order began to examine how books—vellum manuscripts, which were very 

expensive—could be viewed not as valuables, but purely as tools of learning. The Franciscans calculated 

that an expensive book, if it was used for strictly utilitarian spiritual purposes, was not an object of wealth 

within the strict economy of the order. Thus, a layman could give books as gifts to individual monks or 

monasteries, but the institutional leader or custodian would have to decide who could actually use them. 

In 1297, one Brother Bartholomeus of Bologna received two books from another friar. He then 

bequeathed them to a certain Brother Hugolinus. To be sure, they were following rules of spiritual utility. 

Friars were careful to record such goods and describe exactly how they used them so that the order could 

calculate the value of the goods in worldly and spiritual terms. 

__________________________________ 
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Excerpted from Free Market: The History of an Idea by Jacob Soll. Copyright © 2022. Available from 

Basic Books, an imprint of Hachette Book Group. 

Basic BookscapitalismChristianityearly capitalismeconomic historyeconomicsFree Market: The History of 

an IdeaHachette Book GroupJacob Sollmedieval EuropeMiddle AgesRoman Catholic Church 

 

Jacob Soll 

Jacob Soll is University Professor and a professor of philosophy, history, and accounting at the University 

of Southern California. The author of The Reckoning and The Information Master, Soll is the recipient of 

many prestigious awards, including the MacArthur “Genius” grant. He lives in Los Angeles. 

https://lithub.com/how-christianity-influenced-the-development-of-capitalism-in-medieval-europe/  

https://bookshop.org/books/free-market-the-history-of-an-idea/9780465049707
https://lithub.com/tag/basic-books/
https://lithub.com/tag/capitalism/
https://lithub.com/tag/christianity/
https://lithub.com/tag/early-capitalism/
https://lithub.com/tag/economic-history/
https://lithub.com/tag/economics/
https://lithub.com/tag/free-market-the-history-of-an-idea/
https://lithub.com/tag/free-market-the-history-of-an-idea/
https://lithub.com/tag/hachette-book-group/
https://lithub.com/tag/jacob-soll/
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https://lithub.com/tag/roman-catholic-church/
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Ligeia 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

Harry Clark, "Tales of Mystery 

and Imagination" 1919 

And the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who knoweth the, 

mysteries of the will, with its vigor? For God is but a great will 

pervading all things by nature of its intentness. Man doth not yield 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
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himself to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save only through the 

weakness of his feeble will. 

 

--Joseph Glanvill 

I Cannot, for my soul, remember how, when, or even precisely where, I first became acquainted with 

the lady Ligeia. Long years have since elapsed, and my memory is feeble through much suffering. Or, 

perhaps, I cannot now bring these points to mind, because, in truth, the character of my beloved, her 

rare learning, her singular yet placid cast of beauty, and the thrilling and enthralling eloquence of her 

low musical language, made their way into my heart by paces so steadily and stealthily progressive that 

they have been unnoticed and unknown. Yet I believe that I met her first and most frequently in some 

large, old, decaying city near the Rhine. Of her family -- I have surely heard her speak. That it is of a 

remotely ancient date cannot be doubted. Ligeia! Ligeia! in studies of a nature more than all else 

adapted to deaden impressions of the outward world, it is by that sweet word alone -- by Ligeia -- that I 

bring before mine eyes in fancy the image of her who is no more. And now, while I write, a recollection 

flashes upon me that I have never known the paternal name of her who was my friend and my 

betrothed, and who became the partner of my studies, and finally the wife of my bosom. Was it a 

playful charge on the part of my Ligeia? or was it a test of my strength of affection, that I should 

institute no inquiries upon this point? or was it rather a caprice of my own -- a wildly romantic offering 

on the shrine of the most passionate devotion? I but indistinctly recall the fact itself -- what wonder that 

I have utterly forgotten the circumstances which originated or attended it? And, indeed, if ever she, the 

wan and the misty-winged Ashtophet of idolatrous Egypt, presided, as they tell, over marriages ill-

omened, then most surely she presided over mine. 

There is one dear topic, however, on which my memory falls me not. It is the person of Ligeia. In 

stature she was tall, somewhat slender, and, in her latter days, even emaciated. I would in vain attempt 

to portray the majesty, the quiet ease, of her demeanor, or the incomprehensible lightness and elasticity 

of her footfall. She came and departed as a shadow. I was never made aware of her entrance into my 

closed study save by the dear music of her low sweet voice, as she placed her marble hand upon my 

shoulder. In beauty of face no maiden ever equalled her. It was the radiance of an opium-dream -- an 

airy and spirit-lifting vision more wildly divine than the phantasies which hovered vision about the 

slumbering souls of the daughters of Delos. Yet her features were not of that regular mould which we 

have been falsely taught to worship in the classical labors of the heathen. "There is no exquisite 

beauty," says Bacon, Lord Verulam, speaking truly of all the forms and genera of beauty, without some 

strangeness in the proportion." Yet, although I saw that the features of Ligeia were not of a classic 

regularity -- although I perceived that her loveliness was indeed "exquisite," and felt that there was 

much of "strangeness" pervading it, yet I have tried in vain to detect the irregularity and to trace home 

my own perception of "the strange." I examined the contour of the lofty and pale forehead -- it was 

faultless -- how cold indeed that word when applied to a majesty so divine! -- the skin rivalling the 

purest ivory, the commanding extent and repose, the gentle prominence of the regions above the 

temples; and then the raven-black, the glossy, the luxuriant and naturally-curling tresses, setting forth 

the full force of the Homeric epithet, "hyacinthine!" I looked at the delicate outlines of the nose -- and 

nowhere but in the graceful medallions of the Hebrews had I beheld a similar perfection. There were 

the same luxurious smoothness of surface, the same scarcely perceptible tendency to the aquiline, the 

same harmoniously curved nostrils speaking the free spirit. I regarded the sweet mouth. Here was 
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indeed the triumph of all things heavenly -- the magnificent turn of the short upper lip -- the soft, 

voluptuous slumber of the under -- the dimples which sported, and the color which spoke -- the teeth 

glancing back, with a brilliancy almost startling, every ray of the holy light which fell upon them in her 

serene and placid, yet most exultingly radiant of all smiles. I scrutinized the formation of the chin -- and 

here, too, I found the gentleness of breadth, the softness and the majesty, the fullness and the 

spirituality, of the Greek -- the contour which the god Apollo revealed but in a dream, to Cleomenes, 

the son of the Athenian. And then I peered into the large eves of Ligeia. 

For eyes we have no models in the remotely antique. It might have been, too, that in these eves of my 

beloved lay the secret to which Lord Verulam alludes. They were, I must believe, far larger than the 

ordinary eyes of our own race. They were even fuller than the fullest of the gazelle eyes of the tribe of 

the valley of Nourjahad. Yet it was only at intervals -- in moments of intense excitement -- that this 

peculiarity became more than slightly noticeable in Ligeia. And at such moments was her beauty -- in 

my heated fancy thus it appeared perhaps -- the beauty of beings either above or apart from the earth -

- the beauty of the fabulous Houri of the Turk. The hue of the orbs was the most brilliant of black, and, 

far over them, hung jetty lashes of great length. The brows, slightly irregular in outline, had the same 

tint. The "strangeness," however, which I found in the eyes, was of a nature distinct from the 

formation, or the color, or the brilliancy of the features, and must, after all, be referred to the 

expression. Ah, word of no meaning! behind whose vast latitude of mere sound we intrench our 

ignorance of so much of the spiritual. The expression of the eyes of Ligeia! How for long hours have I 

pondered upon it! How have I, through the whole of a midsummer night, struggled to fathom it! What 

was it -- that something more profound than the well of Democritus -- which lay far within the pupils of 

my beloved? What was it? I was possessed with a passion to discover. Those eyes! those large, those 

shining, those divine orbs! they became to me twin stars of Leda, and I to them devoutest of astrologers. 

There is no point, among the many incomprehensible anomalies of the science of mind, more thrillingly 

exciting than the fact -- never, I believe, noticed in the schools -- that, in our endeavors to recall to 

memory something long forgotten, we often find ourselves upon the very verge of remembrance, 

without being able, in the end, to remember. And thus how frequently, in my intense scrutiny of 

Ligeia's eyes, have I felt approaching the full knowledge of their expression -- felt it approaching -- yet 

not quite be mine -- and so at length entirely depart! And (strange, oh strangest mystery of all!) I 

found, in the commonest objects of the universe, a circle of analogies to theat expression. I mean to say 

that, subsequently to the period when Ligeia's beauty passed into my spirit, there dwelling as in a 

shrine, I derived, from many existences in the material world, a sentiment such as I felt always aroused 

within me by her large and luminous orbs. Yet not the more could I define that sentiment, or analyze, 

or even steadily view it. I recognized it, let me repeat, sometimes in the survey of a rapidly-growing vine 

-- in the contemplation of a moth, a butterfly, a chrysalis, a stream of running water. I have felt it in the 

ocean; in the falling of a meteor. I have felt it in the glances of unusually aged people. And there are one 

or two stars in heaven -- (one especially, a star of the sixth magnitude, double and changeable, to be 

found near the large star in Lyra) in a telescopic scrutiny of which I have been made aware of the 

feeling. I have been filled with it by certain sounds from stringed instruments, and not unfrequently by 

passages from books. Among innumerable other instances, I well remember something in a volume of 

Joseph Glanvill, which (perhaps merely from its quaintness -- who shall say?) never failed to inspire me 

with the sentiment; -- "And the will therein lieth, which dieth not. Who knoweth the mysteries of the 

will, with its vigor? For God is but a great will pervading all things by nature of its intentness. Man 
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doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save only through the weakness of his feeble 

will." 

Length of years, and subsequent reflection, have enabled me to trace, indeed, some remote connection 

between this passage in the English moralist and a portion of the character of Ligeia. An intensity in 

thought, action, or speech, was possibly, in her, a result, or at least an index, of that gigantic volition 

which, during our long intercourse, failed to give other and more immediate evidence of its existence. 

Of all the women whom I have ever known, she, the outwardly calm, the ever-placid Ligeia, was the 

most violently a prey to the tumultuous vultures of stern passion. And of such passion I could form no 

estimate, save by the miraculous expansion of those eyes which at once so delighted and appalled me -- 

by the almost magical melody, modulation, distinctness and placidity of her very low voice -- and by the 

fierce energy (rendered doubly effective by contrast with her manner of utterance) of the wild words 

which she habitually uttered. 

I have spoken of the learning of Ligeia: it was immense -- such as I have never known in woman. In the 

classical tongues was she deeply proficient, and as far as my own acquaintance extended in regard to 

the modern dialects of Europe, I have never known her at fault. Indeed upon any theme of the most 

admired, because simply the most abstruse of the boasted erudition of the academy, have I ever found 

Ligeia at fault? How singularly -- how thrillingly, this one point in the nature of my wife has forced 

itself, at this late period only, upon my attention! I said her knowledge was such as I have never known 

in woman -- but where breathes the man who has traversed, and successfully, all the wide areas of 

moral, physical, and mathematical science? I saw not then what I now clearly perceive, that the 

acquisitions of Ligeia were gigantic, were astounding; yet I was sufficiently aware of her infinite 

supremacy to resign myself, with a child-like confidence, to her guidance through the chaotic world of 

metaphysical investigation at which I was most busily occupied during the earlier years of our 

marriage. With how vast a triumph -- with how vivid a delight -- with how much of all that is ethereal 

in hope -- did I feel, as she bent over me in studies but little sought -- but less known -- that delicious 

vista by slow degrees expanding before me, down whose long, gorgeous, and all untrodden path, I 

might at length pass onward to the goal of a wisdom too divinely precious not to be forbidden! 

How poignant, then, must have been the grief with which, after some years, I beheld my well-grounded 

expectations take wings to themselves and fly away! Without Ligeia I was but as a child groping 

benighted. Her presence, her readings alone, rendered vividly luminous the many mysteries of the 

transcendentalism in which we were immersed. Wanting the radiant lustre of her eyes, letters, lambent 

and golden, grew duller than Saturnian lead. And now those eyes shone less and less frequently upon 

the pages over which I pored. Ligeia grew ill. The wild eyes blazed with a too -- too glorious effulgence; 

the pale fingers became of the transparent waxen hue of the grave, and the blue veins upon the lofty 

forehead swelled and sank impetuously with the tides of the gentle emotion. I saw that she must die -- 

and I struggled desperately in spirit with the grim Azrael. And the struggles of the passionate wife 

were, to my astonishment, even more energetic than my own. There had been much in her stern nature 

to impress me with the belief that, to her, death would have come without its terrors; -- but not so. 

Words are impotent to convey any just idea of the fierceness of resistance with which she wrestled with 

the Shadow. I groaned in anguish at the pitiable spectacle. would have soothed -- I would have 

reasoned; but, in the intensity of her wild desire for life, -- for life -- but for life -- solace and reason 

were the uttermost folly. Yet not until the last instance, amid the most convulsive writhings of her fierce 
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spirit, was shaken the external placidity of her demeanor. Her voice grew more gentle -- grew more low 

-- yet I would not wish to dwell upon the wild meaning of the quietly uttered words. My brain reeled as 

I hearkened entranced, to a melody more than mortal -- to assumptions and aspirations which 

mortality had never before known. 

That she loved me I should not have doubted; and I might have been easily aware that, in a bosom such 

as hers, love would have reigned no ordinary passion. But in death only, was I fully impressed with the 

strength of her affection. For long hours, detaining my hand, would she pour out before me the 

overflowing of a heart whose more than passionate devotion amounted to idolatry. How had I deserved 

to be so blessed by such confessions? -- how had I deserved to be so cursed with the removal of my 

beloved in the hour of her making them, But upon this subject I cannot bear to dilate. Let me say only, 

that in Ligeia's more than womanly abandonment to a love, alas! all unmerited, all unworthily 

bestowed, I at length recognized the principle of her longing with so wildly earnest a desire for the life 

which was now fleeing so rapidly away. It is this wild longing -- it is this eager vehemence of desire for 

life -- but for life -- that I have no power to portray -- no utterance capable of expressing. 

At high noon of the night in which she departed, beckoning me, peremptorily, to her side, she bade me 

repeat certain verses composed by herself not many days before. I obeyed her. -- They were these: 

Lo! 'tis a gala night 

Within the lonesome latter years! 

An angel throng, bewinged, bedight 

In veils, and drowned in tears, 

Sit in a theatre, to see 

A play of hopes and fears, 

While the orchestra breathes fitfully 

The music of the spheres. 

 

Mimes, in the form of God on high, 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 610  september  2022 

 

46 

Mutter and mumble low, 

And hither and thither fly; 

Mere puppets they, who come and go 

At bidding of vast formless things 

That shift the scenery to and fro, 

Flapping from out their Condor wings 

Invisible Wo! 

 

That motley drama! -- oh, be sure 

It shall not be forgot! 

With its Phantom chased forever more, 

By a crowd that seize it not, 

Through a circle that ever returneth in 

To the self-same spot, 

And much of Madness and more of Sin 

And Horror the soul of the plot. 

 

But see, amid the mimic rout, 
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A crawling shape intrude! 

A blood-red thing that writhes from out 

The scenic solitude! 

It writhes! -- it writhes! -- with mortal pangs 

The mimes become its food, 

And the seraphs sob at vermin fangs 

In human gore imbued. 

 

Out -- out are the lights -- out all! 

And over each quivering form, 

The curtain, a funeral pall, 

Comes down with the rush of a storm, 

And the angels, all pallid and wan, 

Uprising, unveiling, affirm 

That the play is the tragedy, "Man," 

And its hero the Conqueror Worm. 

"O God!" half shrieked Ligeia, leaping to her feet and extending her arms aloft with a spasmodic 

movement, as I made an end of these lines -- "O God! O Divine Father! -- shall these things be 

undeviatingly so? -- shall this Conqueror be not once conquered? Are we not part and parcel in Thee? 
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Who -- who knoweth the mysteries of the will with its vigor? Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor 

unto death utterly, save only through the weakness of his feeble will." 

And now, as if exhausted with emotion, she suffered her white arms to fall, and returned solemnly to 

her bed of death. And as she breathed her last sighs, there came mingled with them a low murmur 

from her lips. I bent to them my ear and distinguished, again, the concluding words of the passage in 

Glanvill -- "Man doth not yield him to the angels, nor unto death utterly, save only through the 

weakness of his feeble will." 

She died; -- and I, crushed into the very dust with sorrow, could no longer endure the lonely desolation 

of my dwelling in the dim and decaying city by the Rhine. I had no lack of what the world calls wealth. 

Ligeia had brought me far more, very far more than ordinarily falls to the lot of mortals. After a few 

months, therefore, of weary and aimless wandering, I purchased, and put in some repair, an abbey, 

which I shall not name, in one of the wildest and least frequented portions of fair England. The gloomy 

and dreary grandeur of the building, the almost savage aspect of the domain, the many melancholy and 

time-honored memories connected with both, had much in unison with the feelings of utter 

abandonment which had driven me into that remote and unsocial region of the country. Yet although 

the external abbey, with its verdant decay hanging about it, suffered but little alteration, I gave way, 

with a child-like perversity, and perchance with a faint hope of alleviating my sorrows, to a display of 

more than regal magnificence within. -- For such follies, even in childhood, I had imbibed a taste and 

now they came back to me as if in the dotage of grief. Alas, I feel how much even of incipient madness 

might have been discovered in the gorgeous and fantastic draperies, in the solemn carvings of Egypt, in 

the wild cornices and furniture, in the Bedlam patterns of the carpets of tufted gold! I had become a 

bounden slave in the trammels of opium, and my labors and my orders had taken a coloring from my 

dreams. But these absurdities must not pause to detail. Let me speak only of that one chamber, ever 

accursed, whither in a moment of mental alienation, I led from the altar as my bride -- as the successor 

of the unforgotten Ligeia -- the fair-haired and blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion, of Tremaine. 

There is no individual portion of the architecture and decoration of that bridal chamber which is not 

now visibly before me. Where were the souls of the haughty family of the bride, when, through thirst of 

gold, they permitted to pass the threshold of an apartment so bedecked, a maiden and a daughter so 

beloved? I have said that I minutely remember the details of the chamber -- yet I am sadly forgetful on 

topics of deep moment -- and here there was no system, no keeping, in the fantastic display, to take hold 

upon the memory. The room lay in a high turret of the castellated abbey, was pentagonal in shape, and 

of capacious size. Occupying the whole southern face of the pentagon was the sole window -- an 

immense sheet of unbroken glass from Venice -- a single pane, and tinted of a leaden hue, so that the 

rays of either the sun or moon, passing through it, fell with a ghastly lustre on the objects within. Over 

the upper portion of this huge window, extended the trellice-work of an aged vine, which clambered up 

the massy walls of the turret. The ceiling, of gloomy-looking oak, was excessively lofty, vaulted, and 

elaborately fretted with the wildest and most grotesque specimens of a semi-Gothic, semi-Druidical 

device. From out the most central recess of this melancholy vaulting, depended, by a single chain of 

gold with long links, a huge censer of the same metal, Saracenic in pattern, and with many perforations 

so contrived that there writhed in and out of them, as if endued with a serpent vitality, a continual 

succession of parti-colored fires. 
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Some few ottomans and golden candelabra, of Eastern figure, were in various stations about -- and 

there was the couch, too -- bridal couch -- of an Indian model, and low, and sculptured of solid ebony, 

with a pall-like canopy above. In each of the angles of the chamber stood on end a gigantic sarcophagus 

of black granite, from the tombs of the kings over against Luxor, with their aged lids full of 

immemorial sculpture. But in the draping of the apartment lay, alas! the chief phantasy of all. The lofty 

walls, gigantic in height -- even unproportionably so -- were hung from summit to foot, in vast folds, 

with a heavy and massive-looking tapestry -- tapestry of a material which was found alike as a carpet 

on the floor, as a covering for the ottomans and the ebony bed, as a canopy for the bed, and as the 

gorgeous volutes of the curtains which partially shaded the window. The material was the richest cloth 

of gold. It was spotted all over, at irregular intervals, with arabesque figures, about a foot in diameter, 

and wrought upon the cloth in patterns of the most jetty black. But these figures partook of the true 

character of the arabesque only when regarded from a single point of view. By a contrivance now 

common, and indeed traceable to a very remote period of antiquity, they were made changeable in 

aspect. To one entering the room, they bore the appearance of simple monstrosities; but upon a farther 

advance, this appearance gradually departed; and step by step, as the visitor moved his station in the 

chamber, he saw himself surrounded by an endless succession of the ghastly forms which belong to the 

superstition of the Norman, or arise in the guilty slumbers of the monk. The phantasmagoric effect was 

vastly heightened by the artificial introduction of a strong continual current of wind behind the 

draperies -- giving a hideous and uneasy animation to the whole. 

In halls such as these -- in a bridal chamber such as this -- I passed, with the Lady of Tremaine, the 

unhallowed hours of the first month of our marriage -- passed them with but little disquietude. That my 

wife dreaded the fierce moodiness of my temper -- that she shunned me and loved me but little -- I 

could not help perceiving; but it gave me rather pleasure than otherwise. I loathed her with a hatred 

belonging more to demon than to man. My memory flew back, (oh, with what intensity of regret!) to 

Ligeia, the beloved, the august, the beautiful, the entombed. I revelled in recollections of her purity, of 

her wisdom, of her lofty, her ethereal nature, of her passionate, her idolatrous love. Now, then, did my 

spirit fully and freely burn with more than all the fires of her own. In the excitement of my opium 

dreams (for I was habitually fettered in the shackles of the drug) I would call aloud upon her name, 

during the silence of the night, or among the sheltered recesses of the glens by day, as if, through the 

wild eagerness, the solemn passion, the consuming ardor of my longing for the departed, I could restore 

her to the pathway she had abandoned -- ah, could it be forever? -- upon the earth. 

About the commencement of the second month of the marriage, the Lady Rowena was attacked with 

sudden illness, from which her recovery was slow. The fever which consumed her rendered her nights 

uneasy; and in her perturbed state of half-slumber, she spoke of sounds, and of motions, in and about 

the chamber of the turret, which I concluded had no origin save in the distemper of her fancy, or 

perhaps in the phantasmagoric influences of the chamber itself. She became at length convalescent -- 

finally well. Yet but a brief period elapsed, ere a second more violent disorder again threw her upon a 

bed of suffering; and from this attack her frame, at all times feeble, never altogether recovered. Her 

illnesses were, after this epoch, of alarming character, and of more alarming recurrence, defying alike 

the knowledge and the great exertions of her physicians. With the increase of the chronic disease which 

had thus, apparently, taken too sure hold upon her constitution to be eradicated by human means, I 

could not fall to observe a similar increase in the nervous irritation of her temperament, and in her 

excitability by trivial causes of fear. She spoke again, and now more frequently and pertinaciously, of 
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the sounds -- of the slight sounds -- and of the unusual motions among the tapestries, to which she had 

formerly alluded. 

One night, near the closing in of September, she pressed this distressing subject with more than usual 

emphasis upon my attention. She had just awakened from an unquiet slumber, and I had been 

watching, with feelings half of anxiety, half of vague terror, the workings of her emaciated countenance. 

I sat by the side of her ebony bed, upon one of the ottomans of India. She partly arose, and spoke, in an 

earnest low whisper, of sounds which she then heard, but which I could not hear -- of motions which 

she then saw, but which I could not perceive. The wind was rushing hurriedly behind the tapestries, 

and I wished to show her (what, let me confess it, I could not all believe) that those almost inarticulate 

breathings, and those very gentle variations of the figures upon the wall, were but the natural effects of 

that customary rushing of the wind. But a deadly pallor, overspreading her face, had proved to me that 

my exertions to reassure her would be fruitless. She appeared to be fainting, and no attendants were 

within call. I remembered where was deposited a decanter of light wine which had been ordered by her 

physicians, and hastened across the chamber to procure it. But, as I stepped beneath the light of the 

censer, two circumstances of a startling nature attracted my attention. I had felt that some palpable 

although invisible object had passed lightly by my person; and I saw that there lay upon the golden 

carpet, in the very middle of the rich lustre thrown from the censer, a shadow -- a faint, indefinite 

shadow of angelic aspect -- such as might be fancied for the shadow of a shade. But I was wild with the 

excitement of an immoderate dose of opium, and heeded these things but little, nor spoke of them to 

Rowena. Having found the wine, I recrossed the chamber, and poured out a gobletful, which I held to 

the lips of the fainting lady. She had now partially recovered, however, and took the vessel herself, 

while I sank upon an ottoman near me, with my eyes fastened upon her person. It was then that I 

became distinctly aware of a gentle footfall upon the carpet, and near the couch; and in a second 

thereafter, as Rowena was in the act of raising the wine to her lips, I saw, or may have dreamed that I 

saw, fall within the goblet, as if from some invisible spring in the atmosphere of the room, three or four 

large drops of a brilliant and ruby colored fluid. If this I saw -- not so Rowena. She swallowed the wine 

unhesitatingly, and I forbore to speak to her of a circumstance which must, after all, I considered, have 

been but the suggestion of a vivid imagination, rendered morbidly active by the terror of the lady, by 

the opium, and by the hour. 

Yet I cannot conceal it from my own perception that, immediately subsequent to the fall of the ruby-

drops, a rapid change for the worse took place in the disorder of my wife; so that, on the third 

subsequent night, the hands of her menials prepared her for the tomb, and on the fourth, I sat alone, 

with her shrouded body, in that fantastic chamber which had received her as my bride. -- Wild visions, 

opium-engendered, flitted, shadow-like, before me. I gazed with unquiet eye upon the sarcophagi in the 

angles of the room, upon the varying figures of the drapery, and upon the writhing of the parti-colored 

fires in the censer overhead. My eyes then fell, as I called to mind the circumstances of a former night, 

to the spot beneath the glare of the censer where I had seen the faint traces of the shadow. It was there, 

however, no longer; and breathing with greater freedom, I turned my glances to the pallid and rigid 

figure upon the bed. Then rushed upon me a thousand memories of Ligeia -- and then came back upon 

my heart, with the turbulent violence of a flood, the whole of that unutterable wo with which I had 

regarded her thus enshrouded. The night waned; and still, with a bosom full of bitter thoughts of the 

one only and supremely beloved, I remained gazing upon the body of Rowena. 
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It might have been midnight, or perhaps earlier, or later, for I had taken no note of time, when a sob, 

low, gentle, but very distinct, startled me from my revery. -- I felt that it came from the bed of ebony -- 

the bed of death. I listened in an agony of superstitious terror -- but there was no repetition of the 

sound. I strained my vision to detect any motion in the corpse -- but there was not the slightest 

perceptible. Yet I could not have been deceived. I had heard the noise, however faint, and my soul was 

awakened within me. I resolutely and perseveringly kept my attention riveted upon the body. Many 

minutes elapsed before any circumstance occurred tending to throw light upon the mystery. At length it 

became evident that a slight, a very feeble, and barely noticeable tinge of color had flushed up within 

the cheeks, and along the sunken small veins of the eyelids. Through a species of unutterable horror 

and awe, for which the language of mortality has no sufficiently energetic expression, I felt my heart 

cease to beat, my limbs grow rigid where I sat. Yet a sense of duty finally operated to restore my self-

possession. I could no longer doubt that we had been precipitate in our preparations -- that Rowena 

still lived. It was necessary that some immediate exertion be made; yet turret was altogether apart from 

the portion of the abbey tenanted by the servants -- there were none within call -- I had no means of 

summoning them to my aid without leaving the room for many minutes -- and this I could not venture 

to do. I therefore struggled alone in my endeavors to call back the spirit ill hovering. In a short period it 

was certain, however, that a relapse had taken place; the color disappeared from both eyelid and cheek, 

leaving a wanness even more than that of marble; the lips became doubly shrivelled and pinched up in 

the ghastly expression of death; a repulsive clamminess and coldness overspread rapidly the surface of 

the body; and all the usual rigorous illness immediately supervened. I fell back with a shudder upon the 

couch from which I had been so startlingly aroused, and again gave myself up to passionate waking 

visions of Ligeia. 

An hour thus elapsed when (could it be possible?) I was a second time aware of some vague sound 

issuing from the region of the bed. I listened -- in extremity of horror. The sound came again -- it was a 

sigh. Rushing to the corpse, I saw -- distinctly saw -- a tremor upon the lips. In a minute afterward they 

relaxed, disclosing a bright line of the pearly teeth. Amazement now struggled in my bosom with the 

profound awe which had hitherto reigned there alone. I felt that my vision grew dim, that my reason 

wandered; and it was only by a violent effort that I at length succeeded in nerving myself to the task 

which duty thus once more had pointed out. There was now a partial glow upon the forehead and upon 

the cheek and throat; a perceptible warmth pervaded the whole frame; there was even a slight 

pulsation at the heart. The lady lived; and with redoubled ardor I betook myself to the task of 

restoration. I chafed and bathed the temples and the hands, and used every exertion which experience, 

and no little. medical reading, could suggest. But in vain. Suddenly, the color fled, the pulsation ceased, 

the lips resumed the expression of the dead, and, in an instant afterward, the whole body took upon 

itself the icy chilliness, the livid hue, the intense rigidity, the sunken outline, and all the loathsome 

peculiarities of that which has been, for many days, a tenant of the tomb. 

And again I sunk into visions of Ligeia -- and again, (what marvel that I shudder while I write,) again 

there reached my ears a low sob from the region of the ebony bed. But why shall I minutely detail the 

unspeakable horrors of that night? Why shall I pause to relate how, time after time, until near the 

period of the gray dawn, this hideous drama of revivification was repeated; how each terrific relapse 

was only into a sterner and apparently more irredeemable death; how each agony wore the aspect of a 

struggle with some invisible foe; and how each struggle was succeeded by I know not what of wild 

change in the personal appearance of the corpse? Let me hurry to a conclusion. 
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The greater part of the fearful night had worn away, and she who had been dead, once again stirred -- 

and now more vigorously than hitherto, although arousing from a dissolution more appalling in its 

utter hopelessness than any. I had long ceased to struggle or to move, and remained sitting rigidly upon 

the ottoman, a helpless prey to a whirl of violent emotions, of which extreme awe was perhaps the least 

terrible, the least consuming. The corpse, I repeat, stirred, and now more vigorously than before. The 

hues of life flushed up with unwonted energy into the countenance -- the limbs relaxed -- and, save that 

the eyelids were yet pressed heavily together, and that the bandages and draperies of the grave still 

imparted their charnel character to the figure, I might have dreamed that Rowena had indeed shaken 

off, utterly, the fetters of Death. But if this idea was not, even then, altogether adopted, I could at least 

doubt no longer, when, arising from the bed, tottering, with feeble steps, with closed eyes, and with the 

manner of one bewildered in a dream, the thing that was enshrouded advanced boldly and palpably 

into the middle of the apartment. 

I trembled not -- I stirred not -- for a crowd of unutterable fancies connected with the air, the stature, 

the demeanor of the figure, rushing hurriedly through my brain, had paralyzed -- had chilled me into 

stone. I stirred not -- but gazed upon the apparition. There was a mad disorder in my thoughts -- a 

tumult unappeasable. Could it, indeed, be the living Rowena who confronted me? Could it indeed be 

Rowena at all -- the fair-haired, the blue-eyed Lady Rowena Trevanion of Tremaine? Why, why should 

I doubt it? The bandage lay heavily about the mouth -- but then might it not be the mouth of the 

breathing Lady of Tremaine? And the cheeks-there were the roses as in her noon of life -- yes, these 

might indeed be the fair cheeks of the living Lady of Tremaine. And the chin, with its dimples, as in 

health, might it not be hers? -- but had she then grown taller since her malady? What inexpressible 

madness seized me with that thought? One bound, and I had reached her feet! Shrinking from my 

touch, she let fall from her head, unloosened, the ghastly cerements which had confined it, and there 

streamed forth, into the rushing atmosphere of the chamber, huge masses of long and dishevelled hair; 

it was blacker than the raven wings of the midnight! And now slowly opened the eyes of the figure 

which stood before me. "Here then, at least," I shrieked aloud, "can I never -- can I never be mistaken -

- these are the full, and the black, and the wild eyes -- of my lost love -- of the lady -- of the LADY 

LIGEIA." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/ligeia   

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/ligeia
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Kosmos: Artist Dustin Yellin Reads Walt Whitman’s Timeless Hymn to Human Nature as a Miniature 

of the Universe 

A song of praise for that place in us housing “the past, the future, dwelling there, like space, 

inseparable together.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

“We forget that nature itself is one vast miracle transcending the reality of night and nothingness,” 

Loren Eiseley wrote in his exquisite meditation on our search for meaning. “We forget that each one of 

us in his personal life repeats that miracle.” Meanwhile, the poetic physicist Richard Feynman was 

remembering the miracle while standing at the seashore, remembering that we are each “atoms with 

consciousness… matter with curiosity… a universe of atoms… an atom in the universe.” 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/06/22/loren-eiseley-muskrat/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/22/richard-feynman-yo-yo-ma/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/22/richard-feynman-yo-yo-ma/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
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A century before Eiseley and Feynman, Walt Whitman (May 31, 1819–March 26, 1892) became the 

poet laureate of this atomic miracle, reminding us again and again, across space and time, across 

confusion and erasure, that to cherish ourselves is to cherish the universe and to cherish the universe is 

to cherish ourselves. 

 

Walt Whitman in the 1850s (Library of Congress) 

He called himself a “kosmos,” spelled after the title of Humboldt’s epoch-making book, which had lit 

up Whitman’s formative imagination and had awakened humanity to the interconnectedness of nature 

with the poetically phrased proclamation that “in this great chain of causes and effects, no single fact 

can be considered in isolation.” 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/12/07/the-invention-of-nature-humboldt-wulf/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/12/07/the-invention-of-nature-humboldt-wulf/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0486456765/braipick-20
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He called his most intimate poems, which were also his most universal, Song of Myself — a hymn to 

human nature itself, to its numberless and fathomless fractal manifestations in particular selves, 

reverberating with the eternal truth that “every atom belonging to me as good belongs to you.” 

 

One of artist Margaret C. Cook’s illustrations for a rare century-old English edition of Leaves 

of Grass. (Available as a print.) 

In the early spring of 2020, epochs after Whitman, with humanity furling into fetal position amid a 

global lockdown, feeling at once more fragile and more connected than ever before in our shared 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/19/lia-halloran-walt-whitman-universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/04/11/leaves-of-grass-margaret-cook/
https://society6.com/product/we-found-our-own-o-my-soul-in-the-calm-and-cool-of-the-daybreak_framed-print?sku=s6-8967204p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/we-found-our-own-o-my-soul-in-the-calm-and-cool-of-the-daybreak_framed-print?sku=s6-8967204p21a12v52a13v54?curator=brainpicker
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lifetime, Whitman’s ethos came alive anew, his cosmic songs resonant with tones we needed to hear 

more than ever — tones that both soothe and vivify the discomposed soul dwelling then in each of us 

fractals of the world-soul. 

In the wake of the disorientation, as I endeavored to go on with the annual Universe in Verse — to 

preserve its spirit as a celebration of life in an atmosphere of deadly terror — I could think of no better 

person to inspirit Whitman’s poem “Kosmos” than my friend, neighbor, and co-dreamer of improbable 

dreams Dustin Yellin — a visionary artist animated by the questions of a physicist, or a child, and the 

answers of a poet, or a child; founder of Pioneer Works, without which there would be no Universe in 

Verse; composer of five-ton poems of glass, color, and stainless steel; a creature of unselfconscious 

multitudes: part Plato, part Frida Kahlo, part The Little Prince. 

Psychogeographies by Dustin Yellin 

Two springs later, as humanity slowly unfurls, newly awakened to the kosmos of connection that binds 

us to each other and to the great living poem of a reality in which not one atom can be considered in 

https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.dustinyellin.com/
https://pioneerworks.org/initiatives/observatory-at-pioneer-works/
https://www.dustinyellin.com/projects/poe
https://www.dustinyellin.com/projects/psychogeographies
https://www.dustinyellin.com/projects/psychogeographies
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isolation, Whitman returns to remind us that each and every one of us is the survivor not only of a 

deadly pandemic but of myriad cataclysms stretching back to the Big Bang — a miraculous miniature 

of the universe itself. 

KOSMOS 

by Walt Whitman 

Who includes diversity and is Nature, 

Who is the amplitude of the earth, and the coarseness and sexuality of the earth, and the great charity 

of the earth and the equilibrium also, 

Who has not look’d forth from the windows the eyes for nothing, or whose brain held audience with 

messengers for nothing, 

Who contains believers and disbelievers, who is the most majestic lover, 

Who holds duly his or her triune proportion of realism, spiritualism, and of the aesthetic or intellectual, 

Who having consider’d the body finds all its organs and parts good, 

Who, out of the theory of the earth and of his or her body understands by subtle analogies all other 

theories, 

The theory of a city, a poem, and of the large politics of these States; 

Who believes not only in our globe with its sun and moon, but in other globes with their suns and 

moons, 

Who, constructing the house of himself or herself, not for a day but for all time, sees races, eras, dates, 

generations, 

The past, the future, dwelling there, like space, inseparable together. 

Complement with Emily Dickinson’s ode to the interconnectedness of nature, brought to life as an 

animated song, then revisit Meshell Ndegeocello’s enchanting performance of Whitman’s own ode to 

the interconnectedness of nature. 

 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/29/walt-whitman-kosmos-dustin-

yellin/?mc_cid=f3aac154b4&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-bloom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-bloom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/12/16/on-the-beach-alone-at-night-walt-whitman/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/12/16/on-the-beach-alone-at-night-walt-whitman/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/29/walt-whitman-kosmos-dustin-yellin/?mc_cid=f3aac154b4&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/29/walt-whitman-kosmos-dustin-yellin/?mc_cid=f3aac154b4&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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Living in homes cooled by window units always had a tender meaning when writer Dalton LaFerney 

was growing up in east Texas. As temperatures soar with climate change, he writes about how the 

window units of the South hold the power to reframe the way we think about air conditioning. 

Essay by Dalton LaFerney | Photo by Hannah Hayes 

 

August 23, 2022 
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28 

“It looked like the grill of an old car shoved through a window.”  

— Shane Cashman, The Atlantic, 2017 

 

A song of compressors, fans, and emerging cicadas swelled in my ears the summer after I graduated 

high school. My mother rented a small trailer home toward the north-most point of Lake Gladewater in 

east Texas, where vegetation overcame a twisted pier covered in bird poop leading to the green 

backyard with pines towering in the heavy air. At night, I would lie still, thinking about college and my 

new life away from home as the sounds of the lake crept in until a window unit shook back to life, 

absorbing all other sound with mechanical silence and carrying me to sleep. 

One afternoon when my mother was at work, our landlord came over and started beating on the front 

door and the windows. I was fresh out of a shower, still standing there in a daze as the humidity from 

the shower mixed with the air blowing from the tired window unit. The man demanded someone come 

outside. I stayed quiet, convinced I was concealed by the raspy howl from the box in the window. He 

will go away eventually, I thought. He started calling my name, realizing I was the only one home. 

“There’s a fire out here!” the man yelled, his voice sounding earnest and concerned. “Hurry up, there’s 

a fire under the house!” 

Still in a towel, I put on shoes and hurried to the front door. I remember the man wearing camouflage 

cargo shorts and a T-shirt with the sleeves cut off, his bald head dripping with sweat. 

There was not a fire. He said he needed to reach my mom, claiming she was late on rent. He scolded me 

and told me to have her call him. Before turning toward the front door, I said I’d let her know, then 

walked back to my room, pushing the world away from me, my only comfort in that embarrassing 

moment the touch, smell, and sound of filtered air. 

A window unit returns me to the hands of my mother. When I hear the murmurs from one now, I think 

of her labor that made our window units run, because to experience a window unit is to be confronted 

by bills and money and working and heat all at once. Unlike central air conditioning, its presence 

mostly felt, window units call out; they are in the room with us. They have faces and voices. I can feel 

when they are exhausted. 

There is power in going down to Walmart and being able to buy air conditioning in a single 

transaction. It is liberation to some, who can, for a couple hundred dollars and, at worst, some duct 
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tape, turn a room into a cavern. It is relief in the face of a heat wave. Window units can be ideal in 

places like small cafes and bars, taking up minimal space in confined areas for maximum comfort. I’ve 

noticed them cooling the people who sell funnel cakes and crawfish and tacos from trailers and food 

trucks, aboard boats taking dozens out into the Gulf for snapper fishing, in the cluttered offices of 

country lawyers. I dream of them on camper trailers parked for a lake weekend, and on work locations 

deep in the mud. When I’m in the French Quarter, I become fascinated by the appearance of them 

throughout the mosaic of structures, calling attention to the lives rooted there amid all the history and 

commotion. 

Not only does it blow regulated air in, the window unit removes heat and humidity from a space and 

circulates it outside, like what central AC does but on a smaller scale. Contrary to popular belief, the 

window unit is not a backup or alternative — it’s one of last century’s best achievements, in a highly 

accessible and iconic form. 

As of 2020, the South used more air conditioning compared with the country’s other regions, according 

to the U.S. Energy Information Administration. While almost 39 million homes in the South used 

central air conditioning, a little more than 4 million used window or wall units — revealing the greatest 

disparity of air conditioning equipment in the country. In this way, window units of the South take on 

an aesthetic of resilience. Though homes across the country have window units, those in the South put 

in more work, more time out of the year, and are even needed on Christmas sometimes. 

I felt this last summer, when I lived in an old building in Dallas between two newer townhome 

properties with higher rent. The worn-out window unit in the living room could not keep pace with 

summer temperatures that reached more than 100 degrees, but it held the room just low enough to 

concentrate. My bedroom, however, was a fortress. I kept the door closed all day as the unit ran on and 

off. I’d enter, feel my skin adjust, and smile, a sensation I remember from all my childhood summers, 

walking into a home — or even just a room — and feeling happy in an instant. 

The window unit is a matter of the people. In a 1984 paper entitled “The End of the Long Hot Summer: 

The Air Conditioner and Southern Culture,” Raymond Arsenault laid out the history and enduring 

impact of air conditioning in the region. Though engineers and companies had been developing what 

we know as air conditioning for more than a century, this relatively young industry had done most of 

its business cooling factories, banks, offices, theaters, and government buildings because it was 

expensive and most of the equipment was not practical for residential spaces. There were also moral 

arguments against it, with some stating that controlling the temperature was against God’s will.  

But in the postwar United States, air conditioning was baked into notions of prosperity and the 

blueprint for the American home with the help of industry marketing. As Haleema Shah wrote for 

Smithsonian Magazine, air conditioning was described as “a prewar luxury that was being 

manufactured in large quantities and sold at a moderate cost in the postwar market.” A 1948 study by 

Carrier helped the company designate Southerners making more than $10,000 as the likely market for 

air conditioning since they could afford the steep installation costs (the national median income at the 

time was $3,200, according to the U.S. Census Bureau). When central air conditioning hit the market, it 

https://www.jstor.org/stable/2208474
https://www.jstor.org/stable/2208474
https://www.theatlantic.com/technology/archive/2017/08/the-moral-history-of-air-conditioning/536364/
https://www.theatlantic.com/technology/archive/2017/08/the-moral-history-of-air-conditioning/536364/
https://www.smithsonianmag.com/smithsonian-institution/unexpected-history-air-conditioner-180972108/
https://www.smithsonianmag.com/smithsonian-institution/unexpected-history-air-conditioner-180972108/
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competed with the window unit among Southerners living in wealthy neighborhoods. Central air 

became the fulfillment of a promise introduced by the window unit, the promise that Americans could 

achieve maximum comfort, no matter how hot it got.  

In 1951, an improved and less expensive version of the window unit hit the market. A scaled-down 

version of that system had become central air conditioning by the end of the decade, but it was people 

buying window units in the South that proved that in-home cooling could be a practical way forward 

for business. Sales were so promising that Carrier built window-unit-supplied tract homes in hot, 

swampy places like Virginia, Louisiana, and Texas in order to continue exploring this rapidly growing 

market. 

By 1955, close to one in 10 Southern homes were air conditioned, nearly double the national rate. By 

the end of the decade, most new homes were built with central air conditioning, a trend that continues 

to this day nationwide. The federal government worked alongside industry to standardize air 

conditioning in homes, with an official from the Federal Housing Authority declaring in 1962, “Within 

a few years, any house that is not air conditioned will probably be [obsolete].” 

The heat is so mean where I grew up that it is almost a joke that any living space would rely solely on 

window units in the summertime. Though I do have a certain kinship to the beasts, I also remember the 

feeling that living in places with window units meant you had window units. Like the heat and humidity 

was ours to bear. Because no matter how chilly a room is, just beyond the reach of the window unit is a 

wall of heat. It can only do so much. 

The landlord from Lake Gladewater enters my adult mind as an apparition. He calls out to me when I 

am hot in a space, warning of fire as he beats on the walls. It makes me think about some of the places I 

have lived, both as a kid and an adult, spots where the rent was cheaper and how that often meant bad 

insulation, windows painted and nailed shut, damaged and aging shingles, and window units just tossed 

in as if they stood a chance against the sun by themselves. 

The South has some of the nation’s highest electric bills, despite having the lowest residential electric 

billing rates in the country, according to the Southeast Energy Efficiency Alliance. More than half of 

homes across the South are older than the country’s earliest energy codes, which set the standard for 

how efficiently homes are cooled and warmed beginning in the 1970s. So this issue did not arise because 

of the heat and humidity alone. SEEA attributes the disconnect to housing and infrastructure 

inequality, recommending that state and federal officials update building codes across the South to 

improve efficiency and fund programs that support low-income folks’ outfitting their homes, including 

rentals, for increased energy efficiency. 

But no window unit — frankly, no air conditioning technology whatsoever — is going to succeed for the 

people who need it the most unless the structures around it are taken care of. And it is through this lens 

that I see a window unit as a potential expression of life that needs help.  
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This is especially vital as each summer brings hotter temperatures. Too much research has been 

published for us to ignore the impact climate change is having on people who are financially 

impoverished and on people of color. The global race is on to develop an air conditioner model that 

uses less power and fewer refrigerants but won’t cost people too much. Emissions from AC use are set 

to raise the planet’s temperature by 0.5 degrees Celsius by the end of the century, according to the 

World Economic Fund. Because the basic setup of air conditioning technology has not really changed 

since it was first introduced, let the window unit also serve as a reminder that we are not that far into 

this air-conditioned world; that the original intent of this technology was a business motivation and not 

something meant to save us. Changes must be made. 

But for the millions who still use them, we have to designate a humane amount of space for window 

units to work. They cannot be tasked with regulating too large a space, otherwise nothing will get 

cooled and electric bills will soar, costing more money to do worse to the environment. As Tom Bender 

wrote in a 1981 essay, “Air conditioning makes cities hotter, necessitating more air conditioning.” 

Window units should carry on their associations with charity drives and continue to be given out 

during emergency AC drives across the country. They have to be relatively cheap to buy, and reliable, 

helping people in tight spots.  

Shutting a room’s door and drawing the curtains and blinds creates an incredible intimacy when a 

window unit is on. The people I care for in one space, sharing, at the very least, relief and protection. 

When I see or hear one running, I have to think about the people who are gathered close by it or 

thinking about how good it will feel to be back in that space. I think of the life inside, despite the heat 

intensifying around them. I think of my mother, I think of the sounds of the lake, I think of the peace 

and refuge I found in the mechanical silence. 

 

Dalton LaFerney is a journalist whose writing has appeared in Texas Monthly, D Magazine, and Xtra 

magazine. He was raised in east Texas and started his career working for newspapers in the Dallas area, 

Arkansas, and Las Vegas. His writing often explores abuse, survival, and criminal justice. 

 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/in-defense-of-the-window-

unit?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=8%2F26%20-

%20Fri%20%28All%20That%27s%20New%29%20%28Raznzt%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 

  

https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-021-01881-4
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-021-01881-4
https://www.weforum.org/agenda/2019/05/india-heat-cooling-challenge-temperature-air-conditioning
https://www.weforum.org/agenda/2019/05/india-heat-cooling-challenge-temperature-air-conditioning
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/in-defense-of-the-window-unit?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=8%2F26%20-%20Fri%20%28All%20That%27s%20New%29%20%28Raznzt%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/in-defense-of-the-window-unit?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=8%2F26%20-%20Fri%20%28All%20That%27s%20New%29%20%28Raznzt%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/in-defense-of-the-window-unit?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=8%2F26%20-%20Fri%20%28All%20That%27s%20New%29%20%28Raznzt%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/in-defense-of-the-window-unit?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=8%2F26%20-%20Fri%20%28All%20That%27s%20New%29%20%28Raznzt%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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Bad Times Ahead: Even the Futurists Have Given Up on the Future 

Andrew Keen on the End of Optimism 

By Andrew Keen 

 

September 9, 2022 

Jaron Lanier, an apostate futurist, once remarked to me on Keen On that he missed the future. Lanier 

meant that he was nostalgic for the promise of tomorrow as being better than yesterday. This was a 

familiar future for cheerful 20th-century Americans, especially technologists like Jaron Lanier. A 

future in which progress was not only taken for granted, but imagined “exponentially.” An American, 

hockey-stick shaped future. With everything pointing up. 

This fantasy had a good run. But, like the futurism business itself, it’s now history. The Harvard-

educated, Berkeley economics professor Brad DeLong explained on Keen On this week that this 

https://lithub.com/author/andrewkeen/
https://techcrunch.com/2013/05/06/keen-on-jaron-lanier-why-entrepreneurs-need-to-make-their-customers-wealthy/
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economic juggernaut originated in 1870 with the globalizing German industrial revolution and came to 

a shuddering halt with the Great Global Recession of 2008. 

This is the 140 years of progress that DeLong historicizes in Slouching Toward Utopia, his lucid new 

economic story of the very long and prosperous 20th century. An American, hockey-stick-shaped 

century. Designed by free market economists like DeLong and his Harvard and Berkeley colleagues. 

With all their economic data pointing up. 

We aren’t slouching toward utopia anymore. The 21st century might have begun late, but it began in 

2008 with a bang and those bangs have only become louder and more destructive since. Today, in 

September 2022, the future—of ourselves, of our economy and of our planet—appears apocalyptic 

rather than utopian. Even professional “futurists,” not normally distinguished by their prescience, are 

beginning to recognize that the future, as a metaphor for hockey-stick-shaped progress, is finished. 

I had one of these self-styled futurists on Keen On this week who warned about the “exponential” 

informational overload of the 21st century. We now need to “thrive on overload,” he advises us in his 

new book. Excuse me? Thriving on overload. As if we are washing machines. Or one of those 

bioengineered replicants out of Blade Runner. 

I asked the futurist to convince me that he himself wasn’t a replicant. He didn’t. I suspect he couldn’t. 

I rewatched Blade Runner recently and the once dystopian look and feel of Ridley Scott’s 1982 movie 

now has the look and feel of classic social realism. No wonder that another recent Keen On guest, the 

video essayist Evan Puschak, remains obsessed with Blade Runner. It’s become a kind of Bicycle 

Thief for the 2020s. From Philip K. Dick back to Vittorio De Sica in forty years. History as anything 

but progress. 

There isn’t going to be an even ambiguously uplifting conclusion to the 21st century. At best, we are 

going back to the future. 

Nobody quite knows what the 21st century is going to look like, but as Douglas Rushkoff, another 

apostate futurist, told me on Keen On earlier this week, technology billionaires aren’t sticking around 

to see what is going to happen to a world that they’ve helped destroy. In his new book, Survival of the 

Richest, Rushkoff presents this tech-bro class of Jeff Bezos and Elon Musk, with their pre-pubescent 

fantasies of colonizing space, as the final gasp, the last breath of Brad DeLong’s long 20th century. Let 

Musk and Bezos thrive on overload on Mars, I say. Although most Martians, one suspects, wouldn’t 

agree. 

For the rest of us, stuck on what Bill McGuire, another Keen On guest this week, calls “Hothouse 

Earth,” the future is more prosaic. We’ve got 90 months, McGuire warns, to decisively act to save the 

planet from slouching to extinction. Capitalism is the problem, the British environmentalist argues. 

https://lithub.com/how-can-we-be-sure-this-futurist-author-isnt-just-a-smart-machine/
https://lithub.com/on-public-benches-superman-blade-runner-and-other-stuff-that-gives-life-meaning/
https://lithub.com/what-the-escape-fantasies-of-tech-billionaires-reveal-about-our-apocalyptic-age/
https://lithub.com/why-weve-only-got-90-months-left-to-save-the-planet/
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The economic models and data idealized by the economist Brad DeLong and his Harvard and Berkeley 

colleagues has led us, Bill McGuire believes, to the destruction of the planet. It’s what comes from 

putting one’s money on an American hockey-stick future. 

Even Blade Runner had a kind of miserably happy ending. But there isn’t going to be an even 

ambiguously uplifting conclusion to the 21st century. At best, we are going back to the future. 

Brad DeLong begins Slouching Towards Utopia with the miserable British cleric and amateur 

demographer, Thomas Robert Malthus, who incorrectly predicted a catastrophic conclusion to 

“exponential” population growth. For DeLong, the unsocial-scientific Malthus is the 19th-century 

bookend to a 20th century defined by a supposedly scientific faith in economics and economists. 

Economics as faith? Economists as Gods? So what comes after our century of faith in economics, I 

asked Brad DeLong. If the English cleric Malthus stands before the 20th century, then who captures 

life aftr it?It’s not a return to the dystopian demographics of Malthusianism. Nor is it some sort of 

magical new economic theory. No, economics is now the past, not the future. I suspect that the thinker 

whose ideas are best suited to defining the 21st century is the German sociologist Max Weber who 

coined the post-religious concept of “disenchantment.” 

We are, I suspect, slouching back to Weber’s world of a world without God. It’s a world in which 

everything appears broken. Economics, politics, our psyches, the environment. Even sex. Earlier this 

week, the British feminist writer Louise Perry appeared on Keen On to talk about what she calls female 

sexual disenchantment. Weberian disenchantment is exponential. The future is an upside down hockey-

stick. With everything, in good Freudian fashion, pointing downwards. 

Andrew KeenBill McGuireBlade RunnerBrad DeLongDouglas RushkofffuturistsJaron LanierKeen On 

Andrew Keen 

Andrew Keen has written five books including the best-selling Cult of the Amateur, The Internet Is Not 

The Answer and How To Fix The Future. He directed and wrote the 2020 movie “How To Fix 

Democracy” and is the host of the popular podcast Keen On. 

https://lithub.com/bad-times-ahead-even-the-futurists-have-given-up-on-the-future/  

https://podcasts.apple.com/us/podcast/louise-perry-no-more-sex-a-feminist-case-against/id1448694012?i=1000578647128
https://lithub.com/tag/andrew-keen/
https://lithub.com/tag/bill-mcguire/
https://lithub.com/tag/blade-runner/
https://lithub.com/tag/brad-delong/
https://lithub.com/tag/douglas-rushkoff/
https://lithub.com/tag/futurists/
https://lithub.com/tag/jaron-lanier/
https://lithub.com/tag/keen-on/
https://lithub.com/author/andrewkeen/
https://lithub.com/author/andrewkeen/
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Peter Fabris’ Illustrations for William Hamilton’s Campi Phlegraei (1776–79) 

 

Lava emerging from Mount Vesuvius at night and running towards Resina, 11 May 1771 

A British diplomat serving as Envoy Extraordinary to the Kingdom of the Two Sicilies, William Hamilton 

(1730–1803) spent a large part of his life in Naples — observing volcanic activity, collecting antiquities, and 

shepherding adventurous travelers, including kings and queens, to the summit of magma-rich mountains. 

Present for the eruptions of Mount Vesuvius during the mid-to-late eighteenth century, Hamilton wrote Campi 

Phlegraei in two parts, with a tertiary supplement, based on his Observations on Mount Vesuvius (1772) for 

the Royal Society. Composed as a bilingual French and English edition, the work is a notable watershed in 

volcanology, trading biblically-inflected narratives of catastrophe and creation for precise observational 

description. To illustrate these volumes in a manner true to his approach, Hamilton recruited the English-born 

Neapolitan artist Peter Fabris, otherwise known for his paintings of the city’s “pulsating street life — with 

sellers of melons, cooked apples, corn, truffles and fried pastries”, writes Robert Holland. Hamilton charged 

Fabris to paint with “the utmost fidelity”, making sure “each stratum is presented in its proper colours”, and 

fifty-nine of the resultant gouaches were engraved and hand-colored to accompany Campi 

Phlegraei (literally, the flaming or fiery fields, named after the area west of Naples). In curator and 

writer James Hamilton’s assessment, Fabris “revolutionized the art of the volcano, and changed our ways of 

seeing them”. 

The illustrations progress from macro- to microscopic worlds as we traverse the volumes. Detailed renderings 

of tufa, scoriae, and pumice follow from nocturnal landscapes lit by brimstone and fire, winter scenes with 

https://www.gutenberg.org/files/35433/35433-h/35433-h.htm
https://books.google.fi/books?id=Ex5xDwAAQBAJ&pg=PA40
https://books.google.fi/books?id=LWAF13u0BCcC&pg=PA68
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smoke pluming through snow. Although engaged with late-Romantic reimaginings of the pastoral, 

picturesque, and sublime, Fabris seems almost able to dissolve aesthetic history in his landscapes by 

foregrounding an enduring wonder for the unstable geological processes beneath our feet — capturing the 

awe of those moments when bedrock becomes anything but. In two complementary images, recording the 

eruption of Vesuvius in 1779 during day and night, the volcano sprays tephra and lava like a monstrous 

Roman candle, while figures appear to dance and prostrate in joy or agony across an illuminated bay. 

 

Left: “Mount Vesuvius emitting a column of smoke after its eruption on 8 August 1779”; Right: “The 

eruption of Mount Vesuvius in the night of 8 August 1779” endimage 

Of course, this had all happened before. In 79 CE, a seventeen-year-old Pliny the Younger looked up from his 

writings, gazing across the Bay of Naples, and noticed what seemed to be an odd cloud formation, like “an 
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umbrella pine” atop Vesuvius’ peaks. At times “it looked light colored”, he noticed during the course of his 

observation, and “sometimes it looked mottled and dirty with the earth and ash it had carried up”. He 

informed his uncle, Pliny the Elder, who, emboldened by scholarly fascination and an impending sense of 

catastrophe, summoned a fleet of quadriremes. As “tall broad flames blazed from several places on 

Vesuvius”, the Elder uttered fortune favors the brave and then set sail into a coruscating dark, calming his 

shipmates by assuring them that the inferno was merely a bonfire set by peasants without the means of 

extinguishment. This history and the story of what happened next stems from a sole surviving eyewitness 

account: the nephew narrating his uncle’s demise. In two letters written to Tacitus twenty-five years after the 

event, Pliny the Younger describes with lasting terror Pompeii’s burial beneath pyroclastic flows. “Then we 

saw the sea sucked back, apparently by an earthquake, and many sea creatures were left stranded on the dry 

sand. From the other direction over the land, a dreadful black cloud was torn by gushing flames and great 

tongues of fire like much-magnified lightning. . . . We were amazed by what we saw, because everything had 

changed and was buried deep in ash like snow.” 

Visiting Vesuvius in the late 1700s was to encounter a past made newly palpable. The cities of Pompeii and 

Herculaneum had begun to be exhumed from their ashen limbo. And after a period of relative peace since 

1767, Vesuvius awoke once again, bubbling with various degrees of activity between 1770–1779 and 1783–

1794. As young British gentlemen capped their education through tours across Europe’s classical landmarks, 

perhaps with a copy of Edmund Burke in tow, they often sought sublimity on the slopes of the volcano and 

were sometimes guided by Hamilton. “In many ways more authentic than other stops along the Grand Tour” 

— writes Noam Andrews in an article about Hamilton’s “love affair with Vesuvius” — “this site was alive: 

visitors could revel in the volcano's sublimity, cautiously witnessing occasional spurts of pre-catastrophe”. 

You can browse a selection of Fabris’ illustrations, courtesy of the Wellcome Collection, below, and a rare, 

complete set of the Campi Phlegraei volumes, held by the Claremont Colleges Digital Library. 

Text by Hunter Dukes 

•  

 

More Wellcome Library content on PDR (35) 

https://igppweb.ucsd.edu/~gabi/sio15/lectures/volcanoes/pliny.html
https://www.jstor.org/stable/41378488?mag=pompeii-mania-in-the-era-of-romanticism&seq=1
https://ccdl.claremont.edu/digital/collection/cpo/search
https://publicdomainreview.org/contributor/hunter-dukes
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellcome-library
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellcome-library
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellcome-library
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/wellcome-library
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Right click on image, or see source for higher res 

version. 

 

The ancient Vesuvius crater and the changing shape of the little mountain within it 

 

Mount Vesuvius in winter, covered with snow 

https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#pd-worldwide
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#no-additional-rights
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Mount Vesuvius in eruption in 1767, from the mole at Naples 
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Mount Vesuvius from the sea shore above Resina 

 

A quarry from which stones were cut to make the pavements of Naples, showing strata of lava from Mount 

Vesuvius 
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Interior of the Vesuvius crater showing the little mountain inside it, with spectators 
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Interior of the Vesuvius crater showing the flow of lava in an eruption 

 

A volcanic eruption at the foot of Mount Vesuvius, 1760-1761 
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Little mountains raised in 1760 by the eruption of Mount Vesuvius, inland and offshore 
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Interior of the crater of one of the little mountains raised by the eruption of Vesuvius in 1760, with large and 

small fragments of lava 

 

Entrance of the grotto at Posillipo, called Piedigrotta, reputed to be Virgil's tomb 
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The lake of Agnano 
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The crater of Astruni 

 

The Pisciarelli (a hot spring) issuing from the cone of the Solfatara, and a man bathing in the hot waters 
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The Porto Pavone on the island of Nisida 
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The Solfatara, and the issue of hot vapours from underground lakes 

 

Tufa at the bottom of the crater of Monte Nuovo near Pozzuol 
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The crater of Monte Guaro or Barbaro 
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Lake Avernus (Lago d'Averno) and environs 

 

The island of Ischia seen from the sea 
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The Phlegraean plain 
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Lacco (Lacco Ameno), on the island of Ischia composed of volcanic tufa, with other islands raised by 

volcanic eruptions 

 

The valley Atrio di Cavallo between Vesuvius and Somma 
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The Capo dell'Arco promontory on the island of Ventoténe 
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Interior of the cone of the Somma mountain, showing strata of lava 

 

The island of Stromboli, smoke erupting from its peak 
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Lava emerging from Mount Vesuvius at night and running towards Resina, 11 May 1771 
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The Fossa Grande of Mount Vesuvius 

 

The road leading from the Grotto of Posillipo inland to Pianura 
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Four specimens of tufa from the quarries near the Grotto of Posillipo 
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Eight pieces of volcanic matter taken from the road leading from the Pisciarelli (spring) to the 

Solfatara 

 

Six pieces of lava from inside the crater of Mount Vesuvius 
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Seven pieces of tufa from the vicinity of Naples 
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Two mineral specimens found in the Fossa Grande on Mount Vesuvius 

 

Specimens of stone and volcanic matter found on Mount Vesuvius, including lava enclosed in marble 
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Polished schists of marble and other mixed stones from Mount Vesuvius 
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Lava, scoriae, and pumice from Mount Vesuvius 

 

Pieces of volcanic minerals from Solfatara 
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Stones or crystals from Mount Vesuvius 
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The eruption of Mount Vesuvius in the night of 8 August 1779 
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Mount Vesuvius emitting a column of smoke after its eruption on 8 August 1779 
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Pieces of lava and vitrified, flinty matter found after the eruption of Mount Vesuvius on 8 August 1779 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 610  september  2022 

 

99 

 

Lava, scoriae and vitrified matter found after the eruption of Mount Vesuvius on 8 August 1779 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/campi-phlegraei 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/campi-phlegraei
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VIA GRAND CENTRAL PUBLISHING 

Draft Riots, Tammany Hall, and a Fire at Barnum’s Museum: The Birth of the NYC Fire Department 

Brian McDonald on the Transition from a Patchwork of Volunteer Departments to a Modern Force 

By Brian McDonald 

 

September 9, 2022 

Historians point to 1865 as the birth of the modern New York City Fire Department. It was then that reform 

politicians replaced a patchwork of volunteer departments with a paid force called the Metropolitan Fire 

Department. Before that, the volunteer fire brigades acted like rival street gangs. Intensely territorial, they 

would battle each other, sometimes while a building was burning, for access to the limited water sources like 

hydrants, and the glory that awaited the brigade that put out the fire. 

In 1850, government officials divided the city into eight districts, each with its own “fire tower” that would 

alert brigades to a fire by ringing a bell. Only two brigades were supposed to respond to the fire, but the 

https://www.grandcentralpublishing.com/titles/brian-mcdonald/five-floors-up/9781538753194/
https://lithub.com/author/brianmcdonald/
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ordinance did little to smother the smoldering animosity between the volunteer departments. One letter to 

the New York Times in 1865 about volunteer departments read in part, “And all classes of the community, 

except the ‘roughs,’ are shocked and disgusted by the horrible scenes of disorder attendant on every fire in 

New York—the shrieking, yelling, hallooing, confusion, absence of all discipline and subordination.” 

However, it was a riot in July 1863 and not a published complaint that sounded the volunteers’ death knell. 

The Civil War was unpopular in many quarters of New York City, especially among the city’s working class, 

who believed Black men, a portion of whom had escaped the slavery of the South, were trying to take their 

jobs—they called the war between the states “Lincoln’s Ni**er War.” Many volunteer firefighters, some of 

whom worked on the docks and as skilled laborers, vehemently opposed the war. 

The genesis of what would become known as the Draft Riots occurred in March 1863, when the U.S. 

Congress passed the Conscription Act, the nation’s first federal draft. Up until then, because of the service 

they provided to the community, volunteer firemen in New York City had been exempt from being drafted 

into military service. The Conscription Act did away with that exemption. The first round of the Civil War 

draft lottery included several members of the “Black Joke,” a name taken from a bawdy Irish tavern song, and 

an all-white and particularly violent fire brigade. It was then that the simmering anger against the war and 

Blacks exploded into the bloodiest civil unrest in U.S. history. 

The Draft Riots were the final straw for the Republican-controlled New York state legislature. In 1865, state 

lawmakers replaced the citizen fire brigade with the Metropolitan Fire Department. 

According to some historians, the riots began when members of the Black Joke descended on the draft office 

and set it on fire. Over the next four days, the riots held lower Manhattan in a bloody grip. According to some 

estimates, over fifty thousand became involved in the fighting. President Lincoln had to send in federal troops 

to impose martial law. Though the estimates vary, when all was said and done, some estimates said over a 

thousand people lay dead, including hundreds of Black men, women, and children who were murdered 

because of their race. 

The Draft Riots were the final straw for the Republican-controlled New York state legislature. In 1865, state 

lawmakers replaced the citizen fire brigade with the Metropolitan Fire Department. Though volunteers made 

up the bulk of the new department, one of the first orders the department gave them was to forcefully remove 

from the firehouses those volunteers who didn’t become part of the paid force. As you might imagine, these 

evictions didn’t go smoothly, and brawls were commonplace. Though the paid fire department would 

eventually win out and its arrival would mark the end of the volunteer brigades, a fire in July 1865 proved to 

be an appropriate epitaph to the most colorful era in New York City’s fire service history. 

P.T. Barnum’s American Museum in lower Manhattan was one of the country’s most popular attractions and 

is still known as perhaps the most bizarre in the history of New York City. Along with animals of every 

stripe, including two adult whales kept in water tanks, Barnum’s museum was home to a host of circus 

performers, from tiny Tom Thumb to the Gigantress, a woman purported to be eight feet tall and weighing 

four hundred pounds. 
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The fire began in a basement office around noon, perhaps from a discarded cigarette, and spread quickly to 

the upper floors. Two competing fire brigades ran alongside horse-drawn apparatus. It’s not too far of a 

stretch to believe, as they arrived on the scene, that they immediately knew the fire was going to be one of 

epic notoriety. So of course there was the obligatory brawl for first dibs to fight it. 

Meanwhile, flames shot from the museum’s windows while scores of monkeys who’d escaped the 

conflagration ran past them and disappeared down the cobblestone streets of old Manhattan, some “never to 

be seen again,” according to one report. The volunteer firefighters were right about the notoriety. Thousands 

of New Yorkers watched the fire and the antics of the volunteers from the street. According to historians and 

newspapers of the day, volunteer fire eaters carried wax figures out of the blaze, believing they were human. 

One of them threw a likeness of Jefferson Davis wearing a dress out of a window. Another firefighter 

supposedly carried the Gigantress to safety. Miraculously, no one was killed inside the museum. The two 

adult whales, however, were boiled alive in their tanks. 

New York City’s fire service would be known as the Metropolitan Fire Department for only three years. In 

1868, New Yorkers elected John T. Hoffman as governor, the only former New York City mayor to 

accomplish that feat. Hoffman was a Democrat with ties to Tammany Hall, the crooked and powerful 

Democratic political machine that represented New York City’s immigrants and working class. Perhaps the 

person most thrilled with the election of Governor Hoffman was the de facto leader of Tammany, William 

Magear Tweed, incorrectly called William “Marcy” Tweed, but known by all as “Boss Tweed.” 

Colorful and corrupt, Tweed was an ex–volunteer fireman himself and had bristled when the Republican state 

government took control over a city agency, especially one so near to his heart. With an ally now in the 

governor’s mansion, Tweed had the power to push through a state charter that gave the reins to the fire 

service back to the city and Tammany Hall. Maybe the most memorable language in the charter, however, 

was the change of the name of the agency. The Metropolitan Fire Department was supplanted by the 

appellation Fire Department of the City of New York, which gave birth to the universally known acronym 

FDNY. 

Thousands of New Yorkers watched the fire and the antics of the volunteers from the street. According to 

historians and newspapers of the day, volunteer fire eaters carried wax figures out of the blaze, believing they 

were human. 

Of course, Tammany was responsible for a lot more than the fire organization’s famous initials. The very 

ethnicity and exclusionary nature of the FDNY have their roots in the Democratic machine. With the 

exception of the Catholic Church, there was perhaps no other institution in New York City that could trace its 

members’ roots back to Ireland with more frequency than the New York City Fire Department. In the late 

1880s, 44 percent of the city’s population was Irish-born or first-generation Irish American. Some 75 percent 

of the city’s fire department was Irish Catholic. Irish Catholics also dominated the fire and police 

departments’ upper echelons. Thanks to Tammany, at least in civil service, the Irish had climbed the ladder. 

Though some Eastern Europeans and other ethnicities managed to crack the ranks, the fire department 

remained mostly an Irish American entity for most of the twentieth century. It also remained nearly entirely 
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white. A horse groomer named William H. Nicholson became the first African American in the fire 

department in 1898. Nicholson hadn’t planned on being a horse groomer for the department—he thought he 

was going to put out fires and help save people. When he showed up at Engine Company 6, however, he was 

told to report to the veterinary unit, where he would remain shoveling out horse stalls for the rest of his career. 

Sixteen years later, in 1914, John H. Woodson became the second. Woodson’s career was marked by many 

transfers and a spectacular rescue of a woman and her baby from a fiery apartment. Four years after Woodson 

came Wesley Williams, perhaps the most qualified recruit the department had at the time. He passed both the 

written and physical parts of the examination with a nearly perfect score. His father, James Williams, was the 

head Red Cap baggage handler at Grand Central Station. His job allowed him interactions with the rich and 

famous, including the Rockefellers and Vanderbilts. James Williams became especially friendly with 

Theodore Roosevelt. 

The former U.S. president wrote a letter of recommendation to the fire department for his son Wesley. Yet 

Tammany Hall had Williams on a waitlist for over a year while they hired less qualified white men in the 

meantime. Finally, on January 10, 1919, Wesley Williams received his appointment letter and was assigned to 

Engine 55 in the Little Italy section of Manhattan. He would be the first Black firefighter to achieve rank, but 

well into the 1930s there were still only four Black New York City firemen. 

Aside from Wesley Williams’s career, one of the most significant events for the fire department in the early 

part of the twentieth century was the advent of the firemen’s union. In 1917, a Brooklyn fireman named 

Albert Guinness organized the Uniformed Firemen’s Association. Under his leadership, the union brought its 

members’ workloads down from an inhumane 151 hours a week to a two-shift system and an 84-hour 

workweek. 

Later the union won pay raises for firemen. Guinness and his union’s rise in influence wasn’t welcomed by 

everyone. John Hyland, the Tammany-backed mayor of New York City, for one, saw it as an impingement on 

his power. Out of spite, he had Guinness transferred from Brooklyn to City Island in the Bronx, an 

excruciating thirty-two-mile commute by bus and subway. 

To the union membership, however, Guinness remained a hero. When he retired in 1925, the union members 

presented their founder with a diamond-studded badge. Guinness died at fifty on March 11, 1927. Led by the 

department pipe band, two thousand firemen marched alongside his coffin driven by a hearse to its final 

resting place in Greenwood Cemetery in Brooklyn. 

_________________________________ 
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Excerpted from the book Five Floors Up: The Heroic Family Story of Four Generations in the FDNY by 

Brian McDonald. Copyright © 2022 by Brian McDonald.  Reprinted with permission of Grand Central 

Publishing. All rights reserved. 

Abraham LincolnBrian McDonaldCivil WarDraft RiotsFDNYFive Floors UpGrand Central PublishingNew 

York CityTammany Hall 

 

 

 

 

 

Brian McDonald 

https://bookshop.org/books/five-floors-up-the-heroic-family-story-of-four-generations-in-the-fdny/9781538753200/?aid=132
https://lithub.com/tag/abraham-lincoln/
https://lithub.com/tag/brian-mcdonald/
https://lithub.com/tag/civil-war/
https://lithub.com/tag/draft-riots/
https://lithub.com/tag/fdny/
https://lithub.com/tag/five-floors-up/
https://lithub.com/tag/grand-central-publishing/
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Brian McDonald was born in the Bronx and grew up in Rockland County, New York. He is a graduate of 

Fordham University and the Columbia School of Journalism, contributes frequently to New York City 

newspapers, including The New York Times, and teaches writing and journalism at several schools, including 

Fordham University. He is the author of the nonfiction works My Father's Gun, Indian Summer, Safe Harbor: 

A Murder In Nantucket, and Last Call at Elaine's. He also co-wrote, with Malachy McCourt, Death Need Not 

Be Fatal, and has ghostwritten four political books, three of which were New York Times bestsellers, with one 

topping the list for five weeks. 

 

https://lithub.com/draft-riots-tammany-hall-and-a-fire-at-barnums-museum-the-birth-of-the-nyc-fire-

department/   

https://lithub.com/draft-riots-tammany-hall-and-a-fire-at-barnums-museum-the-birth-of-the-nyc-fire-department/
https://lithub.com/draft-riots-tammany-hall-and-a-fire-at-barnums-museum-the-birth-of-the-nyc-fire-department/
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View image credit & caption 

Research News 

Platinum can act as a catalyst for wastewater treatment 

Agent can detoxify harmful aldehydes in wastewater 

July 20, 2022 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/platinum-can-act-catalyst-wastewater-treatment?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
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Making wastewater potable has a unique set of challenges, one of which is removing persistent chemicals and 

byproducts. Aldehydes, a byproduct of wastewater treatment, are toxic to humans. Removing aldehydes from 

wastewater requires a sustainable solution. 

Chemists at the University of Southern California, working on a project funded in part by the U.S. National 

Science Foundation, recently published the findings of their work on using platinum to help remove toxins 

from wastewater. The chemists used the precious metal, which is also used to clean exhaust in catalytic 

converters, as a catalyst to hasten oxidation in wastewater, rendering toxic aldehydes into benign carboxylic 

acids. While expensive, using platinum supported on carbon as a catalyst for this process is overall cost-

effective. 

"We knew we could oxidize certain things, but we didn't have a clear application in mind for this catalyst," 

said Daniel McCurry, one of the paper's authors. "What if we could use platinum in water treatment to oxidize 

contaminants? It would happen essentially for free, and because the oxygen is already in the water, it's the 

closest you could get to a chemical-free oxidation." 

The team experimented with platinum reactors on wastewater samples, and the experiments were successful, 

but more work remains to assess the life span of the catalyst when used in industrial or commercial 

applications. 

"This is a problem we didn't realize we had a solution for, but now we know,” McCurry said. “This catalyst, 

which we had been using to oxidize pharmaceuticals, works great on oxidizing aldehydes -- and would allow 

for direct potable reuse water to meet future regulatory guidelines and safety standards.” 

The patent pending process aims to be more sustainable and preferable to alternative methods that require 

additional chemicals and energy. 

Research areas 

Directorate for Mathematical and Physical Sciences (MPS) 

Division of Chemistry (MPS/CHE) 
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Yellow, by Kay Ryan 

 

Yellow is the most 

primary of the colors, 

owing nothing to any 

of the others. Many 

descendants come back 

repentant and sullied 

to celebrate yellow’s 

anniversary, but yellow 

is unapproachable, not 

antisocial but not 

interested in sitting 

at the table with 

tainted yolks or 

nouveaux chartreuses 

or any of the other 

abuses of the palette. 
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Yellow’s indifferent 

to blue’s inducements 

and despises orange, 

red’s bastard coinage. 

He’s selfish, yes you 

could say he’s selfish: 

but it is Spring’s wish 

just at this brief 

first note before her 

fantasia to soft petal 

every shade but acacia. 

  

From issue no. 103 (Summer 1987) 

 

 

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=1f7dedbaf3&e=d538c8f2e0   

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1f7dedbaf3&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=1f7dedbaf3&e=d538c8f2e0
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The Somalayas are the biggest mountain range you will never see 

GEOSCIENCES 

ByInvited Researcher July 20, 2022 0 comments Print 

Author: Douwe van Hinsbergen, Chair in Global Tectonics and Paleogeography, Utrecht University 

200 million years from now Mogadishu and Mumbai will be neighbours along a large mountain range. 

Douwe van Hinsbergen, Author provided 

Every geography schoolbook has them: maps that look like today’s Earth, but not quite, since all continents 

are merged into a single supercontinent. Those maps were used to explain why dinosaurs in South America 

and Africa, or North America and Europe looked so alike. 

“Paleogeographic” reconstructions like these provide context to study the processes that shape our planet: the 

Earth’s engines of plate tectonics, volcanism, and mountain building, and their interactions with the oceans, 

atmosphere, and sun that shape climate and life. In the past ten years software has been developed that means 

anyone who is interested can make these reconstructions. 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/geosciences/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/07/20/the-somalayas-are-the-biggest-mountain-range-you-will-never-see/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/07/20/the-somalayas-are-the-biggest-mountain-range-you-will-never-see/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
javascript:window.print()
https://www.geolsoc.org.uk/Plate-Tectonics/Chap1-Pioneers-of-Plate-Tectonics/Alfred-Wegener/Fossil-Evidence-from-the-Southern-Hemisphere
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200 million years ago, almost all the world’s land was in one supercontinent named Pangea. 

van Hinsbergen et al (2019), Author provided 

But if paleogeographic maps were already in our primary school textbooks, then what are geologists like me 

trying to uncover? Just the details? 

To some extent: yes, working out the details of plate motions in the distant past may make all the difference. 

For instance, major ocean currents can suddenly change course when narrow oceanic corridors open or close, 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/438745/original/file-20211221-13-10s0cys.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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such as between the Americas or when water suddenly flooded through the Straits of Gibraltar and filled up 

the Mediterranean. And subtle differences in the timing or location of such corridors may support or falsify 

what we think caused past changes in climate. 

But the biggest problem for paleogeography is not the details: it’s that as much as 70% of the Earth’s crust 

that existed as “recently” as 150-200 million years ago, when dinosaurs were already roaming the planet, has 

been lost to subduction into the Earth’s inner mantle. On paleogeographic maps, we have filled in those now-

subducted areas, usually in broad brush strokes using the simplest possible scenarios without much detail. But 

there are relics of this subducted crust left in the geological record, and in my field of research we try to use 

these records to learn about Earth’s “lost” surface. 

Many mountains, most famously the Himalayas, are made of folded and stacked slices of rock that were 

scraped off the subducted plate. And the types of rock and the fossils and minerals they contain can tell us 

when and where these rocks formed. Geologists can then piece together how those continents and deep basins 

and volcanoes linked together in the distant past. 

Somalayas, 200 million years from now 

In recent years, when I explained how we make reconstructions of paleogeography from modern mountain 

ranges, I was sometimes asked if we could also predict future mountains. I always said “sure, but why would 

I? I’d have to wait a hundred million years to see if I’m right”. 

Mountains of the future, based on work by geologists at Utrecht University. 

But then I realised that this could be an interesting thought experiment. Predicting the architecture of future 

mountain ranges would require formulating a set of “rules of mountain building”, which had not been done 

before. And we would have to predict how the geography we know well would transform into mountain belts, 

which would make us realise what the plates that were lost forever could have looked like, particularly the 

parts that subducted without leaving a record. And would we produce mountain belts that look much like the 

ones we have? 

So we did. I formulated the rules by comparing which features are commonly found in mountain belts. My 

then-MSc student Thomas Schouten used the rules to predict the geological architecture of a mountain belt 

that will form in the next 200 million years, if Somalia, as expected, breaks off from Africa and collides with 

India. 

https://theconversation.com/how-events-in-panama-created-the-modern-world-millions-of-years-ago-58357
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/science/article/mediterranean-nearly-dried-up-cataclysmic-flood-revived-it
https://www.nationalgeographic.com/science/article/mediterranean-nearly-dried-up-cataclysmic-flood-revived-it
https://www.sciencedirect.com/science/article/pii/S0012821X10000191?casa_token=geoPLY_Hw9UAAAAA:DPmeudlbwU6SkXcg17T-mo-DmeiIJrKz3JIq6Oqi-C3tEOro4wRTdtK4H2U22J6vPRt4eUiMBQ
https://www.geology.ethz.ch/people/person-detail.Mjc3OTM4.TGlzdC82NjksNTE5NzQ3MzU0.html
https://www.ajsonline.org/content/321/6/955/tab-article-info
https://www.ajsonline.org/content/321/6/955/tab-article-info
https://theconversation.com/africa-is-splitting-in-two-here-is-why-94056
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Indian Ocean tectonic plates today. 

Douwe van Hinsbergen, Author provided 

The resulting mountain range, which we called the “Somalaya mountains”, might be the Himalayas of their 

day. And seeing such similarities between the Somalaya and known mountains today can us with provide 

possible solutions we never thought of for paleogeographic evolution. 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/438899/original/file-20211222-19-3fm3gx.jpeg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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200 million years from now Somalia and India will have collided, forming a large mountain range. 

Douwe van Hinsbergen, Author provided 

For instance, according to our research, a mountain belt may form in the bay between Madagascar and Africa, 

and it would be strongly curved much like the Carpathians of Eastern Europe or the Banda islands of 

Indonesia and Timor. And northwest India will first get deeply buried 50 km or so below Somalia, but then 

Somalia will rotate and northwest India will re-emerge – this is a geological history that looks much like 

western Norway around 400 million years ago. 

Thought experiments like our look at the Somalayas help us to realise what we overlook when reconstructing 

the history of the Earth’s plates and surface. The better those reconstructions, the better we will predict 

Earth’s history and behaviour, its resources, and the effects of using them.  

This article is republished from The Conversation under a Creative Commons license. Original article. 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/07/20/the-somalayas-are-the-biggest-mountain-range-you-will-never-

see/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

https://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/the-somalayas-are-the-biggest-mountain-range-you-will-never-see-173808
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/07/20/the-somalayas-are-the-biggest-mountain-range-you-will-never-see/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/07/20/the-somalayas-are-the-biggest-mountain-range-you-will-never-see/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://images.theconversation.com/files/438901/original/file-20211222-129369-16g04mj.jpeg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Marilyn Chin 

 

 

Lantau 

 

While sitting prostrate before the ivory feet of the great Buddha, I spilled almost an entire can of Diet 

Coke on the floor. I quickly tried to mop up the mess with my long hair. I peeked over my left 

shoulder: the short nun said nothing and averted her eyes; to my right the skinny old monk was 

consumed by a frightful irritation of his own. He was at once swatting and dodging two bombarding 

hornets that were fascinated by his newly shaved head. “I hope he’s not allergic.” I chuckled softly. 

And beyond us was the motherless Asian sea, glittering with the promise of eternity.   

  

From issue no. 182 (Fall 2007) 

 

 

And to read more poems from The Paris Review, make sure to subscribe! In addition to four print 

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

  

https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--

enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv

9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-

ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-

eb2e3e5a1ec3.png 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=8f995a7708&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=3dfce02c1f&e=d538c8f2e0
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
https://ci6.googleusercontent.com/proxy/sIOAW9gTM3KsR88l5AH5nSHsoYXNXn-KZgEkP--enQ9m81pbwxxShlDDLSTbSt9QaCHz1SqePx9HOS5apzeWyr9MZVx7RHt4XJLXmujRk9QPRLyNqpttWv9MnnaUIUV1x2tn4YaFmboxKeIfFAqRweAIkHRqxQ=s0-d-e1-ft#https://mcusercontent.com/b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde/images/9b00f2af-6767-2c2b-57f6-eb2e3e5a1ec3.png
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View image credit & caption 

Research News 

Hidden in caves: Mineral overgrowths reveal unprecedented modern sea level rise 

Scientists discover the industrial boom's impact on climate change 

July 20, 2022 

 

The early 1900s saw rapid advances in the steel, electric and automobile industries. Those industrial changes 

also mark an inflection point in the planet’s climate. According to an international team of researchers led 

by University of South Florida geologists, sea level has risen 18 centimeters since the start of the 20th 

century. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/hidden-caves-mineral-overgrowths-reveal-unprecedented-modern-sea-level-rise?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-3a7e7ca921719c22f3cacf0dde?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.eurekalert.org%2Fnews-releases%2F957554&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fhidden-caves-mineral-overgrowths-reveal-unprecedented-modern-sea-level-rise%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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The U.S. National Science Foundation-funded study, published in Science Advances, identifies preindustrial 

sea levels and examines the impact of modern greenhouse warming on sea level rise. 

"This research highlights the relevance of studying past climate states, including global sea levels, to 

contextualize the magnitude and pace of current climate variability and the influence of natural and 

anthropogenic factors," said Soumaya Belmecheri, a program director in NSF's Division of Atmospheric and 

Geospace Sciences. 

The team traveled to Mallorca, Spain, home to more than 1,000 cave systems, some with deposits that formed 

millions of years ago. The scientists focused on analyzing deposits from 4,000 years ago to the present day. 

The team found evidence of a previously unknown 20-centimeter sea level rise that occurred nearly 3,200 

years ago when ice caps melted naturally over the course of 400 years at a rate of 0.5 millimeters per year. 

Otherwise, despite major climate events like the Medieval Warm Period and the Little Ice Age, sea level 

remained stable until 1900. 

"The results reported in our study are alarming," said lead author Bogdan Onac, a geologist at USF. "Sea level 

rise since the 1900s is unprecedented when compared to the natural change in ice volumes over the last 4,000 

years. That implies that if global temperatures continue to rise, sea level could eventually reach higher levels 

than scientists previously estimated." 

To create the timeline, the team gathered samples from eight caves along the coastline of the Mediterranean 

Sea. The deposits are rare, only forming near the coastline in cave passages that were repeatedly flooded by 

sea water, making them accurate markers of sea level changes over time. Each deposit holds valuable insights 

into both the past and future, helping researchers determine how quickly sea level will rise in the coming 

decades and centuries. 

Research areas 

Directorate for Geosciences (GEO) 

Division of Atmospheric and Geospace Sciences (GEO/AGS) 

 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/hidden-caves-mineral-overgrowths-reveal-unprecedented-modern-sea-level-

rise?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2202683&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-3a7e7ca921719c22f3cacf0dde?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.science.org%2Fdoi%2F10.1126%2Fsciadv.abm6185&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fhidden-caves-mineral-overgrowths-reveal-unprecedented-modern-sea-level-rise%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/geo
https://beta.nsf.gov/geo/ags
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/hidden-caves-mineral-overgrowths-reveal-unprecedented-modern-sea-level-rise?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/hidden-caves-mineral-overgrowths-reveal-unprecedented-modern-sea-level-rise?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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No, the Metaverse is Not Going To Save Us 

Andrew Keen on the Perennial Problem with Tech Utopianism 

By Andrew Keen 

 

July 29, 2022 

And so it begins again. We are, once more, being told that technology “will revolutionize everything.” No, 

it’s not social media or blockchain or AI. This time it’s something called “the metaverse” which—we are 

promised by its armies of evangelizing entrepreneurs, investors and PR hacks—will transform the world. 

Will we ever learn? 

I’m not sure that Matthew Ball, the author of The Metaverse: And How it Will Revolutionize Everything, has 

learnt very much from the last half century of mostly failed, and often nightmarish digital transformations. As 

Ball who—like so many evangelizing techies sounds simultaneously like an entrepreneur, an investor, a PR 

hack—told me on Keen On this week, the metaverse is the new internet. Only bigger. And more disruptive. 

https://lithub.com/author/andrewkeen/
https://lithub.com/how-the-metaverse-will-revolutionize-everything-and-why-that-might-not-be-such-a-bad-thing/
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So what, exactly, is this latest digital revolution—this “metaverse” which, suppose changes everything? 

It’s actually not that new. In many ways, the metaverse is a digital remix of that old metaphysical 

distraction—the Christian invention of heaven. It’s an embodied virtual reality experience—a “second life” 

which uses networked technology to replicate the “real” world. As the NYU philosopher David Chalmers—

who will appear on Keen On early next month—put it, the metaverse is “Reality +”. 

Perhaps. Although, like the Christian version of heaven, the current metaverse might equally be described as 

“Reality Minus.” Try it for yourself. Put on some of Facebook’s toylike Oculus Rift virtual reality headsets 

and go online to Roblox or Minecraft or the aptly named Second Life. Today’s metaverse, I suspect you’ll 

discover, is an infantilized version of reality. It’s life as imagined by Mark Zuckerberg: sex, drugs and rock ‘n 

roll without the sex, drugs and rock ‘n roll. 

Eventually, we will probably even re-engineer our bodies so that our tactile and intellectual perceptions merge 

with virtual reality environments. 

No wonder that the word, “metaverse,” was invented as a throwaway joke by the Neil Stephenson in his 1992 

novel Snow Crash. Stephenson might have had some opinions about the metaverse when he appeared on Keen 

On last year. But none of these opinions saw virtual reality changing anything. 

No, like the internet, the metaverse supports the status quo rather than any revolution. And like the internet, 

it’s a convenient distraction from reality. But while the internet distracts us from real life, so the metaverse 

will offer a distraction from the physical world itself—a world that we are in the process of destroying; but a 

world that, not uncoincidentally, virtual reality seeks to replicate. 

So just as heaven was designed as an opium for an exploited people laboring under a theocracy, so the 

metaverse is the great distraction of our technocratic age. My old friend Douglas Rushkoff will come on Keen 

On in September to talk about his new book, Survival of the Richest: Escape Fantasies of the Tech 

Billionaires. Rushkoff imagines an environmental dystopia in which Bezos and Musk flee earthly catastrophe 

by rocketing off to Mars while the rest of us escape to the “free,” advertising-supported fantasies of Roblox 

and Minecraft. 

As the mathematicians at the Ministry of Truth might have suggested: Reality + plus Reality + = Unreality. 

Here’s the scary thing. Matthew Ball is right in some ways. Over the next few years, the metaverse will 

become more and more like reality. Meta’s Oculus Rift will be replaced by more sophisticated virtual reality 

hardware from Apple. Today’s internet will become tomorrow’s immersive network. Eventually, we will 

probably even re-engineer our bodies so that our tactile and intellectual perceptions merge with virtual reality 

environments. The difference between the physical and virtual worlds will narrow so dramatically that some 

of us might even dream of electric sheep. 

https://lithub.com/neal-stephenson-has-some-opinions-about-the-metaverse/
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Meanwhile, we will continue to destroy the physical world so that nature and other species (especially dead 

ones) will appear more “real” when experienced on the metaverse. In the hellish socioeconomic darkness of 

the Middle Ages, humanity was imagined by artists and theologians in its most heavenly form. 

Today, history might be repeating itself in its representation of reality. Only in the 21st century, as the world 

itself becomes hot as hell, so the metaverse will imagine the world in its iciest, most heavenly form. 

There is, of course, an alternative to this hell. Rather than fleeing to Mars or Roblox, we could grow up and 

focus on regenerating the earth itself. George Monbiot, who just won the Orwell Prize for journalist, laid out 

this vision on Keen On a couple of weeks ago. Monbiot’s adult Regenesis, rather than Matthew Ball’s 

infantile Metaverse, is the real revolution. That’s what will revolutionize everything. 

Andrew KeenbullshitDavid ChalmersDouglas RushkoffFacebookMark ZuckerbergMatthew 

BallmetaverseNeil Stephensontech utopianistsThe Internetvirtual reality 

 

 

 

 

 

Andrew Keen 

Andrew Keen has written five books including the best-selling Cult of the Amateur, The Internet Is Not The 

Answer and How To Fix The Future. He directed and wrote the 2020 movie “How To Fix Democracy” and is 

the host of the popular podcast Keen On. 

 

https://lithub.com/no-the-metaverse-is-not-going-to-save-us/  

  

https://lithub.com/how-to-feed-the-world-without-devouring-the-planet/
https://lithub.com/how-to-feed-the-world-without-devouring-the-planet/
https://lithub.com/tag/andrew-keen/
https://lithub.com/tag/bullshit/
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https://lithub.com/tag/tech-utopianists/
https://lithub.com/tag/the-internet/
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Landor's Cottage 

by Edgar Allan Poe 

 

A Pendant to "The Domain of Arnheim" 

DURING A pedestrian trip last summer, through one or two of the river counties of New York, I found 

myself, as the day declined, somewhat embarrassed about the road I was pursuing. The land undulated very 

remarkably; and my path, for the last hour, had wound about and about so confusedly, in its effort to keep in 

the valleys, that I no longer knew in what direction lay the sweet village of B-, where I had determined to stop 

for the night. The sun had scarcely shone -- strictly speaking -- during the day, which nevertheless, had been 

unpleasantly warm. A smoky mist, resembling that of the Indian summer, enveloped all things, and of course, 

added to my uncertainty. Not that I cared much about the matter. If I did not hit upon the village before 

sunset, or even before dark, it was more than possible that a little Dutch farmhouse, or something of that kind, 

would soon make its appearance -- although, in fact, the neighborhood (perhaps on account of being more 

picturesque than fertile) was very sparsely inhabited. At all events, with my knapsack for a pillow, and my 

hound as a sentry, a bivouac in the open air was just the thing which would have amused me. I sauntered on, 

therefore, quite at ease -- Ponto taking charge of my gun -- until at length, just as I had begun to consider 

whether the numerous little glades that led hither and thither, were intended to be paths at all, I was conducted 

by one of them into an unquestionable carriage track. There could be no mistaking it. The traces of light 

wheels were evident; and although the tall shrubberies and overgrown undergrowth met overhead, there was 

no obstruction whatever below, even to the passage of a Virginian mountain wagon -- the most aspiring 

vehicle, I take it, of its kind. The road, however, except in being open through the wood -- if wood be not too 

weighty a name for such an assemblage of light trees -- and except in the particulars of evident wheel-tracks -- 

bore no resemblance to any road I had before seen. The tracks of which I speak were but faintly perceptible -- 

having been impressed upon the firm, yet pleasantly moist surface of -- what looked more like green Genoese 

velvet than any thing else. It was grass, clearly -- but grass such as we seldom see out of England -- so short, 

so thick, so even, and so vivid in color. Not a single impediment lay in the wheel-route -- not even a chip or 

dead twig. The stones that once obstructed the way had been carefully placed -- not thrown-along the sides of 

the lane, so as to define its boundaries at bottom with a kind of half-precise, half-negligent, and wholly 

picturesque definition. Clumps of wild flowers grew everywhere, luxuriantly, in the interspaces. 

What to make of all this, of course I knew not. Here was art undoubtedly -- that did not surprise me -- all 

roads, in the ordinary sense, are works of art; nor can I say that there was much to wonder at in the mere 

excess of art manifested; all that seemed to have been done, might have been done here -- with such natural 

"capabilities" (as they have it in the books on Landscape Gardening) -- with very little labor and expense. No; 

it was not the amount but the character of the art which caused me to take a seat on one of the blossomy 

stones and gaze up and down this fairy -- like avenue for half an hour or more in bewildered admiration. One 

thing became more and more evident the longer I gazed: an artist, and one with a most scrupulous eye for 

form, had superintended all these arrangements. The greatest care had been taken to preserve a due medium 

between the neat and graceful on the one hand, and the pittoresque, in the true sense of the Italian term, on the 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe
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other. There were few straight, and no long uninterrupted lines. The same effect of curvature or of color 

appeared twice, usually, but not oftener, at any one point of view. Everywhere was variety in uniformity. It 

was a piece of "composition," in which the most fastidiously critical taste could scarcely have suggested an 

emendation. 

I had turned to the right as I entered this road, and now, arising, I continued in the same direction. The path 

was so serpentine, that at no moment could I trace its course for more than two or three paces in advance. Its 

character did not undergo any material change. 

Presently the murmur of water fell gently upon my ear -- and in a few moments afterward, as I turned with the 

road somewhat more abruptly than hitherto, I became aware that a building of some kind lay at the foot of a 

gentle declivity just before me. I could see nothing distinctly on account of the mist which occupied all the 

little valley below. A gentle breeze, however, now arose, as the sun was about descending; and while I 

remained standing on the brow of the slope, the fog gradually became dissipated into wreaths, and so floated 

over the scene. 

As it came fully into view -- thus gradually as I describe it -- piece by piece, here a tree, there a glimpse of 

water, and here again the summit of a chimney, I could scarcely help fancying that the whole was one of the 

ingenious illusions sometimes exhibited under the name of "vanishing pictures." 

By the time, however, that the fog had thoroughly disappeared, the sun had made its way down behind the 

gentle hills, and thence, as it with a slight chassez to the south, had come again fully into sight, glaring with a 

purplish lustre through a chasm that entered the valley from the west. Suddenly, therefore -- and as if by the 

hand of magic -- this whole valley and every thing in it became brilliantly visible. 

The first coup d'oeil, as the sun slid into the position described, impressed me very much as I have been 

impressed, when a boy, by the concluding scene of some well-arranged theatrical spectacle or melodrama. 

Not even the monstrosity of color was wanting; for the sunlight came out through the chasm, tinted all orange 

and purple; while the vivid green of the grass in the valley was reflected more or less upon all objects from 

the curtain of vapor that still hung overhead, as if loth to take its total departure from a scene so enchantingly 

beautiful. 

The little vale into which I thus peered down from under the fog canopy could not have been more than four 

hundred yards long; while in breadth it varied from fifty to one hundred and fifty or perhaps two hundred. It 

was most narrow at its northern extremity, opening out as it tended southwardly, but with no very precise 

regularity. The widest portion was within eighty yards of the southern extreme. The slopes which 

encompassed the vale could not fairly be called hills, unless at their northern face. Here a precipitous ledge of 

granite arose to a height of some ninety feet; and, as I have mentioned, the valley at this point was not more 

than fifty feet wide; but as the visiter proceeded southwardly from the cliff, he found on his right hand and on 

his left, declivities at once less high, less precipitous, and less rocky. All, in a word, sloped and softened to the 

south; and yet the whole vale was engirdled by eminences, more or less high, except at two points. One of 

these I have already spoken of. It lay considerably to the north of west, and was where the setting sun made its 

way, as I have before described, into the amphitheatre, through a cleanly cut natural cleft in the granite 
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embankment; this fissure might have been ten yards wide at its widest point, so far as the eye could trace it. It 

seemed to lead up, up like a natural causeway, into the recesses of unexplored mountains and forests. The 

other opening was directly at the southern end of the vale. Here, generally, the slopes were nothing more than 

gentle inclinations, extending from east to west about one hundred and fifty yards. In the middle of this extent 

was a depression, level with the ordinary floor of the valley. As regards vegetation, as well as in respect to 

every thing else, the scene softened and sloped to the south. To the north -- on the craggy precipice -- a few 

paces from the verge -- up sprang the magnificent trunks of numerous hickories, black walnuts, and chestnuts, 

interspersed with occasional oak, and the strong lateral branches thrown out by the walnuts especially, spread 

far over the edge of the cliff. Proceeding southwardly, the explorer saw, at first, the same class of trees, but 

less and less lofty and Salvatorish in character; then he saw the gentler elm, succeeded by the sassafras and 

locust -- these again by the softer linden, red-bud, catalpa, and maple -- these yet again by still more graceful 

and more modest varieties. The whole face of the southern declivity was covered with wild shrubbery alone -- 

an occasional silver willow or white poplar excepted. In the bottom of the valley itself -- (for it must be borne 

in mind that the vegetation hitherto mentioned grew only on the cliffs or hillsides) -- were to be seen three 

insulated trees. One was an elm of fine size and exquisite form: it stood guard over the southern gate of the 

vale. Another was a hickory, much larger than the elm, and altogether a much finer tree, although both were 

exceedingly beautiful: it seemed to have taken charge of the northwestern entrance, springing from a group of 

rocks in the very jaws of the ravine, and throwing its graceful body, at an angle of nearly forty-five degrees, 

far out into the sunshine of the amphitheatre. About thirty yards east of this tree stood, however, the pride of 

the valley, and beyond all question the most magnificent tree I have ever seen, unless, perhaps, among the 

cypresses of the Itchiatuckanee. It was a triple -- stemmed tulip-tree -- the Liriodendron Tulipiferum -- one of 

the natural order of magnolias. Its three trunks separated from the parent at about three feet from the soil, and 

diverging very slightly and gradually, were not more than four feet apart at the point where the largest stem 

shot out into foliage: this was at an elevation of about eighty feet. The whole height of the principal division 

was one hundred and twenty feet. Nothing can surpass in beauty the form, or the glossy, vivid green of the 

leaves of the tulip-tree. In the present instance they were fully eight inches wide; but their glory was 

altogether eclipsed by the gorgeous splendor of the profuse blossoms. Conceive, closely congregated, a 

million of the largest and most resplendent tulips! Only thus can the reader get any idea of the picture I would 

convey. And then the stately grace of the clean, delicately -- granulated columnar stems, the largest four feet 

in diameter, at twenty from the ground. The innumerable blossoms, mingling with those of other trees 

scarcely less beautiful, although infinitely less majestic, filled the valley with more than Arabian perfumes. 

The general floor of the amphitheatre was grass of the same character as that I had found in the road; if 

anything, more deliciously soft, thick, velvety, and miraculously green. It was hard to conceive how all this 

beauty had been attained. 

I have spoken of two openings into the vale. From the one to the northwest issued a rivulet, which came, 

gently murmuring and slightly foaming, down the ravine, until it dashed against the group of rocks out of 

which sprang the insulated hickory. Here, after encircling the tree, it passed on a little to the north of east, 

leaving the tulip tree some twenty feet to the south, and making no decided alteration in its course until it 

came near the midway between the eastern and western boundaries of the valley. At this point, after a series 

of sweeps, it turned off at right angles and pursued a generally southern direction meandering as it went -- 

until it became lost in a small lake of irregular figure (although roughly oval), that lay gleaming near the 

lower extremity of the vale. This lakelet was, perhaps, a hundred yards in diameter at its widest part. No 

crystal could be clearer than its waters. Its bottom, which could be distinctly seen, consisted altogether, of 
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pebbles brilliantly white. Its banks, of the emerald grass already described, rounded, rather than sloped, off 

into the clear heaven below; and so clear was this heaven, so perfectly, at times, did it reflect all objects above 

it, that where the true bank ended and where the mimic one commenced, it was a point of no little difficulty to 

determine. The trout, and some other varieties of fish, with which this pond seemed to be almost 

inconveniently crowded, had all the appearance of veritable flying-fish. It was almost impossible to believe 

that they were not absolutely suspended in the air. A light birch canoe that lay placidly on the water, was 

reflected in its minutest fibres with a fidelity unsurpassed by the most exquisitely polished mirror. A small 

island, fairly laughing with flowers in full bloom, and affording little more space than just enough for a 

picturesque little building, seemingly a fowl-house -- arose from the lake not far from its northern shore -- to 

which it was connected by means of an inconceivably light -- looking and yet very primitive bridge. It was 

formed of a single, broad and thick plank of the tulip wood. This was forty feet long, and spanned the interval 

between shore and shore with a slight but very perceptible arch, preventing all oscillation. From the southern 

extreme of the lake issued a continuation of the rivulet, which, after meandering for, perhaps, thirty yards, 

finally passed through the "depression" (already described) in the middle of the southern declivity, and 

tumbling down a sheer precipice of a hundred feet, made its devious and unnoticed way to the Hudson. 

The lake was deep -- at some points thirty feet -- but the rivulet seldom exceeded three, while its greatest 

width was about eight. Its bottom and banks were as those of the pond -- if a defect could have been 

attributed, in point of picturesqueness, it was that of excessive neatness. 

The expanse of the green turf was relieved, here and there, by an occasional showy shrub, such as the 

hydrangea, or the common snowball, or the aromatic seringa; or, more frequently, by a clump of geraniums 

blossoming gorgeously in great varieties. These latter grew in pots which were carefully buried in the soil, so 

as to give the plants the appearance of being indigenous. Besides all this, the lawn's velvet was exquisitely 

spotted with sheep -- a considerable flock of which roamed about the vale, in company with three tamed deer, 

and a vast number of brilliantly -- plumed ducks. A very large mastiff seemed to be in vigilant attendance 

upon these animals, each and all. 

Along the eastern and western cliffs -- where, toward the upper portion of the amphitheatre, the boundaries 

were more or less precipitous -- grew ivy in great profusion -- so that only here and there could even a 

glimpse of the naked rock be obtained. The northern precipice, in like manner, was almost entirely clothed by 

grape-vines of rare luxuriance; some springing from the soil at the base of the cliff, and others from ledges on 

its face. 

The slight elevation which formed the lower boundary of this little domain, was crowned by a neat stone wall, 

of sufficient height to prevent the escape of the deer. Nothing of the fence kind was observable elsewhere; for 

nowhere else was an artificial enclosure needed: -- any stray sheep, for example, which should attempt to 

make its way out of the vale by means of the ravine, would find its progress arrested, after a few yards' 

advance, by the precipitous ledge of rock over which tumbled the cascade that had arrested my attention as I 

first drew near the domain. In short, the only ingress or egress was through a gate occupying a rocky pass in 

the road, a few paces below the point at which I stopped to reconnoitre the scene. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 610  september  2022 

 

125 

I have described the brook as meandering very irregularly through the whole of its course. Its two general 

directions, as I have said, were first from west to east, and then from north to south. At the turn, the stream, 

sweeping backward, made an almost circular loop, so as to form a peninsula which was very nearly an island, 

and which included about the sixteenth of an acre. On this peninsula stood a dwelling-house -- and when I say 

that this house, like the infernal terrace seen by Vathek, "etait d'une architecture inconnue dans les annales de 

la terre," I mean, merely, that its tout ensemble struck me with the keenest sense of combined novelty and 

propriety -- in a word, of poetry -- (for, than in the words just employed, I could scarcely give, of poetry in the 

abstract, a more rigorous definition) -- and I do not mean that merely outre was perceptible in any respect. 

In fact nothing could well be more simple -- more utterly unpretending than this cottage. Its marvellous effect 

lay altogether in its artistic arrangement as a picture. I could have fancied, while I looked at it, that some 

eminent landscape-painter had built it with his brush. 

The point of view from which I first saw the valley, was not altogether, although it was nearly, the best point 

from which to survey the house. I will therefore describe it as I afterwards saw it -- from a position on the 

stone wall at the southern extreme of the amphitheatre. 

The main building was about twenty-four feet long and sixteen broad -- certainly not more. Its total height, 

from the ground to the apex of the roof, could not have exceeded eighteen feet. To the west end of this 

structure was attached one about a third smaller in all its proportions: -- the line of its front standing back 

about two yards from that of the larger house, and the line of its roof, of course, being considerably depressed 

below that of the roof adjoining. At right angles to these buildings, and from the rear of the main one -- not 

exactly in the middle -- extended a third compartment, very small -- being, in general, one-third less than the 

western wing. The roofs of the two larger were very steep -- sweeping down from the ridge-beam with a long 

concave curve, and extending at least four feet beyond the walls in front, so as to form the roofs of two 

piazzas. These latter roofs, of course, needed no support; but as they had the air of needing it, slight and 

perfectly plain pillars were inserted at the corners alone. The roof of the northern wing was merely an 

extension of a portion of the main roof. Between the chief building and western wing arose a very tall and 

rather slender square chimney of hard Dutch bricks, alternately black and red: -- a slight cornice of projecting 

bricks at the top. Over the gables the roofs also projected very much: -- in the main building about four feet to 

the east and two to the west. The principal door was not exactly in the main division, being a little to the east -

- while the two windows were to the west. These latter did not extend to the floor, but were much longer and 

narrower than usual -- they had single shutters like doors -- the panes were of lozenge form, but quite large. 

The door itself had its upper half of glass, also in lozenge panes -- a movable shutter secured it at night. The 

door to the west wing was in its gable, and quite simple -- a single window looked out to the south. There was 

no external door to the north wing, and it also had only one window to the east. 

The blank wall of the eastern gable was relieved by stairs (with a balustrade) running diagonally across it -- 

the ascent being from the south. Under cover of the widely projecting eave these steps gave access to a door 

leading to the garret, or rather loft -- for it was lighted only by a single window to the north, and seemed to 

have been intended as a store-room. 
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The piazzas of the main building and western wing had no floors, as is usual; but at the doors and at each 

window, large, flat irregular slabs of granite lay imbedded in the delicious turf, affording comfortable footing 

in all weather. Excellent paths of the same material -- not nicely adapted, but with the velvety sod filling 

frequent intervals between the stones, led hither and thither from the house, to a crystal spring about five 

paces off, to the road, or to one or two out -- houses that lay to the north, beyond the brook, and were 

thoroughly concealed by a few locusts and catalpas. 

Not more than six steps from the main door of the cottage stood the dead trunk of a fantastic pear-tree, so 

clothed from head to foot in the gorgeous bignonia blossoms that one required no little scrutiny to determine 

what manner of sweet thing it could be. From various arms of this tree hung cages of different kinds. In one, a 

large wicker cylinder with a ring at top, revelled a mocking bird; in another an oriole; in a third the impudent 

bobolink -- while three or four more delicate prisons were loudly vocal with canaries. 

The pillars of the piazza were enwreathed in jasmine and sweet honeysuckle; while from the angle formed by 

the main structure and its west wing, in front, sprang a grape-vine of unexampled luxuriance. Scorning all 

restraint, it had clambered first to the lower roof -- then to the higher; and along the ridge of this latter it 

continued to writhe on, throwing out tendrils to the right and left, until at length it fairly attained the east 

gable, and fell trailing over the stairs. 

The whole house, with its wings, was constructed of the old-fashioned Dutch shingles -- broad, and with 

unrounded corners. It is a peculiarity of this material to give houses built of it the appearance of being wider 

at bottom than at top -- after the manner of Egyptian architecture; and in the present instance, this exceedingly 

picturesque effect was aided by numerous pots of gorgeous flowers that almost encompassed the base of the 

buildings. 

The shingles were painted a dull gray; and the happiness with which this neutral tint melted into the vivid 

green of the tulip tree leaves that partially overshadowed the cottage, can readily be conceived by an artist. 

From the position near the stone wall, as described, the buildings were seen at great advantage -- for the 

southeastern angle was thrown forward -- so that the eye took in at once the whole of the two fronts, with the 

picturesque eastern gable, and at the same time obtained just a sufficient glimpse of the northern wing, with 

parts of a pretty roof to the spring-house, and nearly half of a light bridge that spanned the brook in the near 

vicinity of the main buildings. 

I did not remain very long on the brow of the hill, although long enough to make a thorough survey of the 

scene at my feet. It was clear that I had wandered from the road to the village, and I had thus good traveller's 

excuse to open the gate before me, and inquire my way, at all events; so, without more ado, I proceeded. 

The road, after passing the gate, seemed to lie upon a natural ledge, sloping gradually down along the face of 

the north-eastern cliffs. It led me on to the foot of the northern precipice, and thence over the bridge, round by 

the eastern gable to the front door. In this progress, I took notice that no sight of the out-houses could be 

obtained. 
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As I turned the corner of the gable, the mastiff bounded towards me in stern silence, but with the eye and the 

whole air of a tiger. I held him out my hand, however, in token of amity -- and I never yet knew the dog who 

was proof against such an appeal to his courtesy. He not only shut his mouth and wagged his tail, but 

absolutely offered me his paw-afterward extending his civilities to Ponto. 

As no bell was discernible, I rapped with my stick against the door, which stood half open. Instantly a figure 

advanced to the threshold -- that of a young woman about twenty-eight years of age -- slender, or rather slight, 

and somewhat above the medium height. As she approached, with a certain modest decision of step altogether 

indescribable. I said to myself, "Surely here I have found the perfection of natural, in contradistinction from 

artificial grace." The second impression which she made on me, but by far the more vivid of the two, was that 

of enthusiasm. So intense an expression of romance, perhaps I should call it, or of unworldliness, as that 

which gleamed from her deep-set eyes, had never so sunk into my heart of hearts before. I know not how it is, 

but this peculiar expression of the eye, wreathing itself occasionally into the lips, is the most powerful, if not 

absolutely the sole spell, which rivets my interest in woman. "Romance, provided my readers fully 

comprehended what I would here imply by the word -- "romance" and "womanliness" seem to me convertible 

terms: and, after all, what man truly loves in woman, is simply her womanhood. The eyes of Annie (I heard 

some one from the interior call her "Annie, darling!") were "spiritual grey;" her hair, a light chestnut: this is 

all I had time to observe of her. 

At her most courteous of invitations, I entered -- passing first into a tolerably wide vestibule. Having come 

mainly to observe, I took notice that to my right as I stepped in, was a window, such as those in front of the 

house; to the left, a door leading into the principal room; while, opposite me, an open door enabled me to see 

a small apartment, just the size of the vestibule, arranged as a study, and having a large bow window looking 

out to the north. 

Passing into the parlor, I found myself with Mr. Landor -- for this, I afterwards found, was his name. He was 

civil, even cordial in his manner, but just then, I was more intent on observing the arrangements of the 

dwelling which had so much interested me, than the personal appearance of the tenant. 

The north wing, I now saw, was a bed-chamber, its door opened into the parlor. West of this door was a single 

window, looking toward the brook. At the west end of the parlor, were a fireplace, and a door leading into the 

west wing -- probably a kitchen. 

Nothing could be more rigorously simple than the furniture of the parlor. On the floor was an ingrain carpet, 

of excellent texture -- a white ground, spotted with small circular green figures. At the windows were curtains 

of snowy white jaconet muslin: they were tolerably full, and hung decisively, perhaps rather formally in 

sharp, parallel plaits to the floor -- just to the floor. The walls were prepared with a French paper of great 

delicacy, a silver ground, with a faint green cord running zig-zag throughout. Its expanse was relieved merely 

by three of Julien's exquisite lithographs a trois crayons, fastened to the wall without frames. One of these 

drawings was a scene of Oriental luxury, or rather voluptuousness; another was a "carnival piece," spirited 

beyond compare; the third was a Greek female head -- a face so divinely beautiful, and yet of an expression so 

provokingly indeterminate, never before arrested my attention. 
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The more substantial furniture consisted of a round table, a few chairs (including a large rocking-chair), and a 

sofa, or rather "settee;" its material was plain maple painted a creamy white, slightly interstriped with green; 

the seat of cane. The chairs and table were "to match," but the forms of all had evidently been designed by the 

same brain which planned "the grounds;" it is impossible to conceive anything more graceful. 

On the table were a few books, a large, square, crystal bottle of some novel perfume, a plain ground -- glass 

astral (not solar) lamp with an Italian shade, and a large vase of resplendently-blooming flowers. Flowers, 

indeed, of gorgeous colours and delicate odour formed the sole mere decoration of the apartment. The fire-

place was nearly filled with a vase of brilliant geranium. On a triangular shelf in each angle of the room stood 

also a similar vase, varied only as to its lovely contents. One or two smaller bouquets adorned the mantel, and 

late violets clustered about the open windows. 

It is not the purpose of this work to do more than give in detail, a picture of Mr. Landor's residence -- as I 

found it. How he made it what it was -- and why -- with some particulars of Mr. Landor himself -- may, 

possibly form the subject of another article. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/edgar-allan-poe/short-story/landors-cottage 
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Consciousness and the Constellations: Cognitive Scientist Alexandra Horowitz Reads and Reflects on 

Robert Frost 

“You’ll wait a long, long time for anything much to happen…” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

The first English use of the word space to connote the cosmic expanse appears in line 650 of Book I of 

Milton’s Paradise Lost: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/02/13/william-blake-paradise-lost/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/188301106X/braipick-20
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Space may produce new Worlds; whereof so rife. 

On this world, space has produced “atoms with consciousness,” in the lovely phrase of the later poet Richard 

Feynman. Minds. A world rife with minds, as various as they are numerous. 

Elsewhere in his seventeenth-century epic of philosophy in blank verse, Milton formulated the quintessence 

of human experience: 

The mind is its own place, and in it self 

Can make a Heav’n of Hell, a Hell of Heav’n. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/22/richard-feynman-yo-yo-ma/
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One of William Blake’s 

rare illustrations for Paradise Lost 

In all of this, a paradox: A mind as complex and highly organized ours can perceive the fact of other minds, 

even more different from our own than the bodies they govern — an awareness haunted by Iris Murdoch’s 

reminder that the tragic freedom of our experience is the recognition that “others are, to an extent we never 

cease discovering, different from ourselves.” And yet the human mind is governed by a single organizing 

principle — self-reference, known often by its other names: memory, language, love. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/02/13/william-blake-paradise-lost/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/02/13/william-blake-paradise-lost/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/28/iris-murdoch-freedom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/28/iris-murdoch-freedom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/02/13/william-blake-paradise-lost/
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Because it is its own place, it can only perceive the rest of reality from that place: Our entire view of the 

world, including the recognition of otherness, is lensed through our own particular mind, ground into shape by 

its particular genetic inheritance, smudged by its particular life-experience. Everything we see — ourselves, 

each other, the universe itself — is focused into meaning by that lens. 

 

Plate from An Original Theory or New Hypothesis of the Universe by Thomas Wright, 1750. (Available as a 

print and as stationery cards.) 

Milton lived through a turning point in human thought — an era that cleared the inner lens into a 

discomposing glimpse of reality as Galileo turned the lens of his primitive telescope outward to dismantle our 

illusions of centrality, our puerile cosmic self-reference. By the time Milton visited Galileo, he was too old 

and blind to look through the astronomer’s telescope and marvel at its concrete revelations of other moons 

spinning around other worlds spinning around a shared star. But he saw the abstract truth beyond it: The 

universe is rife with otherness, every point of light a point of view. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/02/16/thomas-wright-original-theory/
https://society6.com/product/art-from-thomas-wrights-an-original-theory-or-new-hypothesis-of-the-universe-17504457506_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-thomas-wrights-an-original-theory-or-new-hypothesis-of-the-universe-17504457506_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/brainpicker/collection/vintage-science-cards?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-from-thomas-wrights-an-original-theory-or-new-hypothesis-of-the-universe-17504457506_print?curator=brainpicker
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An epoch of lens-clearing after Milton, as we discovered that the universe is wildly larger than we 

thought and that our own world is wild with other consciousnesses, Robert Frost (March 26, 1874–January 

29, 1963) took up this subject with great subtlety and splendor in his poem “On Looking Up by Chance at the 

Constellations.” 

At the fifth annual Universe in Verse — which explored through the dual lens of science and poetry the 

ultimate question animating these atoms with consciousness: What is life? — Frost’s poem came alive in a 

lovely reading by cognitive scientist Alexandra Horowitz — director of the Dog Cognition Lab at Barnard 

College, writer of some uncommonly poetic books about how canine minds see the world, creator and host of 

the wonderful new podcast Off Leash. She prefaced her reading with a poignant reflection on the limits of 

consciousness lensed through a point of view: 

ON LOOKING UP BY CHANCE AT THE CONSTELLATIONS 

by Robert Frost 

You’ll wait a long, long time for anything much 

To happen in heaven beyond the floats of cloud 

And the Northern Lights that run like tingling nerves. 

The sun and moon get crossed, but they never touch, 

Nor strike out fire from each other nor crash out loud. 

The planets seem to interfere in their curves — 

But nothing ever happens, no harm is done. 

We may as well go patiently on with our life, 

And look elsewhere than to stars and moon and sun 

For the shocks and changes we need to keep us sane. 

It is true the longest drout will end in rain, 

The longest peace in China will end in strife. 

Still it wouldn’t reward the watcher to stay awake 

In hopes of seeing the calm of heaven break 

On his particular time and personal sight. 

That calm seems certainly safe to last to-night. 

Complement with Rebecca Solnit’s splendid reading of and reflection on the century-old poem “Trees at 

Night” from the same show, then revisit this rare recording of JFK’s tribute to Robert Frost — which is at 

heart a manifesto for the power of art to clarify, sanctify, and defend truth. 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/07/on-looking-up-by-chance-at-the-

constellations/?mc_cid=394c234d6b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/11/universe-in-verse-animated-hubble/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/11/universe-in-verse-animated-hubble/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/02/octopus-poem/
https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/09/06/alexandra-horowitz-our-dogs-ourselves/
https://freakonomics.com/series/off-leash/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/20/trees-at-night-helene-johnson-rebecca-solnit/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/20/trees-at-night-helene-johnson-rebecca-solnit/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/05/01/jfk-amherst-speech/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/07/on-looking-up-by-chance-at-the-constellations/?mc_cid=394c234d6b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/06/07/on-looking-up-by-chance-at-the-constellations/?mc_cid=394c234d6b&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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VIA SCRIBNER/MARYSUE RUCCI BOOKS 

“An Open Heart, Armor Down.” Maud Newton and Ann Leary in Conversation 

On Motivation, Family Histories, and Sleuthing Talents 

By Literary Hub 

 

July 29, 2022 

When Maud Newton’s Ancestor Trouble was released, I couldn’t wait to get my hands on it—what a title; I 

devoured it. It’s beautifully written and fascinating. My new novel, The Foundling, was published shortly 

after hers, and I was thrilled that we were able to do an author event together at The Center for Fiction in 

Brooklyn. I always love getting to know other authors, but I was especially interested in meeting Maud. 

https://www.simonandschuster.com/books/The-Foundling/Ann-Leary/9781982120382
https://lithub.com/author/literary-hub/
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Ancestor Trouble is a memoir, The Foundling is a novel, but both were inspired by things we’d discovered 

about our families and their histories. Maud and I are both avid genealogy sleuths and like many others, we 

have a few troubling ancestors. After our event, we had the wonderful opportunity to continue our 

conversation for Lit Hub, and we discussed not only our books and our favorite authors, but also, eugenics, 

intergenerational trauma and the ethical dilemmas all authors face when writing about our families. 

–Ann Leary 

* 

Maud Newton: One preoccupation we share is with the history of eugenics in this country and its intersection 

with institutions where women were locked up for all kinds of reasons. Your grandmother was raised in an 

orphanage and later went on to work in the institution that became the basis for your new novel, The 

Foundling. I bet I’m not the only reader who’d love to know how you unearthed this history, and when you 

knew that you wanted to write about it. 

Ann Leary: Like you, I joined Ancestry.com years ago with lots of questions about my ancestors, but unlike 

you, I didn’t have much in the way of anecdotal information from family members. My mother doesn’t talk 

about her childhood. I last saw the grandmother who became the muse for this novel, when I was eight, but I 

was always curious about her. I knew she was raised in an orphanage, but I didn’t know what happened to her 

parents so I thought I’d find her birth certificate or orphanage on Ancestry. As it turned out, I didn’t. 

I did learn that at age 17, according to a 1930s census record, my grandmother was working as a secretary at a 

place in central Pennsylvania called Laurelton State Village for Feebleminded Women of Childbearing Age. I 

thought it was a home for young women with intellectual disabilities. It was actually a eugenics asylum—one 

of many in this country at that time. It was a large institution/work farm where girls and women, deemed 

“mentally and/or morally unfit,” were confined during their fertile years. If a girl was sent there at age 14, she 

would not expect to be free until she reached menopause. 

So, finding out more about the institution, the women confined there, and the fascinating female doctor who 

ran it became a decade-long obsession. I knew early on that I would write about it and I prefer writing fiction, 

so I focused on a few people who caught my imagination—one being my grandmother—and came up with a 

story that was informed by them and the things I’d learned about the asylum. 

I loved Ancestor Trouble, and was really fascinated with your grandmother and other colorful characters in 

your family. What advice do you have for aspiring memoirists who want to write honestly about their 

families, but worry about alienating relatives who feel ashamed when it comes to the sins or sorrows of their 

ancestors? 

MN: That’s a great question. My mom and my Texan granny modeled a kind of honesty for me. I was a 

preteen when Granny told me that her sister had died in a mental hospital and warned me to be on the lookout 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781982120382
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781982120382
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780812997927
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for signs of mental illness in myself. So it probably helps that the maternal side of my family never seemed to 

be big on secrets. Truth be told, my my motivations for writing about my family were complicated, but by the 

time I was working on Ancestor Trouble I was already in my 40s, and it was important to me to write in a 

spirit of openhearted honesty, not out of any desire to get even with or embarrass anyone, not out of a 

nihilistic desire to shock or expose difficult things just for the sake of exposing them, but out of a desire to 

free myself of toxic secrets in the hope that my experience might resonate with and even be of service to other 

people wrestling with similar family histories and how their families connect to deeper problems in this 

country. 

I didn’t want to cause pain for anyone in the course of sharing my story, although that’s always a risk. Now, 

with the book in the world, some of my family members might be less than thrilled about its existence, and 

I’m available to hear any feelings or objections they might have. I view that as part of my obligation in 

publishing the book, approaching any conversations around it the same way I wrote it: with an open heart, 

armor down. But I have a clear conscience about my motivations and did my best to proceed ethically. 

At our event with the Center for Fiction you asked me to describe some of the parts of Ancestor Trouble that 

delve into intergenerational trauma. And you also mentioned that aspect of my book in your New York 

Times By the Book interview (thanks!), so I know it’s a preoccupation we share. I’m very drawn to books on 

the subject and recently read Stephanie Foo’s What My Bones Know. Can you talk about your own interest 

and how it connects for you (if it does) with Mary’s parents and her difficult childhood? 

AL: I’m dying to read What My Bones Know. I’m currently reading and loving Ed Yong’s An Immense 

World, so I’m thinking a lot about the evolution of senses in various species and I suppose intergenerational 

trauma must have a Darwinian component. It’s not enough to just see a parent react in a fearful way to a 

threat. We need to have something in our genetic makeup that makes us react the way an ancestor did to 

something that might not really be a threat in our modern environment. I’ve been around horses and dogs 

most of my life and have always been very interested in their behavior. 

Many horses are reactive to hoses or ropes being dragged along the ground until they learn that they’re not 

dangerous. I guess (and have heard horse-folk say) that this is because horses are born with a fearful reaction 

to snakes, though many will never be bitten or have a parent who has been bitten by a snake. But many 

generations ago, their desert-dwelling ancestors would have been bitten by snakes, the bites would have 

caused them pain or made them lame and that trauma was absorbed into their DNA somehow, and now their 

pampered descendants are still freaking out when they see a rope uncoil. 

I immediately thought of this while reading Ancestor Trouble, which is a memoir but includes fascinating 

scientific research on eugenics, neuroscience and especially, heredity and genealogy. You kind of zoom your 

lens in close on your family, then pull back to reveal a broader landscape. I also love a fellow genealogy nerd. 

MN: You and I have both spent many late nights combing through the census and death certificates and 

newspaper archives. It’s been comforting to me at times when I’ve gotten lost in an obsessive research 

alleyway to remember that lots of people are as drawn to genealogy nowadays as we are. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780812997927
https://lithub.com/an-open-heart-armor-down-maud-newton-and-ann-leary-in-conversation/Ancestor%20Trouble
https://www.nytimes.com/2022/05/19/books/review/ann-leary-the-foundling.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2022/05/19/books/review/ann-leary-the-foundling.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2022/05/19/books/review/ann-leary-the-foundling.html
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780593238103
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780593238103
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780812997927
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AL: My mother never talked about her childhood and I was never close enough to my father to learn much 

about his family. So no oral histories, really. I’ve discovered things about close relatives in newspaper 

archives online. I’ve found relatives who were criminals, others who had tragic deaths. Some are alive but 

we’ve never met. I have living family members who know about these people and events but I was never told 

anything about anybody because I think my family has intergenerational shame—if that’s a thing. I suffer 

from a sense of curiosity that is almost painful at times and it drives me insane that nobody in my family 

remembers anything until I show them a newspaper clipping with a jarring headline. 

MN: Oof, even with the… plethora of information I have about my own ancestors, I really relate to that 

almost painful curiosity, and I can imagine how the lack of oral histories would wear at you. Did imagining 

your way into the institution at the center of The Foundling and constructing it in such intricate detail, and 

putting a character based partly on your grandmother into that world, help satisfy any of that itch to know? 

AL: In some ways it did. I learned so much about the lack of agency of all women in the early 20th century, 

and how precarious it was to be a young woman with no money or family like my grandmother. Women 

could vote after 1920, but they still had the legal status of children. Fathers or husbands made financial and 

other decisions for grown women until the mid-20th century and later. If a woman had no husband or father, 

the government served as her legal guardian, making decisions about her right to marry, have children or even 

to live freely in her community. So my grandmother’s vulnerability and early traumas including the loss of 

her mother probably contributed to the struggles she later developed with her mental health. 

But I still want some damn facts. I don’t know what happened to her mother but I’m working on it. 

MN: I have confidence in your sleuthing talents! We’re both drawn to parts of our family histories that 

historically people prefer to keep secret. Do you think people are becoming more willing to talk about 

difficult or harmful histories of their ancestors? 

AL: I hope so. I love what you said earlier about being mindful of one’s motivation and trying to avoid 

judgment or blame when writing a personal essay or memoir. I have a hard time fully trusting an author when 

bitterness reveals itself in autobiographical material. You managed to maintain the same tone of honesty and 

openness whether you were writing about lab mice or your southern family’s history of slave-ownership and 

the lingering damage that remains, generations later, in the psyche of your father who is an unapologetic 

racist. 

You had Ancestor Trouble, for sure, but your personal story is very relevant and important today, with our 

persistent struggles with racial injustice and the rise of white-supremacism. The recent Supreme Court 

overturning of Roe v Wade really felt, to me, as if women were stripped of our hard-fought “adult” status 

again. The government feels entitled to make decisions regarding our sexual activities, personal health and 

freedom much like they did a century ago. So, I do hope more people will research and write about their own 

families, if only to try to illuminate the darker parts of our personal and national history and hopefully keep 

them in the past, where they belong. 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781982120382
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780812997927
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MN: Before our event, I went back to your other novels. Hildy, the protagonist of The Good House, is 

descended from an accused Salem witch (which struck me on this reading for maybe obvious reasons). It’s 

not a major plot point but it adds to the spooky vibe of the novel, a vibe that also, in a different way, 

permeates The Foundling. Does the atmosphere of your novels tend to flow naturally from story and setting, 

or do you consciously cultivate it? 

AL: If I’m having trouble setting the scene or mood, I read poems. 

MN: That’s such a great technique. I learned from your New York Times interview that we share a love for 

Roethke and that we’ve both been drawn at times to the work of Muriel Spark, Mary Shelley, Toni Morrison, 

Edith Wharton, Shirley Jackson, Raymond Carver, Dorothy Parker, John Cheever, D.H. Lawrence, Theodore 

Roethke, and probably more. Are there particular novels or novelists that you returned to while working 

on The Foundling? 

AL: I did reread Muriel Sparks’ The Prime of Miss Jean Brodie while writing The Foundling. I was really 

interested in the dynamic between the girls and Miss Brodie—it helped me with the Dr. Vogel character in my 

book. I turn to Roethke when I’m struggling to describe elements of the natural world and how a character is 

influenced by the subconscious. If you read a scene I’ve written that involves the woods, the water, lust or 

dread, it was probably inspired by Roethke. I’m smiling as I type this, I guess if there was one person I would 

have liked to have met before they died it would be him. I love that you and I are drawn to the same authors. I 

think we both had childhoods that had some danger and darkness but we also had funny, quirky, intelligent 

mothers, so maybe that explains the Muriel Spark, Shirley Jackson… wait, did we mention Patricia 

Highsmith? Her too. 

________________________________ 

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781250043030
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781982120382
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780061711299
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9781982120382
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Ann Leary is the New York Times bestselling author of a memoir and four novels including The Good 

House. Her work has been translated into eighteen languages, and she has written for the New York 

Times, Ploughshares, National Public Radio, Redbook, and Real Simple, among other publications. Her essay, 

“Rallying to Keep the Game Alive,” was adapted for the Amazon Modern Love television series. She lives 

with her husband in New York. www.AnnLeary.com 

http://www.annleary.com/
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Maud Newton is a writer and critic. Her first book, Ancestor Trouble: A Reckoning and a 

Reconciliation (Random House, April 2022), has been called “a literary feat” by the New York Times Book 

Review and a “brilliant mix of personal memoir and cultural observation” by the Boston Globe. Excerpts from 

the book have appeared in Esquire, Time, and the Wall Street Journal. She has written for The New York 

Times Magazine, Harper’s, Oxford American, Harper’s Bazaar, and more. Maud 

 

https://lithub.com/an-open-heart-armor-down-maud-newton-and-ann-leary-in-conversation/  

  

https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780812997927
https://bookshop.org/a/132/9780812997927
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Sweet Heart by Eileen Myles 

 

 

 

Fresca’s got a new look 

but I’m not drinking 

that. My coke 

struck the ice 

and the ice 

cube cracked. 

I’m sitting by the little 

Buddha 

who is sitting in 

my yard. I imagine 

you walking in 

gasping at the 

same couch 

the same bed 

it’s almost 

the same 

town but this is 

what I meant 

and there’s 

so much pleasure, 

difference in 

this, that. I meant 

to be here. One 

sleeps on what 

they mean 

and arises on the decided 

side and that’s 

the hope. An entire 

room is opened 

by particular feelings 

that say you’re 

on the edge 

of the space 

and then you 

wait to watch 

it grow. Grow 

like a love 

or a feeling of distrust 

or a body grateful 

for sun & breeze 
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and the rising and 

falling of my dog’s 

chest no gut. 

The little Buddha’s 

smiling southeast 

I figured that 

out. Their 

genitals are 

unknown in fact 

their everything’s 

smiling walked on 

by ants planted 

in the dirt 

but not dead 

activated by my 

gaze. Their smiling 

makes me glad 

dog turns Buddha’s 

way I go 

forward with con 

fidence I 

may turn nothing 

up but this 

gentle scratching 

in my yard 

before making 

a call opening 

the self 

somehow so it’s 

possible to 

have a friend 

to call 

not only from 

need but interest 

in their life 

the body I’m 

pouring into 

joyous to be 

connected 

to someone 

while covered 

by ants surrounded 

by breeze 

actually touched 
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by birds 

their sound 

then landing 

there is nothing 

romantic 

in their 

absence 

the bird 

is all touch 

no matter 

how distant 

their flight 

the sky is open 

my gaze is 

wide it matters 

how they 

dive and 

hover. The silly 

cluck the ninny 

constant 

the hoot makes 

the gray sky 

blue; trees 

brown; green 

slanting trees 

the woman 

dying in her 

face thought 

am I recording 

but it was 

the young man 

counting everything 

Korakrit 

whose art 

I liked 

so much 

performed bird 

in the dying 

woman’s sky 

so his 

quote was reverential 

that she 

could be copying 

anything by 
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dying was more about 

him. A moustache 

on the sound 

that life’s 

made 

of. I think 

you don’t 

miss me 

enough 

or you regard 

me as seasons 

that simply 

come & it’s 

true I’m 

everything.   I used 

to love 

so much 

to show 

you 

my 

poems. 

But everything’s 

not enough 

you have to go out 

& shake 

everything’s 

hand and the 

tremendous 

feeling of 

everything 

is not shook enough. 

I’m sick of being 

god for you. 

I’m not the 

Fresca or 

the Buddha 

or the bird. I’m 

the ice 

that cracks 

I’m really 

feeling it 

now. The amazing 

difference 

of contact 
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everything’s 

gasp. It begins 

so slow. Hours 

of freezing waiting 

a life 

and the draining 

of it 

by waiting 

too long. Riding 

around in 

a car. I’m not 

any coke. I’m 

every 

coke. And 

a bird 

likes the 

sound of 

that: to be 

so close 

the earth 

parts for 

its own 

arrival. The time 

of day 

is enchanted 

by my jeans 

on the line. 

I’m enchanted 

by everything 

too. How could 

I be it 

and feel it. 

Drawing sun lines 

sticks. 

If I say too 

again and 

I’m creating 

a pattern 

someone who 

doesn’t love 

me will 

say you 

say too too 

much. I suppose 
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going blind is momentarily 

seeing colors 

in everything 

and remembering 

them for 

the rest of 

your life. I’m afraid 

to tell you I’m 

going blind. What 

I’m saying 

is I’m retiring 

from god. I will 

feel my genius 

quietly the furrows 

of a dead 

tree accepting 

my  love. You start 

like a car 

and pepper 

in a number 

of growls. That’s dog. 

You roll 

and you’re 

bird and 

Buddha’s 

difficult 

now. More 

of an 

aside. That something 

so different 

as the sun 

could turn 

I think 

and we’re turning 

on our dirty 

little urn 

there’s a movie 

about everything 

my getting 

this part 

of that 

endlessly 

obliged 

to be wise. Upstairs 
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16 little 

eggs turn 

in another 

galaxy someone 

else’s sandwich. 

Today I 

was so busy 

I didn’t 

even see 

lunch. I had 

it but 

I didn’t 

see it 

at all. The distant 

eggs are turning 

for someone 

else. I poured 

Fresca 

into my glass 

and then 

I poured 

my vodka 

and then 

I got drunk. 

Darker 

day now 

when my throat 

fills and 

Buddha’s 

awake. A bee 

wants 

to sting 

me and 

in that 

moment 

I would 

notice 

everything. Why 

do you 

think I’m 

sweet. Why 

must I 
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die. 

  

From issue no. 221 (Summer 2017) 

 

 

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=a976b1ae82&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=396260c12d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=49dccdb8a8&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a976b1ae82&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a976b1ae82&e=d538c8f2e0


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 610  september  2022 

 

149 

'Forever chemicals' destroyed by simple method 

 

New process causes PFAS to degrade into benign end products 

September 12, 2022 

 

 
PFAS, manufactured chemicals commonly used since the 1940s in nonstick and waterproofing agents, are 

called "forever chemicals" for good reason. Bacteria can't eat them; fire can't incinerate them; and water can't 

dilute them. And, if these toxic chemicals are buried, they leach into surrounding soil, becoming a problem 

for generations. PFAS is an abbreviation for perfluoroalkyl and polyfluoroalkyl substances. 

Now, Northwestern University chemists have done the seemingly impossible. Using low temperatures and 

inexpensive, common reagents, the research team developed a process that causes two major classes of PFAS 

compounds to fall apart — leaving behind only benign end products. 

"PFAS has become a major societal problem," said Northwestern's William Dichtel, who led the study. "Even 

just a tiny amount of PFAS causes negative health effects, and it does not break down. We wanted to use 

chemistry to create a solution. It's exciting because of how simple that solution is." 

The U.S. National Science Foundation-supported research was published in the journal Science. The 

technique could be a way of disposing of these harmful chemicals, which are linked to negative effects in 

humans, livestock and the environment. The substances have made their way into drinking water and into the 

blood of 97% of the U.S. population. 

While studying PFAS compounds, Dichtel's team found a weakness in them. PFAS contains a long tail of 

unyielding carbon-fluorine bonds. But at one end of the molecule, there is a charged group that often contains 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-ab25b591ea87082e3e22764ebc?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.eurekalert.org%2Fnews-releases%2F961780&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fforever-chemicals-destroyed-simple-method%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1764328&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-ab25b591ea87082e3e22764ebc?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.science.org%2Fdoi%2F10.1126%2Fscience.abm8868&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fnews%2Fforever-chemicals-destroyed-simple-method%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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oxygen atoms. Dichtel's team targeted this group by heating the PFAS in dimethyl sulfoxide — an unusual 

solvent for PFAS destruction — with sodium hydroxide, a common reagent. 

"That triggered all these reactions and started spitting out fluorine atoms from the compounds to form 

fluoride, which is the safest form of fluorine," Dichtel said. "Although carbon-fluorine bonds are super-

strong, the charged group is the Achilles' heel." 

The new technique relies on milder conditions and a simple, inexpensive reagent, making the solution 

potentially more practical for widespread use. 

Research areas 

Directorate for Mathematical and Physical Sciences (MPS) 

Division of Chemistry (MPS/CHE) 

https://beta.nsf.gov/news/forever-chemicals-destroyed-simple-
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