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In North Carolina, large-scale pork producers champion the biogas from hog-waste lagoons as green 

energy, but the air and water pollution impacting the physical and mental health of surrounding 

communities is anything but positive. Alice Driver takes a firsthand look at the Southern 

Environmental Law Center's advocacy for residents living with the legacy of this environmental 

racism. 

Story by Alice Driver | Photos by Jacky Muniello 

 

January 10, 2023 

The Rev. Jimmy Melvin’s church in Magnolia, North Carolina, is surrounded by industrial hog 

operations and spray fields on all sides. In 2016, the county tested the water at the church and declared 

it contaminated. The notice read, “Mt. Zion AME Zion Church water has high levels of nitrate. Do not 

give the water to infants under 6 months old or use it to make formula.” The county gave the church 

and its parishioners 90 days to come up with $4,000 to dig a new well. While the new 225-foot well was 

being dug, the reverend performed baptisms with bottled water. 

But Danielle Melvin Koonce, the reverend’s daughter, said water contamination from Smithfield 

Foods, the largest hog producer in the country and a major employer in the area, has been a part of 

daily life for decades. A doctoral student at the University of Maryland studying sociology and social 

movements, Koonce is writing her dissertation on how rural Black communities engage in 

environmental justice. She returned to North Carolina to conduct dissertation research, and when she 

arrived, the first letter in her mailbox was a request to check the water quality.  

“It really hurts — what they are doing with the water,” Koonce said, explaining that locals had been 

collecting signatures and documenting the quality of the area’s water for more than 20 years. “Most 

people will cook with [tap water] but don’t drink it,” Koonce said. “Even my parents, we don’t drink 

our tap water.” 

https://www.thecharlottepost.com/news/2021/09/30/local-state/rural-nc-black-communities-paying-the-price-of-environmental-racism/
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Jimmy Melvin is the reverend at Mt. Zion AME Zion Church in Clinton, North Carolina. His church, 

surrounded by industrial hog operations and spray fields on all sides, received notices from the county that 

the water at their church contained “high levels of nitrate” and gave them 90 days to dig a new well.  

Water pollution is just one of the many ways in which large-scale hog-waste facilities have impacted the 

quality of life for residents in Duplin and Sampson counties. Located in the Coastal Plain region on the 

eastern edge of the state, the counties are home to the overwhelming majority of North Carolina’s 2,100 

hog operations.  

The hogs in these industrial hog operations, also known as concentrated feeding operations (CAFOs), 

produce billions of gallons of hog feces and urine that are flushed from the barns into open-air lagoons, 

where ammonia, hydrogen sulfide, methane, and other harmful gases are released into the air. 

Additionally, because CAFOs rely heavily on feed additives and medications that can be harmful to 

humans, the hog waste includes nitrate and heavy metals such as arsenic and lead. This solid waste 

collects on the bottom of the lagoons, while the liquid waste is gathered to use as fertilizer for nearby 

fields in a spray-field system. However, the spray is often overapplied and drifts onto neighboring 

properties, allowing the hog waste — laden with excess nitrogen, phosphorus, and other pollutants — 

to seep into groundwater, an important drinking water source for rural residents, and run off into 

nearby rivers and streams. 

https://climate.mit.edu/posts/unchecked-growth-industrial-animal-farms-spurs-long-fight-environmental-justice-eastern-nc
https://climate.mit.edu/posts/unchecked-growth-industrial-animal-farms-spurs-long-fight-environmental-justice-eastern-nc
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In 2007, North Carolina became the first state to adopt a renewable energy portfolio standard that 

included a swine and poultry waste-to-energy requirement. While Virginia and California have similar 

biogas legislation, North Carolina is the only state in the country that requires utilities to source energy 

made from swine waste (0.2 percent of the state’s energy by 2023).  

To make biogas, industrialized hog operations cover lagoons and collect methane produced by the 

waste, converting it into natural gas for electricity, which stands to entrench the decades-old cesspit 

and spray-field system. This has allowed hog operations to refer to lagoons as a source of green energy 

and profit from it — even though local communities, largely Black, Latino, and Native American, have 

to live with air and water pollution and the associated health effects. A 2018 study published by the 

North Carolina Medical Journal found that North Carolina residents living near CAFOs had higher 

rates of anemia, kidney disease, septicemia, tuberculosis, infant mortality, and low birth weight. 

Though the study did not find that industrial hog operations are the cause of those increased health 

risks, it does state that hog operations “warrant attention and action.”  

Smithfield Foods is the fifth-largest meatpacking company in the world and owns and contracts with 

hundreds of CAFOs. In an email, Ray Atkinson, a representative from Smithfield, pointed to a report 

from the North Carolina Pork Council that countered some of the claims made in the North Carolina 

Medical Journal study. The North Carolina Pork Council operates under a mandatory checkoff 

funding system, which promotes and provides information through funding by pork producers, and at 

least seven members on the council’s board of directors have direct ties to Smithfield, according to the 

council’s site.  

But rather than investing money to address the environmental and health threats posed by hog-waste 

lagoons in North Carolina, Align RNG, the joint venture of Smithfield Foods and Dominion Energy, 

proposed a $500 million project to produce and sell biogas in 2018. 

https://www.npr.org/sections/thesalt/2018/04/17/601857456/in-north-carolina-hog-waste-is-becoming-a-streamlined-fuel-source
https://surgery.duke.edu/news/nc-residents-living-near-large-hog-farms-have-elevated-disease-death-risks
https://surgery.duke.edu/news/nc-residents-living-near-large-hog-farms-have-elevated-disease-death-risks
https://www.ncporkreport-digital.com/ncpq/0420_winter_2020/MobilePagedArticle.action?articleId=1648280#articleId1648280
https://www.ncporkreport-digital.com/ncpq/0420_winter_2020/MobilePagedArticle.action?articleId=1648280#articleId1648280
https://www.ncpork.org/about/leadership/
https://www.ncpork.org/about/leadership/
https://scalawagmagazine.org/2022/03/greenwashing-biogas-nc-hog-industry/
https://scalawagmagazine.org/2022/03/greenwashing-biogas-nc-hog-industry/
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Duplin and Sampson counties are home to the majority of North Carolina’s 2,100 Concentrated Animal 

Feeding Operations (CAFOs). The hog waste is stored in bubble-gum-pink lagoons, which are sometimes 

covered to capture methane and produce biogas. The lagoons hold enough waste to cover 15 football fields. 

 

 

 

Blakely Hildebrand, a senior attorney at the Southern Environmental Law Center (SELC) in Chapel 

Hill, is in constant motion and all energy, action, and optimism. As the largest nonprofit environmental 

advocacy organization in the South, SELC has a long history of engaging in work to clean up pollution 

from industrial hog operations, and its employees work closely with community members and 

conservation organizations to spur legislative action to address environmental pollution. 
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In January 2021, SELC filed a clean air lawsuit on behalf of CleanAIRE NC against a permit that the 

state issued to Align. The suit resulted in a settlement under which Align had to improve monitoring at 

an Align biogas plant in Sampson County and conduct additional inspections for and repair methane 

leaks at hog operations, thus limiting pollution.  

Robert Osborne Moore grew up in and returned to Duplin County, where he currently serves as the 

president of the NAACP Duplin County Branch in North Carolina. Outspoken about the harm 

industrial hog operations have caused his community, he mentioned a 2021 study published in the 

journal Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences of the United States of America that showed 

people living in places with high air pollution suffer from more mental health issues. He relates the 

study back to the people he knows at home. “The pollution makes them feel depressed, you know.”  

Over the past two years, SELC has also represented the Environmental Justice Community Action 

Network (EJCAN) and Cape Fear River Watch,as well as filed a civil rights administrative complaint 

on behalf of the Duplin County NAACP and the NC Poor People’s Campaign, alleging the 

discriminatory impact of the Align project, the first large-scale biogas project in the state, on Black, 

Latino, and Native American communities. 

Sherri White-Williamson, a co-founder of EJCAN, wears horn-rimmed glasses and is efficient and 

powerful in her movements. When I met White-Williamson at the EJCAN office in Sampson County, 

she explained that when Black workers began to organize to protect their rights and their community, 

CAFOs hired more Hispanic workers and fewer Black workers. “It’s been a huge transformation, 

because Smithfield needs to keep doing what Smithfield does without a lot of resistance,” she said. In 

the face of questions about its environmental responsibility, including numerous legal cases, Smithfield 

has threatened to move the company elsewhere.  

Hildebrand drove me to see CAFOs in the area and introduced me to community-based organizations 

that work on industrial hog operation-related issues. Though there were walls of trees that blocked any 

view of the hog operations, Hildebrand pointed out Smithfield signs noting what lay at the end of the 

long gravel paths, many of which were marked by tiny letters like PED (animal diarrhea) and others. 

She said nearby residents feared that illness could be spread from hogs to humans when the waste from 

the lagoons is sprayed on crops. To avoid attracting attention from local law enforcement or industry 

representatives, Hildebrand advised that I not get out of the car near any industrial hog operation 

property. In the two years that I’ve spent reporting The Life and Death of the American Worker about 

labor conditions at Tyson Foods, the largest meatpacking company in the U.S., I’ve become familiar 

with stories of journalists, activists, and labor organizers being intimidated by such corporations.  

It was my first time in Duplin and Sampson counties, and to explain the magnitude of the hog waste 

problem in North Carolina to me, Hildebrand told me hogs can produce up to 10 times as much waste 

as a person. It’s challenging for lawyers, journalists, activists, and community members to document 

the hog industry’s labor and environmental practices when “ag-gag” laws like those in North Carolina 

protect the industry, imposing heavy fines on those who attempt to enter company facilities. 

If one could enter a CAFO — if visiting these hog factories to document the conditions in which hogs 

are raised wasn’t prohibited by law and penalized by a $5,000 fine — it would look like something out 

https://pubmed.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/34750260/
https://www.southernenvironment.org/news/smithfield-must-fix-pollution-and-environmental-injustices-at-hog-operations-producing-biogas/
https://www.southernenvironment.org/news/smithfield-must-fix-pollution-and-environmental-injustices-at-hog-operations-producing-biogas/
https://www.southernenvironment.org/press-release/civil-rights-filing-alleges-discriminatory-harm-in-nc-hog-operations-permits/
https://www.southernenvironment.org/press-release/civil-rights-filing-alleges-discriminatory-harm-in-nc-hog-operations-permits/
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of a science fiction novel. The largest swine operations house as many as 24,000 animals that live in 

cramped warehouse conditions, usually in crates, where they’re more likely to develop lesions and 

illnesses, and frequently die. Female swine are forcibly impregnated and give birth inside metal 

gestation crates that are only slightly bigger than their bodies. The animals never leave the warehouse 

at any point during their short lives, a 10-month span that the hog industry refers to as a production 

period. If one could walk CAFO property, they would see that a lagoon isn’t a place for a summer 

swim; in reality, the bubble-gum-pink pits hold enough waste to cover 15 football fields. 

 

Though access to industrial hog operations is highly restricted and walls of trees block any view of them 

from roads, Smithfield signs with letters marking conditions such as animal diarrhea (PED) are posted. 

At the state level, the North Carolina General Assembly, the Environmental Management Commission, 

and the North Carolina Department of Environmental Quality (NCDEQ) are the main policy-making 

and enforcement bodies. “It is hard to overstate the influence that the hog industry has over state policy 

for hog operations,” Hildebrand continued. “Time and time again, the legislature has prioritized the 

hog industry over communities, predominantly Black, Latino, and Native American communities.”  

Hildebrand provided examples of legislation that severely limits the ability of residents to sue hog 

operations for creating noxious odors, or attracting flies and buzzards; of the legislature refusing to 

fund NCDEQ inspection and enforcement activities; and of the legislature demanding that NCDEQ 

https://www.ewg.org/interactive-maps/2020-iowa-cafos/
https://www.nytimes.com/2022/10/10/opinion/pig-farming-cruelty.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2022/10/10/opinion/pig-farming-cruelty.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2022/10/10/opinion/pig-farming-cruelty.html
https://extension.psu.edu/swine-production
https://extension.psu.edu/swine-production
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develop a one-size-fits-all, fast-tracked permit for hog operations that want to make biogas while 

significantly limiting the ability of those who live near hog operations to weigh in on permit decisions.  

As she drove, Hildebrand explained that in 2000, residents of Duplin and Sampson counties felt hopeful 

after Smithfield committed to spending $15 million to develop cleaner technologies to process hog 

waste. Leading engineers and researchers in North Carolina worked to develop clean technology 

options to process hog waste in a manner that was better for the environment and produced fewer 

odors. But the committee in charge of evaluating the economics of the technologies, which included hog 

industry representatives, determined that investing in such technologies at existing hog operations was 

not “economically feasible.” Instead, Smithfield continues to rely on lagoons and spray fields, which, 

according to Wastelands author Corban Addison, pump 200 gallons of waste per minute into the air. 

The hog operations spray billions of gallons of waste onto neighboring fields, and biogas facilities will 

only concentrate the environmental pollutants in the lagoons. In a sign of progress, Hildebrand pointed 

to a state statute that prohibits new or expanded hog operations unless they can meet stringent 

performance standards. 

“There’s been a lot of disappointment at the community level, a lot of exhaustion around that,” 

Hildebrand said. 

 

 

 

North Carolina is the second-largest producer of pork in the country, as Cameron Oglesby noted in a 

2022 article on biogas. Roughly 40 percent of the state’s hog farms are in Sampson, Duplin, and Bladen 

counties, and about 25 percent of Duplin and Sampson counties’ populations is Black. 

“Those hog farms with those lagoons, I know they overflowed. The water runs downhill into the ditches 

and goes throughout the community,” the NAACP’s Moore, who grew up and currently lives in Duplin 

County, said, describing the aftermath of 2018’s Hurricane Florence. After hurricanes, he said, the 

bloated bodies of dead pigs sometimes float by in a river of their own feces, the overflow from hog 

waste lagoons. “Pigs aren’t very good swimmers,” said Moore, when I met him in July 2022. 

“[Industial hog operations] are located in the midst of African American communities because it’s the 

lowest cost of land. And that’s what we can afford for historically making less money than our 

counterparts,” Moore said. 

Born in 1958, Moore came of age under “separate but equal” and said he was the first African 

American child to play Little League baseball in the town. He then went on to work in radio at stations 

in Jonesboro, Durham, Raleigh, Warsaw, and Wilmington. Trying to remember the dates of his radio 

stints, he said, “The years are fuzzy with COVID; it seems like the world stopped.” He paused before 

https://energynews.us/2022/03/28/this-plan-is-a-lie-biogas-on-hog-farms-could-do-more-harm-than-good/
https://energynews.us/2022/03/28/this-plan-is-a-lie-biogas-on-hog-farms-could-do-more-harm-than-good/
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adding that he worked at stations from 1978 to 1987 and 2014 to 2021. Moore has been involved with 

the NAACP since 2008, when he was on the executive board and then became communications chair. In 

2017, he became president of the local NAACP.  

“There used to be this thing called Black farmers,” Moore said. “I had three uncles and my father — 

they all farmed together. When they killed a hog, they actually invited the community to come and 

partake and work together. And then we split up the sausage and the pork chops and bacon and 

everything among the community. None of that occurs anymore.” Meatpacking companies like 

Smithfield often advertise their operations as if they were family farms, conjuring up quaint images of 

rural life, when that is far from the reality.  

As we sat outdoors and breathed in the smell of rotten eggs mixed with burning chemicals, Moore said, 

“That is the smell of money.” Before we parted ways, he warned me not to follow the “dead truck” — 

as locals refer to the trucks that transport dead hogs that are raised under the industrial system that 

has replaced the way Moore’s family once raised hogs.  

 

Robert Osborne Moore grew up in Duplin County and is outspoken about the harm hog operations have 

caused his community. His father and uncles all farmed together, and he says, “When they killed a hog, 

they actually invited the community to come and partake and work together. … None of that occurs 

anymore.” 
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Later that day, I drove through Sampson County down a country road toward a white cross atop Mt. 

Zion AME Zion Church. The corn was so high that I could see only the cross atop the church from the 

road. I had arranged to meet with the Rev. Melvin, his wife, Janet, and their daughter Danielle.  “We 

did get approached by Smithfield, contacted by them, you know, ‘We’d like to sit down and talk.’ And 

they sent representatives out and said, ‘We don’t think we contributed to it,’” the Rev. Melvin said of 

the well water contamination. He refused to meet with Smithfield because his community has been 

dealing with the same water contamination issues for decades. However, Atkinson, the Smithfield 

representative, said that no one from the company visited the Rev. Melvin at the church. He said the 

company instead sent a letter to the church in June 2021, offering to pay for a forensic study of the 

groundwater and to reimburse the church for the cost of a new well because “we were so confident the 

farm was not the source of the contamination.” Atkinson also said representatives from Smithfield 

continue to be willing to meet with the Rev. Melvin.  

 

The Rev. Melvin and his wife, Janet, have held community meetings at the church about addressing water 

and air contamination issues and presented testimony at the North Carolina Senate Agriculture, Energy, 

and Environment Committee about Smithfield’s role in polluting local groundwater. 
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“I thought it would be hypocrisy,” the Rev. Melvin said of rejecting the proposed meeting. Instead, he 

provided the church’s space to host community meetings about how to address water and air 

contamination issues. “When they had the opportunity to share their experiences, it seemed like it 

empowered them, that it was going to make a difference.” But he also noted the power of Smithfield to 

silence people: “We found in our meetings that people came and really didn’t want to be vocal because 

they had signed nondisclosure agreements.” 

Janet Melvin shared a story about how one parishioner’s dentist told her to stop smoking. But when 

she told the dentist that she didn’t smoke, he said that the black film on her teeth could be due to the 

contaminated water.  

While people talked at church and among themselves about the CAFOs, they often feared speaking 

publicly. If they spoke to the media, they often requested to be anonymous or, if it was a radio 

interview, they asked to have their voice changed so as not to be recognized. “People fear for neighbors, 

friends, family members losing jobs or funding, being pulled from important community projects 

because someone speaks out against the industry,” Hildebrand said.  

Koonce said that her parents later presented testimony about Smithfield’s polluting local groundwater 

before the North Carolina Senate Agriculture, Energy, and Environment Committee. Afterward, she 

explained, “Even at some of the public meetings and hearings, I saw them taking pictures of my dad. 

[Smithfield] really has people planted everywhere. I mean, I tip my hat to them. They’re doing what 

these industrialized agricultural complexes do.” 

As I stood in the parking lot looking at the new church well, Koonce said that she had been inspired to 

return to North Carolina by the environmental justice work of White-Williamson, who grew up in 

Sampson County and had a career at the Office of Environmental Justice at the EPA before returning 

home to found EJCAN. 

https://www.ejcan.org/
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Sherri White-Williamson, a co-founder of the Environmental Justice Community Action Network 

(EJCAN), grew up in Sampson County and started working on the biogas issue in 2019. 

I met White-Williamson in Sampson County at the EJCAN office, which is decorated with maps — a 

sea of red and blue dots that mark the location of poultry and swine CAFOS in the area.  

When White-Williamson first started working on the biogas issue in 2019, county officials claimed they 

were not aware that a biogas facility was being built on Highway 24 in Sampson County. “Sometimes 

I’m not sure if it is a lack of knowledge or if a lot of things are being done and not everybody’s being 

brought into the decision-making process,” White-Williamson said. “I quite frankly don’t care right 

now, because I’m retired. They can’t do anything with my salary. But there are a lot of people who are 

still working at these places and are, you know, less likely to be able to stand up and challenge things. I 

would hope that over time, by providing folks with information, that the knowledge would make them 

more comfortable with trying to stand up.” 
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By design, the only way to witness the vastness of industrial hog operations is from the sky, with the 

lagoons looking like a constellation of open wounds. Doug Oakley, a volunteer pilot from Southwings, 

which promotes conservation through aviation, dedicated a morning to giving me an aerial tour of hog 

and poultry operations. Kemp Burdette, the Cape Fear Riverkeeper at Cape Fear River Watch, 

accompanied us and described the impact of CAFOs on the surrounding rivers, lakes, and communities 

as we flew over. 

At 9,000 square miles, the Cape Fear River Basin is North Carolina’s largest watershed. As we flew 

over the Goshen Swamp, a stream in the Cape Fear River Basin, Burdette talked about the spray fields 

that line the big, braided network of creeks on both sides of the wetland and how everything drains into 

the swamp. As I peered out of the tiny four-seater plane, I could see hog-waste pits stretching to the 

horizon, and Burdette pointed out the proximity of lagoons to schools and churches.  
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“The Cape Fear watershed has the most densely concentrated swine CAFOs in the world. With climate 

change and the increased frequency of hurricanes and floods in the area, the lagoons are prone to 

overflowing,” Burdette said. When lagoons overflow, the waste — including pathogens, heavy metals, 

and antibiotic-resistant bacteria — flows into the basin. 

NCDEQ reported in 2018 that 110 lagoons overflowed or were at imminent risk of doing so — a 

quantity of waste hard to imagine. “We're very quickly becoming the most dense watershed for poultry 

in the world,” Burdette said, adding, “This watershed also has the largest swine slaughterhouse in the 

world.”  

The Smithfield slaughterhouse that Burdette referred to is in Tar Heel, North Carolina, and it has the 

capacity to slaughter 36,000 hogs a day.  

 

 

 

https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3672924/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3672924/
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/09/19/climate/florence-hog-farms.html
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“Ag-gag” laws in North Carolina protect industrial hog operations and impose heavy fines on those who 

enter company facilities. One of the only ways for journalists, lawyers, and activists to view hog operations 

is from the sky. 

Locals like Moore have dealt with CAFO-related water and air pollution for decades, and they want 

Smithfield to invest in technology to treat hog waste rather than turn it into biogas.  

In January 2021, the NCDEQ held a public meeting about four Smithfield-owned hog farm permit 

modification applications involving biogas digesters, siphoning off methane and other gases, storing 

waste in open pits, and spraying this waste on fields. Later that year, the North Carolina General 

Assembly passed the Farm Act, which directed the DEQ to develop and issue a one-size-fits-all permit 

for any hog operation wanting to install a biogas digester. SELC and its community partners objected 

to the legislation for not taking into account environmental justice and pollution concerns. As Burdette 

explained to me while we flew over hog waste lagoons, air emissions from lagoons include hydrogen 

sulfide and ammonia — neither of which are monitored or regulated. When ammonia settles on the 

ground, it can lead to nitrogen-rich waters and algal blooms, which can be toxic, or “they can just be 

normal algal blooms that eventually die and then create huge fish kills.”   

When the Digester General Permit went into effect on July 1, 2022, SELC challenged the permit in 

court on behalf of Cape Fear River Watch and EJCAN. The case is ongoing, but Hildebrand said in a 

https://deq.nc.gov/about/divisions/water-resources/water-quality-permitting/animal-feeding-operations/swine-biogas-processing-permitting-actions-and-information
https://www.southernenvironment.org/press-release/farm-act-bill-signed-into-law/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC3672924/
https://www.southernenvironment.org/news/were-challenging-the-n-c-permit-for-hog-waste-operations-causing-pollution-and-harm-to-communities/
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statement, “This general permit continues a long legacy of injustice by a powerful industry, 

entrenching pollution and harms onto people with less political power despite the availability of 

cleaner, better solutions. The state has a responsibility under the law to protect people from pollution.”  

While biogas sounds benign and even useful, its production is anything but green for the communities 

where it is produced.  

 

“There's this argument and this presumption by the [hog] industry that the only way to address the 

climate change impacts of these facilities is to cover lagoons and to capture methane and then to send 

that methane into pipelines that go through all these communities,” Burdette said, “when in fact the 

only reason the methane is a problem is because we’re piping millions of gallons of hog waste into these 

giant lagoons.” 

While the technology exists to address the environmental impact of hog waste, CAFOs “can make 

money if they convince people that the only way to do anything is to keep this terrible system that hurts 

everybody,” Burdette said. 

The Rev. Melvin, his family, and his parishioners live in a community where they can’t drink tap water 

or hang out clothes. When the hurricanes roll in, they prepare — as best these communities can — for 

https://www.southernenvironment.org/news/were-challenging-the-n-c-permit-for-hog-waste-operations-causing-pollution-and-harm-to-communities/
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their rivers, their wells, and their land to overflow with untreated hog waste. SELC will continue to 

support residents to ensure that biogas facilities, green in name only, won’t further pollute these areas. 

Moore said the community wouldn’t stand a chance against Smithfield without Hildebrand and SELC 

because “we could never afford the lawyers to take on these cases. [They’re full of] fight and tenacity.” 

White-Williamson worries that the biogas digesters will create an increase in ammonia, nitrates, and 

hydrogen sulfide levels in the air. By pursuing biogas, Smithfield and other industrial hog operations in 

North Carolina are doubling down on the lagoon system, which, White-Williamson noted, is “the 

cheapest and most harmful way of managing hog waste.”  

She summarized the situation, “For 20 years, Smithfield has refused to put in place cleaner technology 

to protect the environment, water quality, all of that. And they’ve refused to do it because they keep 

saying it’s too expensive. And now they’re investing half a billion dollars in biogas, locking in the 

harmful system and creating yet another revenue stream for themselves on the backs of the people who 

live here.” 

 

 

Alice Driver is a writer from the Ozark Mountains who is working on a book about labor rights titled The 

Life and Death of the American Worker. She writes for The New Yorker, The New York Review of Books, 

and Oxford American. 
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Jacky Muniello is a Mexican photojournalist whose work focuses on identity and migration. She exhibits 

her work regularly and received an honorable mention at the Hector García Biennial (2013). Muniello’s 

photography has been published by Bloomberg, CNN, The Washington Post, Lensculture Gallery, PICS 

Center Image, and Collective Culture. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/sponsored/selc/2022/hog-waste-and-biogas-is-threatening-north-carolina-

communities?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=1%2F10%

20-

%20Tue%20%28SELC%20Hog%20Waste%29%20%2801GNYPHJFE2SWPKWZVHRVYKMW7%

29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx    

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/sponsored/selc/2022/hog-waste-and-biogas-is-threatening-north-carolina-communities?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=1%2F10%20-%20Tue%20%28SELC%20Hog%20Waste%29%20%2801GNYPHJFE2SWPKWZVHRVYKMW7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/sponsored/selc/2022/hog-waste-and-biogas-is-threatening-north-carolina-communities?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=1%2F10%20-%20Tue%20%28SELC%20Hog%20Waste%29%20%2801GNYPHJFE2SWPKWZVHRVYKMW7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/sponsored/selc/2022/hog-waste-and-biogas-is-threatening-north-carolina-communities?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=1%2F10%20-%20Tue%20%28SELC%20Hog%20Waste%29%20%2801GNYPHJFE2SWPKWZVHRVYKMW7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/sponsored/selc/2022/hog-waste-and-biogas-is-threatening-north-carolina-communities?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=1%2F10%20-%20Tue%20%28SELC%20Hog%20Waste%29%20%2801GNYPHJFE2SWPKWZVHRVYKMW7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/sponsored/selc/2022/hog-waste-and-biogas-is-threatening-north-carolina-communities?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=1%2F10%20-%20Tue%20%28SELC%20Hog%20Waste%29%20%2801GNYPHJFE2SWPKWZVHRVYKMW7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/sponsored/selc/2022/hog-waste-and-biogas-is-threatening-north-carolina-communities?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=1%2F10%20-%20Tue%20%28SELC%20Hog%20Waste%29%20%2801GNYPHJFE2SWPKWZVHRVYKMW7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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“Goodnight Moon” Author Margaret Wise Brown’s Radical and Rapturous Life, Illustrated 

“Lives don’t work the way most books do… Lives are funny and sad, scary and comforting, beautiful 

and ugly, but not when they’re supposed to be, and sometimes all at the same time.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Margaret Wise Brown (May 23, 1910–November 13, 1952) lived her life on her own terms and died, far 

too young, kicking her leg up can-can style out of a hospital bed, leaving behind Goodnight 

Moon and Runaway Bunny and a hundred — hundred! — more beloved children’s books and 

some devastatingly beautiful poems. She was unapologetically strange: She swam naked in the cold 

ocean, put a door in her house that opened out into a plunging cliff, and bought all of a flower vendor’s 

bouquets when she received her first paycheck for a book. Even the love of her life was named Michael 

Strange. (Her real name was Blanche Oelrichs.) Out of that strangeness she made wondrous, 

unexampled books that enchanted children with their playful poetics and their largehearted candor. In 

her will, she decreed that an epitaph be etched onto her granite tombstone: “Margaret Wise Brown. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/08/28/margaret-wise-brown-michael-strange-poems/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/09/30/the-dark-wood-of-the-golden-birds-margaret-wise-brown/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/09/30/the-dark-wood-of-the-golden-birds-margaret-wise-brown/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
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Writer of Songs and Nonsense.” Beneath it, the following inscription was added by those who loved 

her: 

Dear Margaret, 

You gave us all so much — 

A chance to love 

A place to rest 

A window into living. 

 

A splendid window into her world opens up in The Important Thing About Margaret Wise Brown (public 

library) by writer Mac Barnett and artist Sarah Jacoby, playfully titled after Brown’s essentialist 

masterpiece The Important Book. 

With his simply worded richness of sentiment, Barnett promises on the opening page: 

Margaret Wise Brown lived for 42 years. 

This book is 42 pages long. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/1101186458
https://www.worldcat.org/title/1101186458
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/mac-barnett/
https://www.thesarahjacoby.com/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/27/margaret-wise-brown-the-important-book/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
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You can’t fit somebody’s life into 42 pages, 

so I am just going to tell you some important things. 

 

Somehow, these few “important things” end up distilling the essence of Brown’s spirit. Emanating from 

them all is a larger love letter to the life of books rendered through the lives of those who make them: 

It can be odd to imagine the lives of the people who write the books you read, 

like running into your teacher at the supermarket. 

But authors are people. 

They are born and they die. 

They fall in love and they fall in love again. 

They go to the supermarket to buy tomatoes, 

which they keep in the bottom drawers of their refrigerators, 

even though tomatoes should stay out on the counter. 

But which of these things is important? And to whom? 

Often, the seemingly unimportant things — the mundane choices, the quirks, the daily circumstance of 

being — end up becoming the building blocks of character and creativity. We learn, for instance, of the 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
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pets Margaret Wise Brown kept as a little girl living in a house by the woods: a dog, two squirrels, 

seven fish, a pair of guinea pigs, a wild robin, and thirty-six rabbits — rabbits that inspired the central 

characters in some of her most beloved books. Even Michael Strange’s nickname for her was “Bunny-

no-good.” 

 

In one of the vignettes that string together the story of her life, Barnett writes: 

This is a story about a rabbit. 

Margaret’s rabbits lived in a great big hutch. 

At first there were a few, 

and then there were many. 

That’s how it is with rabbits. 

They are born, 

and they die, 

and when one of Margaret’s rabbits died, 

she skinned the rabbit 

and wore its pelt. 

Margaret wrapped herself in that rabbit’s fur 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
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and paraded before her brother and sisters 

(and the other rabbits as well). 

In consonance with Brown’s contemporary E.B. White’s insistence that “anyone who writes down to 

children is simply wasting his time [because] you have to write up, not down,” Barnett adds: 

 

 

There are people who will say a story like this 

doesn’t belong in a children’s book. 

But it happened. 

Margaret Wise Brown took up a rabbit 

and took off its pelt, 

and she did it when she was a child. 

And isn’t it important that children’s books 

contain the things children think of 

and the things children do, 

even if those things seem strange? 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/02/26/e-b-white-writing-for-children/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/02/26/e-b-white-writing-for-children/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
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In Jacoby’s almost unbearably tender illustrations, we see Brown swim joyously in the icy waters of her 

beloved Maine and romp with her beloved dog Crispin’s Crispian and write story after story and 

persevere as a single powerful librarian launches a censorship crusade against her books, leaving her 

out — quite literally — on the steps of the New York Public Library toasting tea with her editor, the 

indomitable Ursula Nordstrom (who once composed the single finest response to censorship I have ever 

encountered when another one of her authors, the young Maurice Sendak, came under fire). 

https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/ursula-nordstrom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/06/21/james-gandolfini-reads-maurice-sendak/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

28 

 

Barnett handles Brown’s tragic death with touching candor and sensitivity, emanating a larger 

meditation on the nature of life: 

Lives don’t work the way most books do. 

They can end suddenly, 

as fast as you kick your leg in the air. 

Lives are funny and sad, 

scary and comforting, 

beautiful and ugly, 

but not when they’re supposed to be, 

and sometimes all at the same time. 

There are patterns in a life, 

and patterns in a story, 

but in real lives and good stories 

the patterns are hard to see, 

because the truth is never made of straight lines. 

Lives are strange. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
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Complement The Important Thing About Margaret Wise Brown with Brown’s own least known, 

strangest and most wondrous book about life and death, then revisit some other fantastic picture-book 

biographies of cultural icons: Emily Dickinson, John Lewis, Keith Haring, Maria Mitchell, Ada 

Lovelace, Louise Bourgeois, E.E. Cummings, Jane Goodall, Jane Jacobs, Frida Kahlo, Louis 

Braille, Pablo Neruda, Albert Einstein, Muddy Waters, Wangari Maathai, and Nellie Bly. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/12/12/the-important-thing-about-margaret-wise-

brown/?mc_cid=978940a9bc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662   

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/09/30/the-dark-wood-of-the-golden-birds-margaret-wise-brown/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/10/05/emily-dickinson-michael-bedard-barbara-cooney/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/12/05/preaching-to-the-chickens-john-lewis/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/06/26/drawing-on-walls-keith-haring/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/04/05/ada-lovelace-poet-of-science/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/04/05/ada-lovelace-poet-of-science/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/04/08/cloth-lullaby-louise-bourgeois/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/03/30/enormous-smallness-e-e-cummings-matthew-burgess/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/01/19/me-jane-patrick-mcdonnell/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/06/13/walking-the-city-with-jane-jacobs/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/01/03/frida-kahlo-and-her-animalitos/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/03/21/six-dots-braille/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/03/21/six-dots-braille/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/11/04/pablo-neruda-poet-of-the-people-book/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/12/30/on-a-beam-of-light-albert-einstein-radunsky/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/12/12/muddy-waters-picture-book/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/06/04/wangari-maathai-the-woman-who-planted-millions-of-trees/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/07/17/the-daring-nellie-bly-bonnie-christensen/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/12/12/the-important-thing-about-margaret-wise-brown/?mc_cid=978940a9bc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/12/12/the-important-thing-about-margaret-wise-brown/?mc_cid=978940a9bc&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0062393448/braipick-20
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What Is Time: 200 Years of Ravishing Reflections, from Borges to Nina Simone 

We are living interludes, bookended between not yet and no more, each of us a random draw of the 

cosmic lottery, each allotted a sliver of spacetime in which to live out our lives as chance configurations 

of stardust suspended in time. 

Gathered here are some of my favorite reflections on and reckonings with the fundament of being from 

a century of writing and a lifetime of reading. 

 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=363382023d&e=d1c16ac662
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Discus chronologicus — a German depiction of time from the early 1720s. (Available as a print and as a 

wall clock.) 

JORGE LUIS BORGES 

In his superb New Refutation of Time, Jorge Luis Borges (August 24, 1899–June 14, 1986) writes: 

Time is the substance I am made of. Time is a river which sweeps me along, but I am the 

river; it is a tiger which destroys me, but I am the tiger; it is a fire which consumes me, but 

I am the fire. 

 

NINA SIMONE 

On October 26, 1969, at the Philharmonic Hall in New York City, Nina Simone (February 21, 1933–

April 21, 2003) performed a version of “Who Knows Where the Time Goes,” written by the English 

folk-rock singer-songwriter Sandy Denny and popularized by Judy Collins. Sitting her the grand piano, 

she prefaced her performance with a soulful meditation on the nature of time: 

Sometime in your life, you will have occasion to say, “What is this thing called time?” 

What is that, the clock? You go to work by the clock, you get your martini in the afternoon 

by the clock and your coffee by the clock, and you have to get on the plane at a certain 

time, and arrive at a certain time. It goes on and on and on and on. 

And time is a dictator, as we know it. Where does it go? What does it do? Most of all, is it alive? Is it a 

thing that we cannot touch and is it alive? 

And then, one day, you look in the mirror — you’re old — and you say, “Where does the time go?” 

 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=1ca177f2c5&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=174b18056c&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=174b18056c&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=0db6383905&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=ef0048c00b&e=d1c16ac662
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ETEL ADNAN 

In her enchanting Journey to Mount Tamalpais, the Lebanese-American poet, painter, and 

philosopher Etel Adnan (February 24, 1925–November 14, 2021) exults: 

O impermanence! What a lovely word and a sad feeling. What a fight with termination, 

with lives that fall into death like cliffs. 

O Sundays which are like vessels in a storm, with nothing before and nothing after! 

[…] 

When you realize you are mortal you also realize the tremendousness of the future. You fall in love with 

a Time you will never perceive. 

Half a lifetime later, at the age of 95, Adnan returns to the subject of time, which was always the raw 

material of her art, and writes in her exquisite final work: 

My favorite time is in time’s other side, its other identity, the kind that collapses and 

sometimes reappears, and sometimes doesn’t. The one that looks like marshmallows, 

pomegranates, and stranger things, before returning to its kind of abstraction… Today I 

see eternity everywhere. I had yesterday an empty glass of champagne on the table, and it 

looked both infinite and eternal. 

One blustery day, finding herself “at the door of Time’s immensity,” Adnan answers Nina Simone’s 

wonderment about the aliveness of time: 

One more day following an infinity of days. And this one on its way out, according to its 

fate. If everything is alive, this day is too, a life independent from mine, and still 

interdependent. 

 

ALAN LIGHTMAN 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=52fd79b9d1&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=9791b58b26&e=d1c16ac662
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Einstein’s Dreams by the poetic physicist Alan Lightman remains my all-time favorite single work of 

art on the science and philosophy of time. In each of the imaginary worlds the novel conjures up, time 

works differently, goes differently, illuminating some facet of our multidimensional temporal 

experience in the one world we do inhabit. 

In one world, the inhabitants are incapable of imagining the future: 

In a world without future, each parting of friends is a death. In a world without future, 

each loneliness is final. In a world without future, each laugh is the last laugh. In a world 

without future, beyond the present lies nothingness, and people cling to the present as if 

hanging from a cliff. 

Another world is located at the center of time, where time stands still, traveling outward in concentric 

circles to the outside worlds. Lovers and the parents of small children make pilgrimages to this place, 

hoping to preserve their fleeting bliss: 

Some say it is best not to go near the center of time. Life is a vessel of sadness, but it is 

noble to live life, and without time there is no life. Others disagree. They would rather have 

an eternity of contentment, even if that eternity were fixed and frozen, like a butterfly 

mounted in a case. 

In yet another, there is no shared stream of present in this world — only islands of neighboring 

solitudes, each suspended in a different moment of a different past: 

The tragedy of this world is that no one is happy, whether stuck in a time of pain or of joy. 

The tragedy of this world is that everyone is alone. For a life in the past cannot be shared 

with the present. Each person who gets stuck in time gets stuck alone. 

This, indeed, is the silent refrain of the novel: the haunting reminder that however the past and the 

future might unfold and refold in the origami of even the most elaborate time-model, unless we live in 

the present, we are not living at all. 

 

HANNAH ARENDT 

Hannah Arendt (October 14, 1906–December 4, 1975) channels this elemental fact in her indispensable 

early treatise on love: 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=76481fdb88&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=4a7119f7d2&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=4a7119f7d2&e=d1c16ac662
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Fearlessness is what love seeks… Such fearlessness exists only in the complete calm that 

can no longer be shaken by events expected of the future… Hence the only valid tense is the 

present, the Now. 

A lifetime later, upon becoming the first woman to deliver the prestigious Gifford Lectures, Arendt 

looks squarely at time itself in relation to the life of the mind. At the center of it is her insight that 

thinking is our rebellion against the tyranny of time and a hedge against the terror of our finitude: 

Looked at from the perspective of the everyday world of appearances, the everywhere of 

the thinking ego — summoning into its presence whatever it pleases from any distance in 

time or space, which thought traverses with a velocity greater than light’s — is a nowhere. 

And since this nowhere is by no means identical with the twofold nowhere from which we 

suddenly appear at birth and into which almost as suddenly we disappear in death, it might be 

conceived only as the Void. And the absolute void can be a limiting boundary concept; though not 

inconceivable, it is unthinkable. Obviously, if there is absolutely nothing, there can be nothing to think 

about. That we are in possession of these limiting boundary concepts enclosing our thought within 

(insurmountable) walls — and the notion of an absolute beginning or an absolute end is among them — 

does not tell us more than that we are indeed finite beings. 

[…] 

Man’s* finitude, irrevocably given by virtue of his own short time span set in an infinity of time 

stretching into both past and future, constitutes the infrastructure, as it were, of all mental activities: it 

manifests itself as the only reality of which thinking qua thinking is aware, when the thinking ego has 

withdrawn from the world of appearances and lost the sense of realness inherent in the sensus 

communis by which we orient ourselves in this world… The everywhere of thought is indeed a region of 

nowhere. 

 

GASTON BACHELARD 

In his magnificent Intuition of the Instant, the French philosopher Gaston Bachelard (June 27, 1884–

October 19, 1962) opposes the idea that the present moment is the only arena in which the reality of life 

plays out, and instead calls for a broader continuity of time as the ultimate landscape of being: 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=1371ff3744&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=28f1b3daaf&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=5507f25b42&e=d1c16ac662
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If our heart were large enough to love life in all its detail, we would see that every instant is 

at once a giver and a plunderer, and that a young or tragic novelty — always sudden — 

never ceases to illustrate the essential discontinuity of time. 

Bachelard traces this disconnect from philosophy to science — shortly after Einstein’s relativity rattled 

our understanding of time, he laments that mathematicians have dehumanized time by reducing it to 

measurable units of duration: 

Upon entering the domain of such prophets of the abstract, time is hence reduced to a 

simple algebraic variable — the variable par excellence — better suited to the analysis of 

the possible than to the examination of the real. Continuity is indeed a schema of pure 

possibility for mathematicians, rather than an essential character of reality. 

It is in duration, he argues, and not in discreet moments that we find the meaning of time and, in 

consequence, the vital force of life: 

The human intellect, in its ineptitude to pursue what is vital, immobilizes time within an 

ever-artificial present. Such present is pure nothingness — a nothingness that cannot even 

succeed at truly separating past from future. It seems indeed that the past carries its forces 

into the future, and that the future is necessary as an outlet for forces issuing form the past. 

A single sweeping life force, an identical élan vital, would thus suffice to consolidate duration. Thought, 

as a fragment of life, should not impose its rules upon life. Devoted as it is to the contemplation of static 

being, of spatial being, the intellect must guard against misunderstanding the reality of becoming… It 

then becomes necessary for us to take time as a whole, if we are to grasp its reality. Time is at the very 

source of the élan vital. Though life may be showered with flashes of insight, it is truly duration that 

explains life. 

 

URSULA K. LE GUIN 

A century after Bachelard, Ursula K. Le Guin (October 21, 1929–January 22, 2018) takes up this 

essential ongoingness in a spare and splendid poem that radiates Borges’s riverine nature of time and 

Alan Lightman’s multiplicity of temporal experiences: 

HYMN TO TIME 

by Ursula K. Le Guin 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=65a554df83&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=65a554df83&e=d1c16ac662
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Time says “Let there be” 

every moment and instantly 

there is space and the radiance 

of each bright galaxy. 

And eyes beholding radiance. 

And the gnats’ flickering dance. 

And the seas’ expanse. 

And death, and chance. 

Time makes room 

for going and coming home 

and in time’s womb 

begins all ending. 

Time is being and being 

time, it is all one thing, 

the shining, the seeing, 

the dark abounding. 

 

SØREN KIERKEGAARD 

In the first year of his thirties, Søren Kierkegaard (May 5, 1813–November 11, 1855) set out to 

investigate the inner structure of our existential anxiety. Invariably, he arrived at the perplexity of 

time: 

[A human being] is a synthesis of psyche and body, but he is also a synthesis of the temporal 

and the eternal. 

In using the eternal as one of our reference points, Kierkegaard observes, we create the 

central syllogism of our time-model: 

If time is correctly defined as an infinite succession, it most likely is also defined as the 

present, the past, and the future. This distinction, however, is incorrect if it is considered to 

be implicit in time itself, because the distinction appears only through the relation of time 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=1edd379fcc&e=d1c16ac662
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to eternity and through the reflection of eternity in time. If in the infinite succession of time a foothold 

could be found, i.e., a present, which was the dividing point, the division would be quite correct. 

However, precisely because every moment, as well as the sum of the moments, is a process (a passing 

by), no moment is a present, and accordingly there is in time neither present, nor past, nor future. If it 

is claimed that this division can be maintained, it is because the moment is spatialized, but thereby the 

infinite succession comes to a halt, it is because representation is introduced that allows time to be 

represented instead of being thought. Even so, this is not correct procedure, for even as representation, 

the infinite succession of time is an infinitely contentless present (this is the parody of the eternal). 

[…] 

Thus understood, the moment is not properly an atom of time but an atom of eternity. It is the first 

reflection of eternity in time, its first attempt, as it were, at stopping time. 

 

JAMES GLEICK 

A century and a half after Kierkegaard, James Gleick atomizes time in his wonderful inquiry into the 

human dream of time-travel to suggest — in consonance with Octavia Butler’s bellowing proclamation 

that God is change — that time is just the name we give to our perception of change: 

When the future vanishes into the past so quickly, what remains is a kind of atemporality, 

a present tense in which temporal order feels as arbitrary as alphabetical order. We say 

that the present is real—yet it flows through our fingers like quicksilver. 

[…] 

It might be fair to say that all we perceive is change — that any sense of stasis is a constructed illusion. 

Every moment alters what came before. We reach across layers of time for the memories of our 

memories. 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=783d789cf2&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=783d789cf2&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=c12c27e9bd&e=d1c16ac662
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T.S. ELIOT 

Nested into the first of the iconic Four Quartets by T.S. Eliot (September 26, 1888–January 4, 1965) is 

what has endured for more than a century as the most timeless ode to time: 

Time present and time past 

Are both perhaps present in time future 

And time future contained in time past. 

If all time is eternally present 

All time is unredeemable. 

What might have been is an abstraction 

Remaining a perpetual possibility 

Only in a world of speculation. 

What might have been and what has been 

Point to one end, which is always present. 

Footfalls echo in the memory 

Down the passage which we did not take 

Towards the door we never opened 

Into the rose-garden. My words echo 

Thus, in your mind. 

                        But to what purpose 

Disturbing the dust on a bowl of rose-leaves 

I do not know. 

                        Other echoes 

Inhabit the garden. Shall we follow? 

Quick, said the bird, find them, find them, 

Round the corner. Through the first gate, 

Into our first world, shall we follow 

The deception of the thrush? Into our first world. 

There they were, dignified, invisible, 

Moving without pressure, over the dead leaves, 

In the autumn heat, through the vibrant air, 

And the bird called, in response to 

The unheard music hidden in the shrubbery, 

And the unseen eyebeam crossed, for the roses 

Had the look of flowers that are looked at. 

There they were as our guests, accepted and accepting. 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=65b850c5ea&e=d1c16ac662
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So we moved, and they, in a formal pattern, 

Along the empty alley, into the box circle, 

To look down into the drained pool. 

Dry the pool, dry concrete, brown edged, 

And the pool was filled with water out of sunlight, 

And the lotos rose, quietly, quietly, 

The surface glittered out of heart of light, 

And they were behind us, reflected in the pool. 

Then a cloud passed, and the pool was empty. 

Go, said the bird, for the leaves were full of children, 

Hidden excitedly, containing laughter. 

Go, go, go, said the bird: human kind 

Cannot bear very much reality. 

Time past and time future 

What might have been and what has been 

Point to one end, which is always present. 

 

KAHLIL GIBRAN 

In a passage from the 1923 classic The Prophet by the great Lebanese poet, painter, and 

philosopher Kahlil Gibran (January 6, 1883–April 10, 1931), an astronomer asks the central character 

to explain time, and the Prophet responds: 

You would measure time the measureless and the immeasurable. 

You would adjust your conduct and even direct the course of your spirit according to 

hours and seasons. 

Of time you would make a stream upon whose bank you would sit and watch its flowing. 

Yet the timeless in you is aware of life’s timelessness, 

And knows that yesterday is but today’s memory and tomorrow is today’s dream. 

And that that which sings and contemplates in you is still dwelling within the bounds of that first 

moment which scattered the stars into space. 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=5556068f6f&e=d1c16ac662
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MICHAEL POLLAN 

In his elegant meditation on flowers and the meaning of life, Michael Pollan considers how the great 

allure of flowers — their combination of beauty and ephemerality — illuminates the central reality of 

human life: 

I do wonder if it isn’t significant that our experience of flowers is so deeply drenched in our 

sense of time. Maybe there’s a good reason we find their fleetingness so piercing, can 

scarcely look at a flower in bloom without thinking ahead, whether in hope or regret. We 

might share with certain insects a tropism inclining us toward flowers, but presumably 

insects can look at a blossom without entertaining thoughts of the past and future — complicated 

human thoughts that may once have been anything but idle. Flowers have always had important things 

to teach us about time. 

 

REBECCA SOLNIT 

Tucked into the altogether magnificent Orwell’s Roses by Rebecca Solnit is an invitation to a different 

calibration of time, shifting us to a different place along the spectrum between the ephemeral and the 

eternal on which we exist: 

There’s an Etruscan word, saeculum, that describes the span of time lived by the oldest 

person present, sometimes calculated to be about a hundred years. In a looser sense, the 

word means the expanse of time during which something is in living memory. Every event 

has its saeculum, and then its sunset when the last person who fought in the Spanish Civil 

War or the last person who saw the last passenger pigeon is gone. To us, trees seemed to offer another 

kind of saeculum, a longer time scale and deeper continuity, giving shelter from our ephemerality the 

way that a tree might offer literal shelter under its boughs. 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=79d686f952&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=784e46fe38&e=d1c16ac662
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In consonance with the central poetic image in Ursula K. Le Guin’s love-poem to trees, Solnit considers 

the saeculum of these particular trees, planted in San Francisco by Mary Ellen Pleasant — an 

Underground Railroad heroine and pioneering civil rights activist, born into slavery in the early years 

of the 19th century: 

She had died more than a hundred years before that day we stood under her eucalyptus 

trees, which felt as though they were the living witnesses of a past otherwise beyond our 

reach. They had outlived the wooden mansion in which some of the dramas of her life had 

played out. They were so broad they had buckled the sidewalk, and they reached up higher 

than most of the buildings around them. Their peeling gray and tan bark spiraled around their trunks, 

their sickle-shaped leaves lay scattered on the sidewalk, and the wind murmured in their crowns. The 

trees made the past seem within reach in a way nothing else could: here were living things that had 

been planted and tended by a living being who was gone, but the trees that had been alive in her 

lifetime were in ours and might be after we were gone. They changed the shape of time. 

 

For some scientific counterparts to these literary reckonings, see the neuropsychology of how time 

perception modulates our experience of selfhood, the cognitive science of how our social interactions 

shape our experience of time, and the little loophole in the physics of the Big Bang that rattles our 

surety about when time really began. 

 

https://themarginalian.us2.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=363382023d&e=d1c16ac662   

https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=ae2154a284&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=082bfc2115&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=082bfc2115&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=f6b46cbb80&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=f6b46cbb80&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=0928dce138&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=363382023d&e=d1c16ac662
https://themarginalian.us2.list-manage.com/track/click?u=13eb080d8a315477042e0d5b1&id=363382023d&e=d1c16ac662
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The Blood Collages of John Bingley Garland (ca. 1850–60) 

 

Detail from a single-page collage by John Bingley Garland, ca. 1850–60, featuring Mary Magdalene beneath 

a violin-playing cherub — Source. 

The novelist Evelyn Waugh was an inveterate collector. His interest was Victorian arcana — bric-a-brac 

unfashionable in his time, even gauche, and cheaply acquired. He had a soft spot for histrionic decorative 

objects, and furniture much larger than function demanded. By his own account, Waugh’s taste referenced the 

musty, redolent home of his three maiden aunts, a house that hadn’t been altered since 1870, which had 

entranced Waugh as a young child. Brownish oil paintings; mounted butterflies; glass cabinets of fossils; a 

taxidermized monkey on the bathroom shelf. “It all belonged to another age, which I instinctively, even then, 

recognized as superior to my own.” 

In middle-age, Waugh turned his collector’s eye toward books, telling Life magazine in 1946 that he was now 

“collect[ing] old books in an inexpensive, desultory way”. Indeed, he amassed some 3500 volumes, all of 

https://www.getty.edu/art/collection/object/109Q8D
https://archive.org/details/littlelearningfi00waug/page/48/mode/2up
https://www.evelynwaugh.org.uk/styled-143/index.html
https://www.evelynwaugh.org.uk/styled-143/index.html
https://books.google.fi/books?id=6FQEAAAAMBAJ&pg=PA53
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which were transferred after his death to the Harry Ransom Center in Austin, Texas. Despite the size of 

Waugh’s library, the archive had no trouble designating its “single most curious object”. That distinction 

belonged without question to the Victorian Blood Book. 

 

Detail from a page of John Bingley Garland's “Blood Book”, featuring a cut out from William Blake's 

engraving titled The Soul exploring the recesses of the Grave — Source. 

The Blood Book is handmade, folio-sized, with a handsome marbled endpaper and forty-three pages of 

exquisitely crafted decoupage. John Bingley Garland, the manuscript’s creator, used collage techniques, 

excising illustrations from other books to assemble elegant, balanced compositions. Most of the source 

material is Romantic engravings by William Blake and his ilk, but there are also brilliantly colored flowers 

and fruits. Snakes are a favorite motif, butterflies another. A small bird is centered on every page. The space 

between the images is filled with tiny hand-written script that reads like a staccato sermon. “One! yet has 

larger bounties! to bestow! Joys! Powers! untasted! In a World like this, Powers!” etc. 

https://hrc.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/p15878coll16/id/46/rec/1
https://hrc.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/p15878coll16
https://hrc.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/p15878coll16/id/12/rec/1
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The book’s reputation, however, rests on a decorative detail that overwhelms: To each page, Garland added 

languid, crimson drops in red India ink, hanging from the cut-out images like pendalogues from a chandelier. 

Blood drips from platters of grapes and tree boughs, statuaries and skeletons. Crosses seep, a cheetah drools, 

angels dangle bloody sashes. A bouquet of white chrysanthemums is spritzed. 

To be clear, Garland’s blood is not that of surgery or crime or menses, but of religious iconography. He 

obviously intended the blood to represent Christ’s own. And yet the final work suggests that the properties of 

actual blood tugged the artist’s shirtsleeves, pulling him away from the symbol and towards its source. It’s as 

if God gave Garland permission to fetishize hemorrhage. The Blood Book isn’t the only evidence of this 

fixation. Garland also made several single-page collages, now dispersed in various museums. In these, the 

imagery is more densely layered and the compositions more clamorous than those in the Blood Book, but the 

trademark drips remain. 

 

Two single-page “blood collages” by John Bingley Garland, ca. 1850–1860 — Source: left, right. (The image 

on the left is available as a print in our online shop.) 

https://www.getty.edu/art/collection/object/109Q8D
https://collections.artsmia.org/search/artist:%22John%20Bingley%20Garland%22
https://publicdomainreview.org/product/blood-collage
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Two single-page “blood collages” by John Bingley Garland, ca. 1850–1860 — Source: left, right. 

https://collections.artsmia.org/search/artist:%22John%20Bingley%20Garland%22
https://collections.artsmia.org/search/artist:%22John%20Bingley%20Garland%22
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Two single-page “blood collages” by John Bingley Garland, ca. 1850–1860 — Source: left, right. 

It’s not clear that Garland ever saw collages like the ones he decided to make. While Victorian scrapbooking 

could sometimes veer toward collage, the Blood Book is in a different category entirely, deploying techniques 

usually dated to Cubism in the early twentieth century. There is no evidence that Garland even considered 

himself an artist. Born in Poole, England, in 1791, he was a politician and merchant who joined the family 

fishmongering business. The fish came from Trinity, Newfoundland, such that Garland moved back and forth 

between Poole and Trinity, distinguishing himself in both places. He was Newfoundland’s first speaker of the 

house and a two-term mayor of Poole; with his brother, he spearheaded the building of a church in Trinity. He 

seems to have retired early, leaving public life around age forty-five, though he lived another four decades. 

The occasion of the Blood Book was the 1854 marriage of his daughter Amy, who treasured it as the pious 

craft of a loving father. Her heirs rejected the Blood Book nickname, preferring “Amy’s Gift”. (Garland’s 

own title—Durenstein!, a cryptic reference to the castle in which King Richard the Lionheart was ransomed 

during the Third Crusade — didn’t stick.) 

It’s not surprising the Garland heirloom ended up in Waugh’s library. The Blood Book’s singularity would 

have spoken to any collector of mid-Victorian whatnots, and Waugh was moreover a devout Catholic. But it 

was perhaps the specific pitch of Garland’s creation that made the purchase inevitable, the breathless 

http://ackland.emuseum.com/objects/29240/a-blood-collage
http://ackland.emuseum.com/objects/29241/a-blood-collage;jsessionid=8EC9FC83139DEE424AEDE4599A2F9D4A
https://www.metmuseum.org/exhibitions/listings/2010/victorian-photocollage/photo-gallery
https://hrc.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/p15878coll16/id/46/rec/1
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exuberance of so many exclamation points, and so much exclamatory blood. For a man famously cynical and 

perpetually bored, the Blood Book was the perfect novelty. 

Below you can browse all forty-one collages from Garland's Blood Book, courtesy of the Harry Ransom 

Center. 

 

Text by Sasha Archibald 

 

 

SOURCE Harry Ransom Center  

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributor/sasha-archibald
https://hrc.contentdm.oclc.org/digital/collection/p15878coll16/id/46/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

48 

 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

49 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

50 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

51 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

52 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

53 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

54 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

55 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

56 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

57 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

58 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

59 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

60 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

61 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

62 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

63 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

64 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

65 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

66 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

67 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

68 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

69 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

70 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

71 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

72 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

73 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

74 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

75 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

76 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

77 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

78 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

79 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

80 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

81 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

82 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

83 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

84 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

85 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

86 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

87 

 

 

 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/garland-blood-collages 

  

https://publicdomainreview.org/product/blood-collage
https://publicdomainreview.org/product/blood-collage
https://publicdomainreview.org/product/blood-collage
https://publicdomainreview.org/product/blood-collage
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/garland-blood-collages
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For today’s young workers in the U.S., job tenure is similar to that of young workers in the past 

BY RICHARD FRY 

Today’s young adults have been on the job with their current employer about as long as young adults over the 

past four decades, according to a Pew Research Center analysis of the U.S. government’s most recent job 

tenure data. Among 18- to 34-year-old workers in the United States, 44% reported in January 2022 that they 

had been with their current employer three years or more. 

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/richard-fry
https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=419356
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The share of young employees who have been with their employer three years or more has remained 

relatively steady over time. But it is down somewhat from the share during the aftermath of the Great 

Recession (2007-2009), when employers were doing less new hiring and workers in general shied away from 

changing jobs. By 2016, 43% of young workers reported being with their current employer at least three 

years, representing a return to the average over the past 40 years and similar to the percentage today. With the 

exception of the Great Recession period, today’s young workers are not changing employers more often than 

young workers did in the 1980s, 1990s or early 2000s. 

How we did this 

On the flip side, 40% of today’s young workers have been with their employer 12 months or less – again 

similar to job tenure patterns among young workers in earlier years, with the exception of the period from 

2010 to 2014. 

There are several factors that influence job tenure, sometimes in conflicting ways. Voluntary quitting 

increased substantially in 2021 – including among young workers – during what’s become known as 

the Great Resignation. At the same time, the spike in quitting may have been offset by employers trying to 

hold onto workers in a tight labor market by not laying off or firing them, resulting in little overall change in 

how long the typical young worker has been on the job. The Bureau of Labor Statistics reports that the 

median 25- to 34-year-old worker had been with their employer 2.8 years in 2022, unchanged from 2020. In 

1983 the median tenure of this group was 3.0 years. 

Job tenure patterns among young workers are affected by occupational, demographic changes 

While young workers today have similar job tenure as young workers in the 1980s and 1990s, there have been 

some changes in the type of work that they do, as well as in the demographic composition of the young adult 

workforce (mirroring the changes that have occurred in the workforce of all ages). These changes have 

affected job tenure patterns in different ways. 

https://www.census.gov/library/working-papers/2016/adrm/ces-wp-16-12r.html
https://www.census.gov/library/working-papers/2016/adrm/ces-wp-16-12r.html
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/03/09/majority-of-workers-who-quit-a-job-in-2021-cite-low-pay-no-opportunities-for-advancement-feeling-disrespected/
https://www.bls.gov/news.release/tenure.nr0.htm
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https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=419357
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Compared with the 1980s, today’s young workforce has more people working in management and 

professional occupations – a group that tends to stay with their employer longer. In 2022, 32% of young 

workers are in management, professional or related occupations, up from 21% in 1983. In 2022, 51% of 

young managers and professionals have worked for their employer three years or more – higher than the share 

among young workers overall (44%). 

At the same time, today’s young workforce has many more Hispanic workers than was the case 40 years ago, 

and these workers tend to have shorter job tenure compared with  young adults overall. Hispanics have more 

than tripled their ranks among young workers since 1983, rising from 6% to 22% of the total. When it comes 

to tenure, 41% of Hispanic 18- to 34-year-old workers have been on the job three years or more. 

Women also have increased their share among young workers since the 1980s and tend to have shorter job 

tenure when compared with men. Women account for 49% of young employees today, up from 47% in 1983. 

In 2022, 41% of young women have been on the job three years or more, compared with 46% of young men. 

Job tenure, or seniority with an employer, matters economically because worker earnings tend to 

increase with more time on the job. 

Topics 

 Business & WorkplaceYounger Adults 

 

Richard Fry  is a senior researcher focusing on economics and education at Pew Research Center. 

https://academic.oup.com/restud/article-abstract/72/1/77/1585793?login=false
https://academic.oup.com/restud/article-abstract/72/1/77/1585793?login=false
https://www.pewresearch.org/topic/economy-work/business-workplace/
https://www.pewresearch.org/topic/generations-age/age/younger-adults/
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/richard-fry
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POSTS BIO TWITTER EMAIL 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/02/for-todays-young-workers-in-the-u-s-job-tenure-is-

similar-to-that-of-young-workers-in-the-

past/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-

SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D   

https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/richard-fry
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/richard-fry
http://twitter.com/r_fry1
https://www.pewresearch.org/contact/
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/02/for-todays-young-workers-in-the-u-s-job-tenure-is-similar-to-that-of-young-workers-in-the-past/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/02/for-todays-young-workers-in-the-u-s-job-tenure-is-similar-to-that-of-young-workers-in-the-past/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/02/for-todays-young-workers-in-the-u-s-job-tenure-is-similar-to-that-of-young-workers-in-the-past/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/02/for-todays-young-workers-in-the-u-s-job-tenure-is-similar-to-that-of-young-workers-in-the-past/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D
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VIA FARRAR, STRAUS AND GIROUX 

How Sergei Diaghilev and the Ballets Russes Revolutionized Dance 

Rupert Christiansen on the Modernization of Ballet 

By Rupert Christiansen 

 

October 19, 2022 

One defining characteristic of Sergei Diaghilev’s personality, complementary to his capacity to make things 

happen and get things done, was a low boredom threshold. It was this almost irritable restlessness that lay 

https://us.macmillan.com/books/9780374139698/diaghilevs-empire
https://lithub.com/author/rupertchristiansen/
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behind his much-quoted exhortation to the young poet Jean Cocteau, a tiresome opportunist hanging on to the 

Ballets Russes’s coat-tails in Paris as he angled to be given his big chance. “Étonne-moi, Jean,” Diaghilev 

challenged him, perhaps with a note of impatience. Buzz off until you can show me something fascinatingly 

different. Cocteau would certainly try. 

By the beginning of 1912, London and Paris were conquered territory, and throughout that year the Ballets 

Russes would also lay siege to the Middle European cultural centers of Berlin, Vienna, Dresden and Budapest 

as well, with tours of the Americas on the horizon too. 

But Diaghilev already felt that the product was stagnating. He was bored by the shenanigans of star dancers 

such as Pavlova, Kschessinska and Ida Rubinstein, who were either disloyal or greedy or narrowly self--

interested, or all three. He was bored by attempts to resuscitate dainty white-tulle ballets such as Giselle, just 

as he was bored by Benois’s nostalgic infatuation with the court of Versailles and Renaissance Italy. More 

problematically, he was also beginning to be bored by one of his greatest assets—the choreography of Michel 

Fokine, which had to date provided virtually all the company’s original work. 

Fokine’s ballets for Diaghilev had been brilliantly varied in subject matter and atmosphere—from the 

folkloric Petrushka and The Firebird to the subtle salon perfume of Carnaval and the exoticism 

of Scheherazade—as well as offering showcases for the talents of Karsavina and Nijinsky. Yet his newer 

creations palled: the classically themed Narcisse proved insipid, while two orientalist 

fantasies, Thamar and Le Dieu bleu (based on a scenario that was Cocteau’s first vain attempt to meet 

Diaghilev’s demands for étonnement), contained nothing original or striking, despite Bakst’s fabulous 

designs. Worse, Diaghilev insultingly short-changed Fokine’s work on Daphnis et Chloé and the exquisite 

score that had been commissioned from Maurice Ravel; its rehearsal schedule was curtailed and the première 

postponed. 

One defining characteristic of Diaghilev’s personality, complementary to his capacity to make things happen 

and get things done, was a low boredom threshold. 

Now was the time to rewrite some of the rules—to turn on his paymasters by taking them out of themselves 

and showing them what they didn’t know they wanted. His twenty-three-year-old lover Nijinsky would lead 

the charge. In him Diaghilev had detected, on nothing but a hunch, a genius that went beyond his capacity to 

incarnate other identities and leap like a big cat. Nijinsky danced to a different drummer as he inhabited his 

mysteriously unconventional view of the world. Could he be the choreographer to push ballet out of the 

realms of fairy story and lurid romance into uncharted aesthetic territory? 
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In private, their relationship was becoming tetchy—Diaghilev twitchily jealous and possessive, Nijinsky 

uncommunicative and sexually reluctant—but over the next year they would be intensely engaged in a great 

adventure. 

Much of the initial impetus for Nijinsky’s first creative essay came directly from Diaghilev. It was he who 

selected Debussy’s voluptuous tone-poem of 1894, Prélude à l’après-midi d’un faune (only ten minutes long, 

and therefore damage-limited) as the music he should use; it was he who introduced Nijinsky to the new 

philosophies of theatre proposed by Adolphe Appia and Edward Gordon Craig, with their focus on light and 

movement rather than fixed text and scenic realism; and it was he who led Nijinsky to Hellerau, a garden-city 

suburb of Dresden. Here, in a theatre modeled on Athenian lines, the Swiss guru Émile Jaques-Dalcroze 

taught eurhythmics, a form of dance not dissimilar to that practiced by Isadora Duncan, based on an 

instinctive and improvisatory response to music. 

But Nijinsky had own ideas. If these influences were absorbed, something quite different from them emerged 

from the maelstrom of his imagination. Articulating the intensity of his vision would be the problem. Never 

easy with words or social interaction, he seemed in rehearsals—of which there were something like a 

hundred—to have very precise ideas of what he wanted without being able to explain to the increasingly 

exasperated and exhausted dancers what they might be. 

Certain aspects of the piece were not original: the idea of moving in profile with the palms of the hand held 

flat, evoking figures on Ancient Greek vases or friezes, was even something of a cliché (prevalent, for 

example, in a ballet by Fokine for Wagner’s opera Tannhäuser, in which Nijinsky had himself appeared). 

Amorous fauns and shy nymphs in laced sandals weren’t unfamiliar either. 

What was unprecedented, however, was a ballet in which all the rules of classical elegance of line were 

entirely flouted. There were no graceful poses here, no curving of the arms or rolling of the neck, no 

pirouettes or jetés, indeed nothing that would commonly be called dancing. With their feet rocking flatly 

between heel and toe, the dancers seemed to jerk robotically rather than bend and stretch fluently. Conveying 

no emotion through their mime, they moved without any direct relation to the meter of the music, which 

provided an atmospheric background soundtrack rather than a series of beats that cued steps. 

Could he be the choreographer to push ballet out of the realms of fairy story and lurid romance into uncharted 

aesthetic territory? 

What also shocked was an eroticism far more perverse than anything in Scheherazade: played by Nijinsky 

himself costumed in a fig-leaf body-stocking designed by Bakst, the faun was presented as an amoral animal 

with pointed ears and stubby phallic tail lounging in a rocky landscape, indolently self-absorbed until his eye 

lands on nymphs in search of a bathe. As the one singled out as the object of his desire flees his unwelcome 
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advances in fright, she drops her shawl. The faun picks it up and caresses it, before laying it on the ground, 

lowering himself on top of it and graphically arousing himself to orgasm. The overt representation of 

masturbation—with further phallic overtones suggested by the pipe on which the faun idly blows—was too 

much for the first-night audience to stomach, and the final ecstatic spasms were subsequently toned down. 

Diaghilev positively wanted a scandal and, with the help of Astruc’s address book, that is what he got. Tactics 

were carefully planned. Few dress rehearsals can ever have been packed with more A-list celebrities—Jean 

Cocteau, André Gide, Pierre Bonnard, Édouard Vuillard, Aristide Maillol, Hugo von Hofmannsthal and Max 

Reinhardt among them—invited in order to talk the ballet up in fashionable circles; and two days later, the 

audience for the première at the Châtelet would be graced with a glut of high society. 

Gratifyingly, they greeted Nijinsky’s first ballet with wild cheers mixed with hissing catcalls and, as if to 

ratchet up the furor, Diaghilev appeared before the curtain to order an immediate repetition of the 

performance. Over the following days, the press divided, with the editor of Le Figaro leading the attack and 

deploring L’Après-midi’s obscenity, while an article in Le Matin signed (but not written) by the elderly 

Auguste Rodin took up the cudgels in its defense. In commercial terms, it all worked a treat: the theatre was 

soon sold out. 

This electrifyingly strange work marks a watershed in the story of the Ballets Russes. Its sensational success 

left Fokine feeling old hat, and in the words of his friend Sergei Grigoriev, it became “almost impossible to 

work with him”—not least as the short-changed Daphnis et Chloé, on which he had sweated, opened ten days 

later only to be received without éclat. So when he flounced out in high dudgeon, many in the company, sick 

of his tantrums and paranoia, thought it good riddance. 

Ever afterwards, he would declare himself dismayed by what he regarded as the wrong direction on which 

Diaghilev had embarked, presenting himself as a conservative reformist, upholding the canons of good taste 

and seasoned experience, in contrast to the greenhorns resorting to ephemeral, jejune gimmickry. But Fokine 

would live to have the last laugh: a clutch of his creations, the heart of the Ballets Russes’s first wave of 

success, would remain box-office bread and butter throughout Diaghilev’s life and sustain their popularity 

worldwide for a further generation. Nijinsky’s work survived only in fading memories and passed into legend. 

A century on, it is a moot point which of them has left the greater legacy. 

_____________________________________ 
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Excerpted from Diaghilev’s Empire: How the Ballets Russes Enthralled the World by Rupert Christiansen. 

Copyright © 2022. Available from Farrar, Straus and Giroux, a division of Macmillan.                                                  

20th centuryballetBallets RussesdancedancersDiaghilev's Empire: How the Ballets Russes Enthralled the 

WorldFarrar Straus and GirouxFranceMacmillanParisRupert ChristiansenRussian balletSerge 

DiaghilevVaslav Nijinsky 

 

https://bookshop.org/books/diaghilev-s-empire-how-the-ballets-russes-enthralled-the-world/9780374139698
https://lithub.com/tag/20th-century/
https://lithub.com/tag/ballet/
https://lithub.com/tag/ballets-russes/
https://lithub.com/tag/dance/
https://lithub.com/tag/dancers/
https://lithub.com/tag/diaghilevs-empire-how-the-ballets-russes-enthralled-the-world/
https://lithub.com/tag/diaghilevs-empire-how-the-ballets-russes-enthralled-the-world/
https://lithub.com/tag/farrar-straus-and-giroux/
https://lithub.com/tag/france/
https://lithub.com/tag/macmillan/
https://lithub.com/tag/paris/
https://lithub.com/tag/rupert-christiansen/
https://lithub.com/tag/russian-ballet/
https://lithub.com/tag/serge-diaghilev/
https://lithub.com/tag/serge-diaghilev/
https://lithub.com/tag/vaslav-nijinsky/
https://lithub.com/author/rupertchristiansen/
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Rupert Christiansen 

Rupert Christiansen is the dance critic for The Spectator. He was also dance critic for The Mail on 

Sunday from 1995 to 2020 and has written on dance-focused subjects for many publications in the UK and the 

United States, including Vogue, Vanity Fair, Harper's & Queen, The Observer, Daily Telegraph, The Literary 

Review, Dance Now, and Dance Theatre Journal. He was the opera critic and arts correspondent for The 

Daily Telegraph from 1996 to 2020, and is the author of a dozen nonfiction books, including Romantic 

Affinities and City of Light. He was elected a Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature in 1997 and lives in 

London. 

 

https://lithub.com/how-sergei-diaghilev-and-the-ballets-russes-revolutionized-dance/ 

  

https://lithub.com/author/rupertchristiansen/
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Despot 

By Zain Khalid 

ILLUSTRATION BY HOLLY STAPLETON 

https://astra-mag.com/contributors/zain-khalid
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Throughout her morning briefing, the chancellor broods over an unusual prohibition. No one has come right 

out and said anything, but having worked this many years as a solicitor, she knows an injunction when she 

sees one. Her awareness arrived at dawn the previous day when, while praying, she realized she hadn’t had a 

bowel movement in eight days. Eight days! She was embarrassed by her own body. She had been preoccupied 

with her trip, yes, but even so, eight days is a long time to go without noticing something so essential. 

Excretion being incontrovertible proof of life, she rose from the prayer rug and placed her left thumb at the 

base of its twin to check for a pulse. She held her breath and in that dilated hush conflated the clock’s ticking 

for the high-stepping one-two of her heart. Faint but present, she decided. This was nothing more than a once-

in-a-lifetime constipation. It was quite impressive, really. She let out a cracked laugh and made bergamot tea 

to inspire her insides to move.  

Her insides did not move. 

Dread, as it is contractually obligated to do, arrived at twilight. The chancellor shed her bedsheets, taking 

sandaled steps to the doctor’s empty quarters. Years ago, the doctor had worked and lived in the capitol 

building, but the chancellor ended that tradition early in her administration, thinking it best for the doctor and 

his wife to have some privacy. In that spirit, after unlocking the door, she ventured only far enough into the 

office to retrieve the stethoscope from its peg, which, in the dim light of the hallway, cast a shadow that 

reminded her of shoelaces on a telephone wire, which reminded her of the West, and her son.  

Back in her bedroom, she moved the bitingly cold disc up and down her chest. When all the receiver reported 

was a booming silence, she pressed it directly against her nipples and then her stomach, hoping to hear the 

gurgling of a digestive tract. She heard nothing and began to pace, eventually stopping to study her reflections 

in the triptych mirrors of her wardrobe. Standing there, she attempted to coax her infamous blue vein to throb 

up the right side of her skull, a fleshy parlor trick she once used to entertain her late husband. It was so 

prominent a feature that a political cartoonist, having illustrated the chancellor’s head as a simulacrum of the 

earth (a play on her ego), rendered the vein as the Nile River. Her three reflections strained, she pushed her 

fingernails into her palms, but the vein stayed mulishly flat, dry. Her eyes refocused on her naked and quiet 

body. Understanding unspooled slowly — if she was alive, it was on something of a technicality. When she 

slept, she dreamed of her mother brushing her hair with steel wool. She did not presume to take that errant 

scene as a flare from her subconscious; she liked psychoanalysts well enough, and the writers who thought 

themselves psychoanalysts, but dreams are often no more interpretable than raw electricity.  

Following the morning briefing, the chancellor attends to her obligations as a token of herself. She nods at 

whatever her aides say, clumsily deflecting questions about the trip she had taken to see her son. She is too 

absorbed to pay attention, too busy extracting what she can from every story of immortality, of extra life, that 

she can remember. Myths and parables about athanasia, everlasting existence invariably turning into torment. 

It isn’t until her last meeting, after she is reminded about an upcoming lunch with a potential biographer, that 

she knows she must balance a simpler counterfeit equation.  
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How ironic, or if not ironic then symmetrical, for her to be tethered to her original act of artifice.  

 It hadn’t been a year since her husband passed when she and her two brothers had gathered around her dining 

table to drink wine. They made clichéd jokes about their state, about how one could never underestimate its 

citizens, how these fools, much like children, could be conned into voting for a modern-day Houdini. 

“You should be our Houdini!” her eldest brother said to her. She laughed, saying, “Ah, don’t forget, a young 

widow would get sympathy votes, too.”  

“You’re not that young,” he teased. “No, it’s not that. You’ve always been a little, um — ”  

Her middle brother finished the sentence: “Joyless.”  

“Yes, that’s it exactly! Joyless. It’s easy to vote for someone who can’t possibly be in it for themselves. 

There’s no chance of corruption. Plus, you’re a solicitor.”  

They hadn’t meant any offense, nor did she take any. They were engineers and spoke plainly. Yet that 

sentence, no, the word, joyless, clarified her life in retrospect. Joyless. They were right, and she knew she had 

always been this way. It’s not that she couldn’t experience happiness, but it was a wave without froth. Her 

joylessness had a smell to it, too; people understood that nothing could compel in her the admixture of illogic 

and ecstasy that gave all life its necessary gratuity. Those closest to her took this deficiency personally. It was 

why her husband’s expectant smile waned as he aged, and it was perhaps why her son left to spend the 

summer abroad with his paternal uncle and hadn’t returned — not for twenty years. “You’re right, you know. 

I should be our Houdini.” She was serious and spent the rest of that evening persuading her two brothers to 

help with her plan, which formed and re-formed as they spoke.  

Six months later, she stood unsmiling in the town square in front of a box of flyers announcing her candidacy 

for council. To her right was a rusted lorry that her inventive brothers had lined with aluminum, under which 

they had buried an intricately improvised electromagnet. When a sizable crowd semicircled her and urged her 

to speak, to say what she had to say, she raised her arms, no different from how a waiter might lift a tray of 

plates, and the rusted lorry started to creak. Within seconds, the lorry had levitated, stopping, as by her 

brothers’ design, with enough space for her to occupy its shadow. For ten minutes, she remained below the 

suspended lorry, refusing to say a single word. Meanwhile, the crowd had tripled in size and was now begging 

for any kind of declaration. Finally, her watch chirruped, and she stepped out from underneath the lorry and 

went home. As she opened the door to her flat, the vehicle crashed to the ground, sending the remaining flyers 

into the clangorous wind. On election day, she won the council’s first chair.  
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She wouldn’t need the benefit of duplicity again, as she would turn out to be a talented legislator. In her mind, 

all one needed to be effective in a position such as hers was observation and anticipation. Cultivating those 

skills (they were skills, not gifts), she would come to enjoy almost universal approval from citizens and fellow 

officials alike. When she ran for chancellor, a campaign that would have been considered inevitable if she 

were a man, people thought she was glibly chastising the state for its gender bias. Her opponent, a man who 

had held the post for as many years as she had held hers on the council, shared the public’s assumptions and 

didn’t bother campaigning against her. What’s more, he secretly admired his challenger for reasons he 

couldn’t quite elucidate. “A certain… levelheadedness… ” was the best he could do. Then, four days before 

the election, he suffered a pulmonary embolism while eating a bowl of stewed gourds. As news of his death 

spread, there were those who remembered the councilwoman’s trick with the truck. The press, which in states 

as small as theirs often operated as a singular consciousness, considered that she had had something to do 

with the chancellor’s untimely demise, perhaps even her late husband’s. Her brothers were worried they 

would write about their suspicions. She knew they would do no such thing. Like the deceased chancellor, the 

press was roughly aware of her true gift, her low-ceilinged sentiments, and how that gift might serve them.  

She proved more than worthy of the people’s trust. Though she had a general distaste for her constituents — 

she thought most of them regressive and stupid — she was able to make their needs paramount. She navigated 

a secession from the larger republic with shrewd grace, arranging for a beneficial trade agreement on their 

leading export (the fateful gourds), and coordinated the construction of two lucrative transit hubs. Near the 

end of her first term, her brothers burst into her office with an announcement. “The deadline has passed.”  

“What deadline?”  

“To register candidates. You’re running unopposed.”  

She nodded, satisfied. Even the press didn’t have anything negative to say, save for an occasional half-hearted 

slight about her growing self-regard. Three terms later, when she was constitutionally obligated to abdicate 

her office, the council suggested amending said constitution (a pathetic screed, in her opinion), with a onetime 

provision that allowed her to hold the position until death. She agreed, shrugging. “I had no other plans for 

my time.” She went on with her duties, content that she would be occupied. She held her position for more 

years than her late husband had lived. Both of her brothers passed away during her administration. She didn’t 

bother grieving them, knowing they wouldn’t want her to lie in such a manner. In more recent years, she 

achieved near-celebrity status in the West; a newspaper of some standing called her the world’s first and only 

benevolent dictator. Two weeks following the article’s publication, when she was invited to speak at a 

university where her son was a tenured professor, she made the travel arrangements herself.  
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After the chancellor’s speech at the university, there was a corporate-sponsored question and answer session 

with an attractive media personality she had once seen on television. The young man asked her banal 

questions, allowing her to answer while she scanned the crowd for her son, who had invited her to his house 

for dinner after the event. She found her son in the third row. He had a long forehead and seemed interested in 

what she might have to say. “Do you think,” the media personality said, “that being a woman, being a mother, 

has helped you govern so effectively?” The more she thought about his question, the angrier she became. She 

wanted to ask him if the pomade had assumed control of his hippocampus, but she instead met her son’s gaze. 

“No, not at all.” 

Her son’s home was inherited from one of her brothers, who never had any children of his own. Her son 

decorated tastefully, updating what was necessary, leaving the signifiers that might remind guests of a rich 

past. He had a picture of her on the kitchen wall. Small but there. How many times had they talked over the 

years? A dozen? Neither of them made much effort. As it began to rain, they dined on a roast chicken. Her 

son was clever and a professor of history, no less. The night warm and waning, she said, “They love me here, 

it seems.” He thought for a moment before replying. “They love you as they have loved me.” He left no doubt 

as to his meaning: they love you because your insanity is the obverse of theirs, like mine. She understood then 

that her gift, her joylessness, wasn’t what drove her son away. He had simply inherited her gift and made 

decisions as she would have. The West was the correct choice for him, that was all. She instantly regretted 

orchestrating this reunion, but how else could she have known who he was and who they were in relation to 

each other?  

The drive to the airport cut through a wedge of forest, and due to the rain, the road had become untrustworthy 

with mud, grimy. A heavy fog swallowed their headlights, converting the beams to yellow smoke. The 

chancellor’s son took a wrong turn and then two more before stopping the car to gather himself. He looked 

over at her, but she would not look at him, as she was offended by his miscalculations. In the still dark, the 

trees seemed to gather closer to her window; she sensed their desire to breach the glass and shove their rain-

slicked fingers down her throat. “Ah, I know where I went wrong,” her son said suddenly. He put the car in 

drive, returning them to the correct route.  

Before parting ways, mother and son shook hands as warmly as they could.  

 Today, as she is reminded by her staff about the biographer, she understands that although her title is 

chancellor, she is a despot. Even if she is, as they say, benevolent, and no one in her state would think of 

ousting her, certain actions are immutably corrupt and must be reconciled. She should risk her life. No, one 

can risk only what they value. Perhaps she should arrange to stand in the town square again and this time 

allow herself to be crushed under metal. Yes, that’s it. She’ll make a posthumous announcement, too, a 

prerecorded speech about the lie that started her career. Yes. Tarnish the legacy. Yes. Punch her ego through 

with sunlight. Just as she comes to this conclusion, her brow begins to bead with milky sweat. Heat travels 

like a clattering train through her torso. She groans loudly and is struck, disgusted by the putrid smell of 

herself, the smell of a hot open gutter. “What’s wrong?” someone in the room asks.  
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The despot stands slowly, careful not to unclench any muscles, as a warm and foul seepage moves down the 

backs of her thighs.   

  

Zain Khalid is a writer who lives in New York. His writing has appeared in THE NEW 

YORKER, N+1, MCSWEENEY’S QUARTERLY CONCERN, and elsewhere. His debut novel, BROTHER 

ALIVE, was published in July 2022. 

 

https://astra-mag.com/articles/despot/ 
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VIA MARINER BOOKS 

Zoology and Cartoons: Will McPhail on Drawing Funny Animals 

The New Yorker Cartoonist on the Schooling Behind the Doodles 

By Will McPhail 

 

I studied zoology at university, because when you ask a seventeen-year-old child what the adult version of 

himself will want to do until he’s become the dead version of himself, he always makes a perfect decision. 

I’m fascinated by animals, but I was never really invested academically, so during lectures I would fill my 

notes with insane doodles instead of whatever my lecturer was talking about—barnacles, usually. Barnacles 

were a huge part of my life for an unexpected amount of time. 

People tell me that the thirty thousand Great British pounds I spent on the course weren’t completely wasted, 

because now I draw a lot of animals in my cartoons, but I’m not sure. Honestly, I think I might be drawing 

them only to retroactively make my degree seem more worthwhile. Like if I draw a picture of a slug this 

afternoon, then somehow that will make those four years of awkward sex and moldy shower curtains all 

worth it. 

https://www.harpercollins.com/products/love-vermin-will-mcphail?variant=40216835129378
https://lithub.com/author/willmcphail/
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“Ooh, nice serve, Megan! Hey, can someone tell Megan to cool it on the serve? Ha ha, just kidding, Megan. 

Great serve.” 
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“I mean, is this even our story to tell?” 

  

 

“Is this taken?” 

  



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

110 

 

“All Right, What do you really think of Ian?” 

__________________________________ 
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Excerpted from Love & Vermin by Will McPhail. Excerpted with the permission of HarperCollins Publishers. 

Copyright © 2022 by Will McPhail. 

cartoonshumorLove & VerminMariner BooksWill McPhailzoology 

 

 

 

Will McPhail 

Will McPhail has been contributing cartoons, sketchbooks, and humor pieces to The New Yorker since 2014. 

The author of In: A Graphic Novel, he was the winner of the Reuben Award for cartooning in 2017 and 2018. 

His latest book is Love & Vermin. He lives in Edinburgh, Scotland. 

 

https://lithub.com/zoology-and-cartoons-will-mcphail-on-drawing-funny-animals/   

https://bookshop.org/p/books/love-vermin-a-collection-of-cartoons-by-the-new-yorker-s-will-mcphail-will-mcphail/18321301?ean=9780358346227/?aid=132
https://lithub.com/tag/cartoons/
https://lithub.com/tag/humor/
https://lithub.com/tag/love-vermin/
https://lithub.com/tag/mariner-books/
https://lithub.com/tag/will-mcphail/
https://lithub.com/tag/zoology/
https://lithub.com/author/willmcphail/
https://lithub.com/zoology-and-cartoons-will-mcphail-on-drawing-funny-animals/
https://lithub.com/author/willmcphail/
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540I 

By Giada Scodellaro 

ILLUSTRATION BY 

BRINDHA KUMAR 

https://astra-mag.com/contributors/giada-scodellaro
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Droplets pull and push against the glass, moving in every direction. The air is blowing on the glass and then 

the water is rushing. A piece of light plays against the windshield, forming shadows on the dashboard, the 

seat, and Bruna’s dry hands. 

The water is rushing, rushing out against the green car, a 2003 BMW 540i. An artificial typhoon is 

summoned, loud against the metal. Bruna is reminded of a baptism. The vehicle is submerged. She thinks of 

holy words: thou, doubt, shall, unto, save, whole, thee, obey. 

Bruna’s mouth is open and the phlegm is resting in her chest. Bruna is often sick, coughing, or otherwise 

scratching her throat. So that’s how she is in the car wash: nose stuffed, sitting, scratching her throat. In front 

of her: a Nissan, a Volvo, an Alfa Romeo. Bruna touches the orange sweater around her neck. She’s sick. Or 

she’s been crying and her nose is stuffed. Her lips are dry and her tongue is dry from breathing through her 

mouth. She can’t smell the leather seats or the tree-shaped air freshener swinging in her peripheral vision.  

It’s nighttime. Bruna watches the road from the reflection in the rearview mirror — blurry people on their 

way to work, or to the fish section of the supermarket. Behind the Nissan, the Volvo, the Alfa Romeo, and the 

540i there’s the sound of a motorcycle rushing past the car wash on Boston Road. The cars inch forward, the 

fluorescent lighting in their eyes. They lift the beige visors, folding them in place. They shut off their radios. 

They listen to the whistling of the phlegm in Bruna’s chest, the air behind her teeth as she breathes, and the 

tracks that are moving the sixteen tires forward.  

The soap falls. Despite having been raised in the church, Bruna no longer remembers how religious words fit 

together — in the name of the Eucharist, all glory is yours — she can’t remember, not any of the verses of the 

catechism, or how the voices of the Corinthians might sound. Ashes were placed upon her forehead as an 

adolescent, and she knows the pressure of a priest’s finger on her skin, the ashes falling onto her nose, the 

pipes of the organ, the dark mark small and illegible.  

The 540i is pulled farther into the tunnel. The track underneath is clunking, clunking. Bruna watches the soap 

moving on the windshield, moving like unsalted butter in a nonstick pan. Moving down. In semicircles. Up. 

It’s quite beautiful. If someone were in the 540i with her she would tell them. She would pause and tilt her 

head to the right, breathe in, sigh, breathe out through the mouth (as her nose is unwilling to open for air). If 

someone were with her she would want them to notice this tilt of her head. She might offer it discreetly: “It is 

quite beautiful?” 
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Bruna is alone. 

Except for the car wash attendant, Bruna’s alone. The other cars are gone: Nissan, Volvo, Alfa Romeo. She’s 

the last and it’s late. Earlier, hours before, when she’d handed the car wash attendant the discounted fee, he 

chose not to meet her eyes. 

Droplets of soap continue their swimming; under the fluorescent lighting it’s reminiscent of the moment after 

sex, when the fluid drips down Bruna’s thighs, dripping, smelling of hydrogen peroxide. Or when it lands on 

the edges of her purple nipples. Her purple nipples are sore and swollen as she sits in the 540i, as they usually 

are during this time of the month. She is menstruating, and the smell in the car wash tunnel is unmistakable — 

hydrogen peroxide. 

 She thinks of her mother and of the name her mother decided to give her: Bruna, Bruna, Bruuuna. As a child, 

Bruna heard it being yelled in frustration. Her mother didn’t like the name, it was a name chosen to 

encompass her strong distaste for this child, a child who looked only like the father. 

Bruna means dark-haired, dark. The name reduces her to her most obvious quality. Bruna was born with a 

dark mane of hair. She sometimes calls herself Una. Or Runa. Or Brun. Bru. Br. Na. Run. 

In the 540i, Run’s hair is no longer dark. It was dyed yellow, with a bottle of bleach and peroxide it was dyed. 

Yellow is the complementary color of purple, Run thinks, and so she’s delighted that her hair complements 

her sore purple nipples. As a habit, Run will sometimes touch her nipples while watching television in her 

bedroom.  

Bruna’s yellow hair is stuffed in the mouth of her orange sweater. This creates the impression of short hair, 

the length being something she can reveal or suppress as she chooses, the artificial yellow. 

Van Gogh used an abundance of yellow and purple in his paintings. Run likes The Bedroom, with its violet 

walls and yellow chairs, and so she sometimes calls herself Van. 

Van chooses not to show the length of her yellow hair to the car wash attendant. His hair is dark. 
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The mitter curtains approach, swaying and swinging like a drunk. Then they are upon her and up on the 

windshield of the 540i. With a loud thump, the curtains cover and uncover the glass, darkness and light 

alternating, the curtains standing, lying down, standing, hesitating, lying down again, heavy and indecisive on 

the windshield.  

Van wonders what the car wash attendant thinks of this car-washing technology, if he finds his job ridiculous, 

if he considers it unskillful when he prepares for work in the morning. If so, Van doesn’t agree with his 

impatience, she believes the job is functional.  

Van has been conditioned to be complimentary and to sit still, for God’s sake, which is how Van sits now in 

the 540i, knees touching, ankles crossed, head leaning. 

The car is pulled forward and Van shifts in her seat. There is discomfort in having been conditioned to sit so 

still, for the sake of God. Some sound startles her and now her knees are apart — a harlot’s gap. 

The soap and water drip down like holy water. 

“Rain sometimes contains hydrogen peroxide,” Van’s male boss once told her. “The dripping is like seminal 

fluid, or the first milk, colostrum, which contains peroxide, too.” In the small office kitchen her male boss had 

whispered in her ear, “Colostrum helps the immune systems of babies.”  

The chemicals, the foam, disinfectant, air and water, hydrogen, the spermatozoa, the weak immune systems of 

newborns, oxygen, and the long strips of cloth moving all of these things around. 

The 540i, forest green, continues forward. Van’s head leaning back, she watches the car wash attendant in the 

rearview mirror. 

There is soap and then it’s gone, the water returns, hitting the car, pounding the car with air, drying, and then 

the dirt. She has paid a dollar extra for this dirt service. She’s paid a total of six dollars. 

The dirt comes from the car wash attendant: mud and sand, grease and oil. He throws buckets of it on the 

windshield. It’s on the glass, on the windshield wipers, the green car. Van thinks of abandonment, of a man 
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who left her only for the look of her hands, not for another woman, as her family had first believed, but to live 

the life he felt he deserved. 

Van thinks of hourly wages — the average car wash attendant makes $11.49 per hour. She wonders what the 

dark-haired attendant might purchase with $11.49. His hair seems healthy, his hands seem youthful, and she 

thinks his name might be like hers (or how hers used to be) if his mother had chosen to reduce him to his most 

obvious quality. 

Bruno buys eight caramel-filled candy bars for $11.49. Bruno buys a small piece of land near the car wash, a 

very small square of it. He stands on the square with one foot; he has a strong core to help him balance, and 

he switches feet every few hours. 

“Get off my land,” he would yell, “this here is private property.” 

  

Van coughs and the phlegm makes itself known. Her nose is closed. The forest-green 540i is now brown and 

forest green, and the attendant, Bruno, seems more attractive than she had initially thought. Van removes all 

of her yellow hair, dry and brittle but long, from the orange sweater. She watches Bruno notice her movement 

despite the layers of dirt covering the car. Van’s sore purple nipples don’t show through the orange sweater, 

but they are there, and they both know it is so.  

  

Giada Scodellaro is a writer from Naples, Italy who was raised in the Bronx. Her writing has appeared in or is 

forthcoming from THE NEW YORKER, BOMB, and THE WHITE REVIEW. SOME OF THEM WILL 

CARRY ME is her first book. 

https://astra-mag.com/articles/540i/  
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See the gorgeous 18th century tarot deck used by the first professional tarot reader. 

 

By Emily Temple 

 

October 21, 2022, 10:35am 

In 1789 Paris, a certain M. Etteilla (a pseudonym of the French occultist Jean-Baptiste Alliette) applied for a 

patent to print Livre de Thot. Not that kind of thot, mind you—it refers to the Egyptian god Thoth, though I 

also see it defined generally as “symbol of divine intelligence, incarnates thought, divine word; pure cosmic 

intelligence, above the world.” Indeed as Kevin Dann of the Public Domain Review explained this week, the 

deck “promised to reveal the theory and practice of ancient Egyptian magic through Tarot.” 

Etteilla’s tarot deck consisted of seventy-eight brush colored cards engraved by Pierre-François Basan, along 

with a special carrying case. “This deck was radically different from the many Tarot de 

https://lithub.com/see-the-gorgeous-18th-century-tarot-deck-used-by-the-first-professional-tarot-reader/
https://lithub.com/author/emily-temple/
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/etteilla-thot
https://lithub.com/see-the-gorgeous-18th-century-tarot-deck-used-by-the-first-professional-tarot-reader/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

118 

Marseilles permutations that had appeared over the previous centuries,” Dann explains. Etteilla “founded an 

organization specifically dedicated to the study of the esoteric Tarot, La Société des Interprètes de Thot, 

which promulgated the systematic integration of Tarot and astrology, thus refashioning the tarot deck as a tool 

for spiritual and mundane divination. Etteilla was the first to give divinatory meanings to cards and spreads. 

And some historians consider him the first person to earn a living as a professional tarot reader.” 

The deck is incredible—some highlights are below, but you can see the full set of cards and read more about 

Etteilla at the Public Domain Review. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/etteilla-thot
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ETTEILLAJEAN-BAPTISTE ALLIETTETAROTTAROT CARDS 

 

https://lithub.com/see-the-gorgeous-18th-century-tarot-deck-used-by-the-first-professional-tarot-reader/   

https://lithub.com/tag/etteilla/
https://lithub.com/tag/jean-baptiste-alliette/
https://lithub.com/tag/tarot/
https://lithub.com/tag/tarot-cards/
https://lithub.com/see-the-gorgeous-18th-century-tarot-deck-used-by-the-first-professional-tarot-reader/
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ESSAY THE FILTH ISSUE 

We Were Hungry 

By Chris Dennis 

ILLUSTRATION BY NOAH VERRIER 

https://astra-mag.com/category/essay/
https://astra-mag.com/magazine/filth/
https://astra-mag.com/contributors/chris-dennis
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Dear McDonald’s— 

When I called my friend Amy to try to explain why I was writing this letter to you, she asked, “Are you trying 

to say that a marginal life will always unfold in a marginal place?” To which I responded, “God, Amy, yes.” 

So then I called my friend Heather, who knows more about the design of commercial spaces, and she said, 

“Have you heard about the third place theory?” She said, “A third place is a place that is not home and not 

work but still wants us to stay awhile, to feel, even, a sense of belonging while we are there. It can be a library 

or a coffee shop or a bookstore or even a McDonald’s.” And I had to ask, “What is a third place when a 

person has no first or second place?” 

McDonald’s — when my sister and I were homeless and addicted to methamphetamines and difficult to love, 

you let us in. Or rather your employees let us in. When we lied and said you’d gotten our order wrong, even 

though no order had actually been placed, you knew we were lying and fed us anyway. Was this a strategy 

devised in a boardroom, an attempt at warm brand association? We lied to you over and over, but it was your 

policy to believe us even when no one else would. You did ask, once, to see a receipt when we wanted too 

much. You looked at us, exhausted, from behind the black touch screen and said, “We can give you the ten 

McChickens but not the three Big Mac Meals.” You were setting boundaries with love. Is this what love looks 

like? we wondered. Neither of us was able to recognize it. But we felt the truth in our hardly there bodies and 

said, “Okay.” We took the food with desperate gratitude and walked along the highway, passing the paper bag 

between us. Later, while my sister waited outside with her new boyfriend, I injected drugs in your bathroom. 

One of your employees came and knocked on the stall door and I said I’d be out soon. “Thank you,” he said. 

“You’re welcome,” I said. Afterward, too high to even speak, I cupped my hands under the ice machine. The 

cubes dripped between the gaps of my fingers as I walked — annihilated — out the door into the parking lot, 

where the sun bounced off the hoods of a dozen Ford Focuses. 

We know what it’s like to be ignored. To be ugly to everyone, even to you, McDonald’s, and to your sad, 

judgmental customers. But would you die for us? I would never ask you to. But will you say it? When all the 

other customers have gone and it’s just me, nodding off in a booth while Kaylin, the assistant manager, mops 

the floor, could you whisper it to me? Just say, I’ll do anything for you. 

What were the chances my sister and I would both end up shooting meth in an abandoned camper at the edge 

of the Saline River? The chances were high. You must have known that. A little math — location plus sexual 

orientation plus adjusted gross income — would have told you as much. Yet somehow you loved us before 

we were even born. Through some deep market research, you named our future desires, you knew our favorite 

item on the Dollar Menu before we could speak. A brand can draw you toward it, gentle as a drain. The ads 

work best when we don’t know they’re working. When we were young, you dressed yourself up like a clown. 

We longed to crawl inside of that clown, into a place where we could eat and be eaten forever. Where does a 

craving come from? I needed you, McDonald’s. You taught us how to do the clown voice so that when you 

were gone, we talked to ourselves and pretended we were you. A craving only ever leads to another craving.  
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You could project with your all-seeing eye: a hologram of my sister and me as young parents, with our heads 

of matching curly hair, on the front porch of our mother’s new mobile home, laughing at our own children, 

who are playing hide-and-seek just out of frame. Our parents wonder, Where did that version of the adult 

siblings go? Five to seven years later, we would both be sitting in a drug dealer’s basement waiting for 

someone to pass a broken pipe, not knowing or wondering in those feral minutes where our precious children 

were or who was laying out their clothes for school. How did we even get there? I could say it started in the 

doctor’s office, or when the prescription pain pills weren’t enough, or when I started shooting heroin at thirty-

five years old, or later when, trembling from opioid withdrawal, I rode with my sister to an apartment building 

just outside of town to buy meth for the first time, or when we stood in her kitchen afterward, snorting little 

bumps off the warped countertop. In a room on the second floor of the Economy Inn, high on the horror, my 

sister and I were like two insects trying to split a grain while our parents turned away from their children’s 

ugly lives, the same way they had turned away from their own. 

By the time my sister and I entered high school we were home alone every day for weeks and we fought. I 

stood at the foot of the stairs and hit her with a hanger. The sound of her cries etched a message onto my 

muscles and that message was, You are disgusting. I was not her mother or her father. We are two years apart 

and I remember a time our mother chased me across the yard with a hanger and who was I when my sister 

needed me? What did we have there in the lonely housing projects, in the quiet apartment? The ability to care 

for each other, at twelve and fourteen. To watch each other for a signal as we passed a joint on the porch 

while Larry, the mechanic who lived next door — grinning, his eyes watering with senile delight — showed 

us a blurry tattoo of a smiley face on the tip of his limp penis. He did it so casually, like he was telling a joke. 

There is no such thing as free will. Corporations have wagered the wealth of empires on this idea and won. 

They read the research on addiction, fished the information from the pockets of a million dead addicts, used it 

against us so that we would buy more cheeseburgers. We chose you, we chose you, we chose you. We had no 

idea, in that moment, why we would look at your luminous arches and think, That place. All our longings, in 

one way or another, were decided for us long ago. 

My sister and I stood in the way of so many things that might have damaged the other: car rides with strange 

men at 3 a.m., drugs from people too eager to sell them, loneliness. My sister stood between me and danger. 

But the hanger. Such a stupid object. This is how the drugs fill the empty cup of my brain. Where do you 

carry your own mind when it weighs too much for your neck? To the dealer. To McDonald’s. To the bank of 

the Saline River. Consciousness is sometimes very inconvenient. I was not her mother or her father. That 

should not have been the hard part but it was. We were hungry and had been for years, eating or trying to eat 

everything, trying to find something that would fill us up while we paced the parking lot waiting for the 

dealer, while the moon rose above the Walmart. 

We were two adults with our backpacks full of all we owned and two McChickens each for later, walking 

down alleys to the garage where we sometimes slept. It was like a dream of childhood. Drugs were a way of 

pretending we had no body at all, or that we were just a body and nothing else, or that our bodies were a third 

place where anyone could come and go without paying. My friend Gina once told me that to organize a room, 
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you must first clear everything out of it, then return the most crucial things first, in descending order of 

importance. Inside the lobby of the Harrisburg McDonald’s there is only what is necessary: tables, seating, 

and so many trash bins. In the end, for you, McDonald’s, the trash bins were what mattered most. You can use 

something and know for certain when it is no longer useful. 

Remember the time when my sister and I were little — this was before they tore you down to build a new one 

in your place — and we sat inside you with our grandfather while he ate a McRib? Tell us how you knew — 

as my sister and I sat watching the old man who would teach us to drive — that we would become such 

pathetic adults. That we would beg our grandmother for our grandfather’s life insurance money when he 

finally died, alone and legless in his hospital bed, his skin the color of yellow gold. We would snort the 

money and shoot it up, sometimes in an apartment in the very same housing projects where we’d lived as 

teenagers, while our grandmother paced with her walker before the table that held the enamel box of his gray 

ashes. What little money there was left she used to bail me out of jail a third time. 

Homelessness was — at times — such a comfort: walking the streets, living there, like a long hike to 

nowhere. Was homelessness the opposite of capitalism or the definition of it? The anarchy of drug use was a 

relief from the meaninglessness of poverty. We could not shrink down small enough — though we tried — to 

fit inside the old fort we’d cut with scissors through the broom shrub. We could not shrink to fit into the 

bedroom our mom’s boyfriend had painted to look like a chessboard. That was before he stood at the foot of 

our bed with no clothes on to tell us something unknowable from the Bible. Mostly he wanted us to hear how 

much he longed to not be an angry drunk. We didn’t want to go back to that time, but we wanted to go back to 

that place. That place where there was still a good life ahead of us. 

My sister and I counted once: as children, we lived in eighteen different houses. That’s enough houses to fill a 

McDonald’s, if you burn the houses down and pour the soot through a funnel in the roof until all of the air is 

pressed out of the McDonald’s. A McDonald’s is not a home. Until it is. Suspend us, McDonald’s, in the air 

above the earth. Lay in our hands a small collectible toy. 

I slept in a booth and no one came to wake me or ask me to leave. You looked the other way while I had a 

quick dream of more drugs after weeks of drugs and no sleep. It is hard, once you have gone into the black 

room, to stop going into the black room. Who will knock on the bathroom door to say, Is there anyone in 

there? Are you okay? There’s a brother or a sister behind the bathroom door of every McDonald’s, dying a 

little under the directionless light, as they root with a dull needle, as they wash the sweat from their faces in 

your clean automatic sink. I was hungry long before you. But you were waiting there, near my middle age, to 

feed me. 

Not long after I’d returned from rehab the first time, my sister opened the car door for me. We’d just snorted 

too much meth and I was sure that inside the vehicle, clinging to the ceiling, were dozens of quivering bats. 

“There’s nothing there, Chris. Look. It’s okay.” She opened the door and just like that the bats flew up inside 
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themselves. Months later, after I’d started shooting meth and was certain that tiny particles of something were 

drifting toward me at all times, shredding my cells, she stood next to me, pressed her face against my face, 

and said, “I can feel it, too. You’re not crazy. I can feel it.” What is a sibling but proof that you weren’t alone 

through the worst of it? A witness. A fire wall against the gaslight of childhood. “I was there, too,” she says. 

One time, my sister drove a hundred and fifty miles to pick me up because I was too high. I’d left the hotel 

room of the guy I was fucking and I was walking the streets. “I’m lost,” I told her, “and I don’t have a coat 

and it’s sleeting.” What else is a sibling but a double you? What else is a McDonald’s but a mother or a 

father, saying, finally, Where are you going, my gay son? Tell me what you need from me, my sensitive child. 

Wasn’t it always the irresistible call of life after death? Or the image of a newly remodeled McDonald’s 

collapsing in on itself, drawing everything in: the cows in the pasture outside of town, the Easter flowers, the 

rotten tennis shoes, the used needles, the stolen money, the fluttering bats, the eighteen houses, the busted cell 

phone I used to call my mom for help outside Jojo’s Bar, and she said, with so much frustration in her voice, 

that she was very tired and could we please talk tomorrow. Take me, Harrisburg McDonald’s. Show me 

everything.  

What do I want now, in the ghastly radiance of so many gross decisions? To fold a fitted sheet. To wash a 

dish in a kitchen of my own. To sit with my son in a too-loud movie theater and, even more, to sit with him in 

the car afterward — eating a ten-piece McNugget while he talks about the film. I want to place my 

grandmother’s pills in their weekly organizer without wanting to eat them all. I want to give back the money I 

stole and bring her a McDonald’s Sausage Burrito that I paid for myself. And I want my sister — still out 

there in a crater on the moon of chaos — to come back to her seat at our table. I love her. I miss her. I want to 

stand in the long driveway at night with my friend Gina and stare at the planets nearest to the earth in October 

while her children, brother and sister, fall asleep inside to the sound of commercials on TV. I listen to those 

jingles and wonder, Will they shape the future of those siblings? Will the soft Labrador retriever on the couch 

beside them — wrestling with all of this same hunger — catch the rabbit she’s chasing through the overgrown 

field of her dreams?  

  

Chris Dennis is a writer and overdose prevention specialist who lives in southern Illinois. His short story 

collection HERE IS WHAT YOU DO was published in 2019. He is a 2022 NEA Fellow. 

  

https://astra-mag.com/articles/we-were-hungry/ 

https://astra-mag.com/articles/we-were-hungry/
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VIA ALFRED A. KNOPF 

How Martha Graham Was Inspired by Wassily Kandinsky 

Neil Baldwin on the Shared Artistic Visions of Modern Dance and Modern Art 

By Neil Baldwin 

On October 1, 1922, the Denishawn/Mayer train rumbled out of Penn Station, heading for the first venue of 

180 performances, beginning at the Masonic Temple Theatre in Lewistown, Pennsylvania, northwest of 

Harrisburg, and coming full circle the following April with twelve shows at Town Hall in New York City. 

Ruth St. Denis, with her personal maid, and Ted Shawn, and Louis Horst as musical director, three additional 

musicians, a company treasurer, a stage manager, and a two-man backstage crew, were accompanied by 

dancers Martha Graham, Pearl Wheeler, Betty May, Lenore Scheffer, Julia Bennett, May Lynn, Louise 

Brooks, Peggy Taylor (later replaced by Betty Davis), Charles Weidman, and Paul Mathis (later replaced by 

Robert Gorham). But not Doris Humphrey; she would return as a guest artist for the New York season in the 

spring of 1923, just before Graham quit the company. 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/235726/martha-graham-by-neil-baldwin/
https://lithub.com/author/neilbaldwin/
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The tour program was a test of Graham’s endurance. In the first part, Music Visualizations, she danced in 

“Revolutionary Etude” and “Soaring,” among a succession of short pieces in the Dalcrozian mode, 

“illustrating [classical] musical forms” with “parallel movements” originating in the torso. 

In the second section, Graham appeared in “Serenata Morisca,” “Devidassi” (the ritual dancer in Indian 

temples possessed by divinity), and a new piece, “Betty’s Music Box,” “frothy as a strawberry ice-cream 

soda.” This confection starred Charles Weidman in the Pierrot costume from his preceding solo number, 

surrounded by three mincing, rosy-lipped maids spotlighted in pink, crowned with lavender muslin hats, 

wearing low-neck, calf-length ruffled pink gowns, and sharing pantomimed secrets and perky pliés—Martha 

Graham, Louise Brooks, and Betty May. In the third section, a reprise of Xochitl, Graham returned to her 

featured role. Finally, in Orientalia, conglomerating the cultures of China, Crete, India, Siam, Japan, Java, 

and Egypt, Graham was one of the three apsarases, choreographed by St. Denis, and then soloed in Shawn’s 

Japanese “Lantern Dance.” 

Graham…was a working dancer on a grueling tour at the borderline between rote reenactments of others’ 

music visualizations and realizing her latent expressionist necessities. 

After Pottsville and Newcastle and Pittsburgh and Altoona and Baltimore and Kalamazoo, and a triumphant 

night in Milwaukee concluding with a surprise thirty-first birthday party for Papa Ted beneath the towering 

gold-leaf proscenium of the Pabst Theatre, the Denishawn train steamed south along Lake Michigan and 

pulled into Chicago at midday on Sunday, October 22, to prepare for Monday and Tuesday night shows at 

Orchestra Hall. The next two days would be crammed with load-in and dress rehearsals. 

Barely settled at the hotel, Horst and Graham dashed over to the Art Institute of Chicago, guarded by two 

vigilant bronze lions at the corner of Adams Street on Michigan Boulevard, where an exhibition of modern art 

from the collection of the late Arthur Jerome Eddy, on view since September 19, was in its final hours. When 

Graham attempted to reconstruct details of the visit half a century later, she said that “One of our stops when I 

toured the states with the Follies [in fact, Denishawn] was Chicago. I remember going into the Art Institute 

one afternoon. I entered a room where the first modern paintings I had ever seen were on display—Chagalls 

and Matisses— and something within me responded to those paintings.” (In fact, neither Chagall nor Matisse 

was in the Eddy collection show; Derain, Duchamp, Gleizes, Franz Marc, Picabia, and Picasso, among many 

others’ works, were there, including sculptures by Brancusi and Rodin.) 

Suddenly, Graham said, “I saw across the room a beautiful painting, what was then called abstract art, a 

startling new idea. I nearly fainted because at that moment I knew I was not mad, that others saw the world, 

saw art, the way I did. It was by Wassily Kandinsky, and had a streak of red going from one end to the other. I 

said, ‘I will do that someday. I will make a dance like that.’” 
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Graham utterly apprehended Kandinsky’s vision— “infusing painting with the power of music and theatre.” 

One of twenty works in the show by Kandinsky—whose work Eddy, a prosperous attorney, championed early 

on—the painting Martha Graham spotted was Improvisation No. 30, referred to by the artist as Blauer 

Fleck—Kanonen (Blue Spot—Cannons). The four-foot square (111 × 111.3 cm) canvas, a vertiginous, 

impatient ode to scatter, wanted to blast out of the frame. It was illustrated and listed as “item No. 36” in the 

exhibition guidebook, accompanied by Eddy’s parenthetical observation, “(This was not painted as an 

impression of war, but the atmosphere was so charged with war at the time it was painted [1913] that the artist 

must have unconsciously introduced the feeling.)” 

The note paraphrased Kandinsky’s statement about literal imagery in Eddy’s book, Cubists and Post-

Impressionism, published in 1914, following the New York Armory Show: “The presence of the cannons in 

the picture could probably be explained by the constant war talk that had been going on throughout the year,” 

Kandinsky said. “But I did not intend to give a representation of war; to do so would have required different 

pictorial means.” 

Martha Graham in the fall of 1922 was a working dancer on a grueling tour at the borderline between rote 

reenactments of others’ music visualizations and realizing her latent expressionist necessities—to borrow 

Kandinsky’s term. Whether Graham actually said at the museum, “I will do that someday. I will make a dance 

like that,” to herself, or to Louis Horst, as they stood before the Cannons canvas on that Sunday afternoon in 

Chicago; or, in the spirit of self-fulfilling personal history, imagined she said it; or believed—attending to the 

call of her “blood memory”—that she should have said it, Martha Graham utterly apprehended Kandinsky’s 

vision—“infusing painting with the power of music and theatre.” 

Like Kandinsky, Graham was aware of the seesaw in her psyche between fulfillment and frustration, self-

determination and fatalism. 

From 1939 onward, most memorably the Art of Tomorrow show at Hilla Rebay and Solomon R. 

Guggenheim’s Museum of Non-Objective Painting on East Fifty-Fourth Street, Graham never missed a 

Kandinsky exhibition in New York. Invoking his spirit, Graham told her students, “Dancing is a little closer 

sometimes to what is called non-representational painting…The whole adds up to an impression—to a 

sensation—to a feeling that [is not] a complete graph of meaning, except as you use meaning in an inner 

sense.” 

In his book, Point and Line to Plane (Punkt und Linie zur Fläche), Kandinsky defined a “composition” as a 

work in which “vital forces…in the form of tensions, are shut up within the elements.” The artist’s appeal to 

Graham is clear in Kandinsky’s comment to his friend and patron Arthur Eddy about the elusiveness of 

explicit meaning, regardless of medium—the gap between intentionality in the making of a work of art and 
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the viewers’ reception: “The designation ‘Cannons’ selected by me for my own use, is not to be conceived as 

indicating the [non-objective] ‘contents’ of the picture….These contents are indeed what the spectator lives, 

or feels, while under the effect of the form and color combinations of the picture….So intensely did I feel the 

necessity of some of the forms, that I remember having given loud-voiced directions to myself, as for 

instance: ‘But the corners must be heavy!’ ” [All italics here and below are Kandinsky’s.] 

Like Kandinsky, Graham was aware of the seesaw in her psyche between fulfillment and frustration, self-

determination and fatalism: “The truth of the matter is,” the painter further confided to Eddy “that every 

gifted artist, that is, an artist working under an impulse from within, must go in a way that in some mystical 

manner has been laid out for him from the very start. His life is nothing but the fulfillment of a task set for 

him (for him, not by himself)….[There] is a period of ‘storm and stress’ [sturm und drang], then follow 

desperate searching, pain, great pain—until finally his eyes open and he says to himself, ‘There is my way.’” 

 

Excerpted from Martha Graham: When Dance Became Modern by Neil Baldwin. Copyright © 2022. 

Available from Alfred A. Knopf, an imprint of Random House, a division of Penguin Random House, LLC. 

20th centuryAlfred A. KnopfdanceMartha GrahamMartha Graham: When Dance Became Modernmodern 

artmodern danceNeil BaldwinpaintingPenguin Random House LLCRandom HouseWassily Kandinsky 

https://bookshop.org/books/martha-graham-when-dance-became-modern/9780385352321
https://lithub.com/tag/20th-century/
https://lithub.com/tag/alfred-a-knopf/
https://lithub.com/tag/dance/
https://lithub.com/tag/martha-graham/
https://lithub.com/tag/martha-graham-when-dance-became-modern/
https://lithub.com/tag/modern-art/
https://lithub.com/tag/modern-art/
https://lithub.com/tag/modern-dance/
https://lithub.com/tag/neil-baldwin/
https://lithub.com/tag/painting/
https://lithub.com/tag/penguin-random-house-llc/
https://lithub.com/tag/random-house/
https://lithub.com/tag/wassily-kandinsky/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

130 

One-in-four U.S. parents say they’ve struggled to afford food or housing in the past year 

BY DANA BRAGA 

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/dana-braga
https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=419855
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Amid soaring inflation rates and signs that the economy is approaching a recession, one-in-four U.S. parents 

say there have been times in the past year when they could not afford food their family needed or to pay their 

rent or mortgage. A similar share (24%) say they have struggled to pay for health care their family needed, 

and 20% of those who needed child care say they haven’t always had enough money to pay for it, according 

to a recent Pew Research Center survey. 

How we did this 

Another source of financial stress for many working parents: unexpected child-related emergencies that 

require time off from work. About one-in-five parents who work at least part time (19%) say they would be 

extremely or very worried about losing pay if they needed to take a day or two off work because of child care 

issues, and 9% say they’d be equally worried about losing their job. 

 

Lower-income parents are much more likely to say there have been times in the past year when they did not 

have enough money for basic needs. About half of lower-income parents (52%) say they have not had enough 

money for food or their rent or mortgage. By comparison, 17% of middle-income parents say the same about 

each of these items, while 5% of upper-income parents say they have struggled to pay for food and 4% for 

rent or a mortgage. 

Some 37% of lower-income parents say they have struggled to pay for medical or health care for their 

families at some point in the past year, compared with 21% of middle-income and just 6% of upper-income 

parents. Among those who needed child care, 38% of lower-income parents say there have been times in the 

past year when they didn’t have enough money to pay for it. Much smaller shares of middle-income (16%) 

and upper-income parents (4%) say the same. 

Black and Hispanic parents, who tend to have lower incomes than their White and Asian counterparts, are 

especially likely to say there have been times in the last year when they could not afford food or housing. 

About four-in-ten Black parents (39%) say they have struggled to pay their rent or mortgage in the past year, 

higher than the share of Hispanic (32%), White (19%) and Asian parents (18%) who say the same. 

Black (34%) and Hispanic parents (31%) are also more likely than White (21%) and Asian parents (16%) to 

say they have not had enough money for food their family needed in the past year. 

https://www.cnn.com/2022/10/13/economy/cpi-consumer-prices-inflation-september/index.html
https://www.cnbc.com/2022/07/20/economists-chance-of-a-2022-recession-is-rising-with-inflation.html
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Three-in-ten mothers – compared with 19% of fathers – say there have been times in the past year when they 

did not have enough money to buy food. Mothers are also more likely than fathers (28% vs. 20%) to say there 

have been times when they did not have enough money to pay their rent or mortgage. And while 24% of 

mothers who needed child care say there were times in the past year when they weren’t able to afford it, a 

smaller share of fathers (16%) say the same.   

Among mothers, experiences differ by living arrangements and marital status. Half of cohabiting mothers – 

that is, those who are living with an unmarried partner – and 45% of those who are unpartnered say there have 

been times in the past year when they didn’t have enough money for food. A much smaller share of married 

mothers (21%) say the same. 

Similarly, 52% of cohabiting mothers and 44% of unpartnered mothers say there have been times when they 

didn’t have enough money for their rent or mortgage, compared with 19% of those who are married. These 

patterns are similar when it comes to mothers’ experiences with paying for medical and child care. (There 

weren’t enough cohabiting or unpartnered fathers in the sample to analyze separately.) 

Some working parents worry about losing pay – or their job – in the event of child care emergencies 

Overall, 19% of parents who work at least part time say they would be extremely or very worried about losing 

pay if they needed to take a day or two off work to care for a sick child or because of child care issues, 

according to the same survey. Roughly one-in-ten (9%) would be extremely or very worried about losing their 

job if they needed to take a day or two off from work for these reasons. 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2021/01/26/a-rising-share-of-working-parents-in-the-u-s-say-its-been-difficult-to-handle-child-care-during-the-pandemic/
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There are significant demographic differences within the share of working parents who are extremely or very 

worried about these possibilities. 

Some 45% of employed parents with lower incomes say they would be extremely or very worried about 

losing pay if they needed to take a day or two off from work to deal with a sick child or because of child care 

issues. Relatively small shares of working parents with middle (14%) or upper (5%) incomes say the same. In 

https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=419856
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fact, most middle- and upper-income working parents say they wouldn’t worry about this too much or at all 

(70% and 88%, respectively, compared with 32% of those with lower incomes). 

Working parents with lower incomes (22%) are also more likely than those with middle (6%) and upper (1%) 

incomes to say they would be extremely or very worried about losing their job if they needed to miss a day or 

two of work for child care issues. Conversely, overwhelming majorities of middle-income (81%) and upper-

income parents (90%) say they would be not too or not at all worried about losing their job, compared with 

55% of lower-income parents. 

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/?attachment_id=419857
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Black (22%) and Hispanic working parents (25%) are more likely than White (16%) and Asian parents (13%) 

to say they would be extremely or very worried about losing pay if they needed to take a day or two off work 

because of child care issues. Hispanic parents are much more likely than other parents to say they are 

extremely or very worried about losing their job: 19% say this, compared with 8% of Black and Asian parents 

and 5% of White parents. 

Mothers who are employed are more likely than fathers (24% vs. 14%) to say that they would be extremely or 

very worried about losing pay if they needed to take a day or two off from work for child care issues. Mothers 

are also more likely than fathers (11% vs. 7%) to say they would be extremely or very worried about losing 

their job. Larger shares of fathers than mothers say they wouldn’t be too worried or wouldn’t be worried at all 

about losing pay or losing their job in these circumstances. 

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

Topics 

 ParenthoodEconomic Conditions 

SHARE THIS LINK: 

https://pewrsr.ch/3
 

Dana Braga  is a research assistant focusing on social and demographic research at Pew Research Center. 

 

https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/07/one-in-four-u-s-parents-say-theyve-struggled-to-afford-

food-or-housing-in-the-past-year/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-

SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D 

  

https://www.pewresearch.org/wp-content/uploads/2022/12/topline-economic-challenges-parents-a.pdf
https://www.pewresearch.org/wp-content/uploads/2022/12/methodology-economic-challenges-parents.pdf
https://www.pewresearch.org/topic/family-relationships/parenthood/
https://www.pewresearch.org/topic/economy-work/economic-conditions/
https://www.pewresearch.org/staff/dana-braga
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/07/one-in-four-u-s-parents-say-theyve-struggled-to-afford-food-or-housing-in-the-past-year/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/07/one-in-four-u-s-parents-say-theyve-struggled-to-afford-food-or-housing-in-the-past-year/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D
https://www.pewresearch.org/fact-tank/2022/12/07/one-in-four-u-s-parents-say-theyve-struggled-to-afford-food-or-housing-in-the-past-year/?utm_source=Pew+Research+Center&utm_campaign=376fdd379e-SDT_2022_12_20&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_-376fdd379e-%5BLIST_EMAIL_ID%5D
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A Global Forcefield of Accountability 

FIGHTING CORRUPTION 

DECEMBER 9, 2022 

BY AMANDA STRAYER & TINATIN TSERTSVADZE 
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A demonstrator holds a placard calling for sanctions against Russian oligarchs in London, on March 13, 

2022. © Wiktor Szymanowicz/Future Publishing/Getty 

The effects of corruption and the erosion of human rights exact high costs on countless countries, often hitting 

the poorest communities hardest while perpetrators often evade justice, hiding in plain sight. The countries 

where these injustices occur often lack institutions robust enough to tackle the problems at their source. And 

so global powers are developing tougher tools to fight corruption and human rights abuses to help fill the 

void. Their success rests on effective coordination between governments and strong cooperation with civil 

society. 

Sweeping sanctions are a prime example of these emerging anticorruption tools. Named after tax lawyer 

Sergei Magnitsky, whose uncovering of a deep web of corruption in Russia led to his imprisonment and death 

in 2009, these sanctions are aimed at the operations of hundreds of kleptocrats and human rights abusers. 

What defines Magnitsky sanctions is their targeted nature. Rather than focusing on states, they home in on 

individuals and entities anywhere in the world. Assets are frozen, visas are denied, and links to the 

sanctioning jurisdiction’s financial system are severed. The goal is to weaken rights violators as much as 

possible and bring them ever closer to accountability for their crimes. 

This type of sanctions was first rolled out in late 2017 by the United States government. Their target: more 

than a dozen crooked businessmen, politicians, and law enforcement officials across Latin America, Africa, 

Asia, and Europe involved in such criminal activity as plundering state assets, bribery, extrajudicial killings, 

and sexual violence. Since then, similar programs have been launched by 11 more jurisdictions including 

Canada, the United Kingdom, and the European Union. Despite the promising start, the effort five years on is 

being hampered by deficiencies in certain key areas that urgently need strengthening to prevail in the fight 

against corruption and repression. 

Magnitsky sanctions are most effective when swiftly coordinated across as many jurisdictions as possible—a 

practice known as “multilateralization.” Hostile actors typically keep their assets in countries protected by the 

rule of law and an impartial judiciary; locking them out of multiple financial systems simultaneously squeezes 

the space in which they can operate and prevents them from moving their transactions elsewhere. By 

streamlining the mechanisms by which they impose sanctions, participating countries can send a strong 

message in support of human rights and against kleptocrats, hopefully encouraging further accountability. 

But how do sanctions come into being, let alone get deployed by the world’s most advanced economies? 

Though governments have their own investigative methods and resources, they receive crucial assistance 

from civil society groups. The world is aware of the abuses of entities and individuals thanks in part to the 

lengthy and painstaking work carried out by organizations often working in risky environments. Whether it be 

by interviewing victims of torture, tracking corrupt networks, investigating asset ownership or documenting 

https://humanrightsfirst.org/wp-content/uploads/2022/11/Multilateral-Magnitsky-Sanctions-at-Five-Years_November-2022.pdf
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longstanding patterns of violence, civil society plays an indispensable role in building a case for sanctionable 

abuses.  

These organizations also play a vital role in building relationships with policymakers and executing strong 

advocacy campaigns. In the five years since the U.S. enacted its Global Magnitsky Sanctions, at least one-

third of the times they've been deployed were based on recommendations from civil society groups. The UK 

and the EU appear to have been less responsive to civil society recommendations in their sanctions decisions. 

It is very much in these governments’ interests to broaden and deepen their engagement with this sector. 

While Magnitsky-style sanctions were designed to know no borders, in reality they are not always distributed 

equally. The South and Central Asia region has received little attention from the U.S., UK, Canada, and the 

EU, despite being home to some of the least free nations in the world. Underrepresented regions should 

always be in the forefront of policymakers’ minds. Similarly, jurisdictions with these sanctions programs 

should not shy away from holding their allies accountable. The credibility of these sanctions depends on their 

being applied widely and equitably. 

A great deal of work has gone into clipping the wings of some of the world’s worst offenders. The key lies in 

a coordinated front. The EU is currently unable to fully engage in “multilateralizing” sanctions because it 

does not designate corruption as an offense that warrants targeting, though it does so for human rights. An 

uneven approach to sanctioning means that alleged perpetrators targeted by one jurisdiction can merely shift 

their ill-gotten gains to another—allowing them to purchase tools of repression in a friendly territory and use 

them to abuse their own people back home. 

The strength of coordinated action was on display when the U.S., UK, Canada, and the EU imposed same-day 

sanctions against Chinese officials accused of presiding over the persecution of Uyghurs in Xinjiang. Another 

innovative approach is for a jurisdiction to not only pursue the direct culprit but also the network facilitating 

the wrongdoing. In 2017, the Israeli businessman Dan Gertler was sanctioned by the United States for corrupt 

mining and oil deals in the Democratic Republic of the Congo, as were dozens more connected individuals 

and entities. 

Those around the world who commit human rights violations and steal from their societies should face a 

global forcefield of accountability. By establishing and coordinating solid sanction regimes, the space for 

thieves and tyrants begins to disintegrate, and justice for the victims of corruption and persecution comes 

closer. 

Human Rights First is a grantee of the Open Society Foundations. 

https://www.bbc.com/news/world-europe-56487162
https://home.treasury.gov/news/press-releases/jy0515
https://home.treasury.gov/news/press-releases/jy0515
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Amanda Strayer 

Amanda Strayer is supervising staff attorney for accountability at Human Rights First. 

Tinatin Tsertsvadze 

Tinatin Tsertsvadze is a senior policy analyst with Open Society—Europe and Central Asia. 

https://www.opensocietyfoundations.org/voices/a-global-forcefield-of-

accountability?utm_source=news&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=news_121222&utm_content=fpNy

AAtps2x5taoCPC5EqIbfOMbTH-fDoWXaqze1AiI 

 

 

Neil Baldwin 

Neil Baldwin is the critically acclaimed author of biographies of William Carlos Williams, Man Ray, Thomas 

Edison, and Henry Ford. He is emeritus professor of theatre & dance at Montclair State University. 

 

https://lithub.com/how-martha-graham-was-inspired-by-wassily-kandinsky/  

https://lithub.com/author/neilbaldwin/
https://lithub.com/how-martha-graham-was-inspired-by-wassily-kandinsky/
https://lithub.com/author/neilbaldwin/
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The Dirt On Pig-Pen 

By Elif Batuman 

ILLUSTRATION BY IVAN BRUNETTI 

I first encountered the Peanuts strips around age six, when my father started taking me with him to the used 

bookstore. This was the eighties, so the used books were from the sixties and seventies. I naturally gravitated 

to the pocket paperbacks: small, densely printed volumes with titles like Games People Play, The Art of 

Loving, and When Bad Things Happen to Good People that projected an air of containing real solutions to the 

real problems that a real person might have, without being actually readable. Hidden among those books were 

https://astra-mag.com/contributors/elif-batuman
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books of identical dimensions, printed on the same kind of newsprint, with a lot of inky text on every page — 

books that looked, in other words, exactly the same as actual books and not like some fake, debased version 

that had been invented to placate and deceive children — and yet contained pictures of Snoopy. The books 

were not “about” Snoopy, as children’s books would have been. Rather, they represented a world to which 

Snoopy, in some ambiguous, shifting capacity, belonged. Those were the books from which I learned about 

the games people played, the art of loving, the relationship between bad things and good people — the way 

the bad things wore the good people down and made them self-absorbed. 

At first glance, the world of Peanuts was a highly legible one, populated by clearly labeled types. And yet the 

labels kept leading into uncertainty. Snoopy, for example, was “a beagle.” He also read War and Peace and 

owned a typewriter. Lucy was a “fussbudget”: she was one always, in some essential way. But what was it 

about her that was “fussbudget”? Was there a fussbudgetness in all her words and actions or only in some of 

them? With Pig-Pen, it was somehow even more fundamental. Pig-Pen was dirty — visibly so. His character 

was scribbled over, shaded, covered with specks. He was, in the sense of a child’s drawing, “messed up,” “a 

mess.” That’s who and how he was. And yet — what was that dirtiness? Was it essential or incidental? How 

did it work? 

  

Readers’ love of Pig-Pen was reportedly a burden to Charles M. Schulz. Much as Arthur Conan Doyle 

attempted to kill off Sherlock Holmes in 1893 only to bring him back nine years later, so did Schultz write 

Pig-Pen out of the series from 1967 to 1976. Pig-Pen himself is not uninfluenced by Conan Doyle: he is, in 

essence, a walking clue. “I can tell just where you’ve been all week from the dirt on your clothes,” Charlie 

Brown tells a consternated Pig-Pen in August 1965, proceeding to rattle off a series of dusty locations. 

In 2007, Ballantine Books put out a slim volume called The Dirt on Pig Pen, comprising the hundred or so 

strips in which Pig-Pen appears (out of a total of 17,897) between 1954 and 1999. Reacquainting myself with 

Pig-Pen’s exploits in chronological order, I easily saw what it was that had confused me as a child. There is 

something hard to pin down in Pig-Pen’s condition. The nature, even the physical behavior of Pig-Pen’s dirt 

fluctuates. From one week to another, it is likened to chalk powder (as when he “washes” his hands by 

beating them together, “the way they clean erasers”), to sand (you could put “four boards around that kid and 

have an ‘instant sandbox’”), to soil, mud, and dust. He is described as being “cooled by several layers of clay” 

(protecting him from heat), or blending in with the dirt at second base. He is associated with bacteria, carrying 

his Easter jelly beans around so long that they start to “ferment.” Violet describes him as a “germ carrier.” 

Pig-Pen seems offended, but declares that even germs need a rest. The physical dirt itself: Is it organic or 

inorganic? Does it come off? Does Pig-Pen want it to? 

Pig-Pen first appears in 1954. Violet’s judgmental friend, Patty, sees him playing in the sand and asks his 

name. Pig-Pen replies that he doesn’t have one; people just call him “insulting things.” Patty asks for 
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specifics. “I’ll tell you if you won’t laugh,” Pig-Pen says. His name is a punch line. For a long time, Pig-Pen’s 

name consistently appears in quotation marks, reminding us that it isn’t really a name — that he has, 

presumably, another one that he doesn’t know. From 1980 to 1997, the quotation marks disappear, 

blurring the line between Pig-Pen’s “true self” and a reductive description directed at him by other people, 

which is in effect what a name comes down to. 

In a way, Pig-Pen seems to be conjured by Patty herself. Patty, with her grid-patterned dress and matching 

bow, is the most concerned with propriety, appearances, and conventions. She is a kind of emanation of the 

fifties. (Once sandal-wearing Peppermint Patty, who isn’t overconcerned with neatness, appears in 1966, the 

other Patty is no longer mentioned by name and soon essentially disappears from the strip.) Pig-Pen, then, 

may be Patty’s Jungian shadow, the dark side of the fifties suburban ideal. In 1956, Charlie Brown describes 

Pig-Pen as “the only person I know who can raise a cloud of dust on a clean sidewalk.” It’s a subtly 

disorienting moment. 

 

If the sidewalk was clean… where did the dust come from? Did Pig-Pen generate it? Did he know how to 

draw it out of his environment? Also in 1956, Pig-Pen is described as “a human Soil Bank.” Part of the 

Agricultural Act of 1956, the Soil Bank incentivized farmers, threatened by drought and a manufacturing 

boom, to remove farmland from production. In another fifties strip, Charlie Brown calls Pig-Pen a “human 

Dust Bowl,” alluding to the farming crisis of the Depression. Pig-Pen heralds the end of the “dream” that the 

rich soil of America could literally make a person rich. Patty and Violet loudly proclaim Pig-Pen’s 

unmarriageability, and when Pig-Pen protests — in fact, he is a catch, both “a husband and an acre of good 

topsoil!” — Patty and Violet aren’t impressed. 

The setup of one particularly dark strip from 1955 consists of the other children laughing at Pig-Pen, with the 

punch line, “Someday I’ll be a ‘white-collar worker’!” Pig-Pen here conjures the dark side of the system of 

class. Pig-Pen is the one whose function is to be lower than the others, ensuring the smooth running of society 

(a function Pig-Pen occasionally trades with Charlie Brown). A recurring Pig-Pen joke is that Snoopy 

— inhabiting, in these interactions, the role of “the dog” — has more status than he does. Pig-Pen hugs 

Snoopy, calls him a nice doggy, tries to feed him the blackened gumdrops from his pocket. Pig-Pen patronizes 

him, believing he occupies a higher point in the social hierarchy. But he is wrong. Snoopy is appalled by the 

handprint Pig-Pen leaves on his head; he won’t touch Pig-Pen’s debased candy.  

In the 1954 strips, Schultz establishes the basic rules of Pig-Pen’s dirtiness. Pig-Pen doesn’t dislike baths; he 

just prefers getting dirty. He doesn’t try to get dirty; he just doesn’t go out of his way to stay clean. Dirtiness, 

if not precisely an elected state, is one Pig-Pen can initially control — sometimes to fantastical precision. At 

one point he tricks Patty into leaving him alone by seeming to have washed his face; when she walks away, 

we see that the other half of his face is dirty.  
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Over the course of a month in 1954, Pig-Pen’s dirtiness spreads to the other characters: first Schroeder, then 

Snoopy. Patty is shown talking into a telephone about the “awful” contagion; the person on the other end of 

the phone is ultimately revealed to be… Dirty Charlie Brown. (“What’s so awful about it?”) Everyone, it 

turns out, has a Dirty version of themselves: mussed, unkempt, scribbled over. This feels true. The contagion 

plotline ends when Schroeder and Charlie Brown, now clean, call Patty to tell her they followed her advice. 

(“You’d really be proud of us.”) Cut to the person at the other end of the phone… Dirty Patty. (“I would?”) 

Patty and Pig-Pen, the self and its shadow, have finally merged. The contagion series came out in September 

1954, as Joseph McCarthy was finally being discredited after four years of the Red Scare. 

It’s clear that the contagion is a social one: under Pig-Pen’s influence, the children decide to be dirty. When 

they decide to be clean again, they are. On the whole, being dirty is a decision people make — though it isn’t 

quite so simple. 

Starting in 1955, there are moments when Pig-Pen physically can’t get clean, despite his efforts. In June, Pig-

Pen scrubs and scrubs his hands, but they remain dirty: he has reached the long-feared “point of no return.” 

When Pig-Pen plays in the snow, instead of getting less dirty, he ends up building “the world’s dirtiest 

snowman.” Pig-Pen’s dirtiness becomes a force of nature, more powerful than the whiteness of snow. “As the 

duck is drawn to the pond, and as the rabbit is drawn to the briar patch,” Pig-Pen announces in a later panel, 

“so am I drawn to the mud puddle!” Dirtiness is an ineluctable state, a natural state — one to which Pig-Pen 

may be drawn even despite his wishes. When Charlie Brown attempts to separate nature from nurture — “Do 

you suppose it’s hereditary, or is it your environment?” — Pig-Pen only muddies the question: “It must be my 

environment… I’m covered with it!” 

In 1956 we first encounter the motif of Venerable Pig-Pen, the bearer of venerable history. “I have affixed to 

me the dirt and dust of countless ages,” he remarks at one point, adding, “Who am I to disturb history?” Pig-

Pen’s dirt becomes a site of absurdism and unknowability, a running Zen koan. In 1958, he pauses to shake 

some grit from his shoe, and out falls a mound of sand as big as he is. In 1959, when Patty asks how Pig-Pen 

manages to get so dirty, Pig-Pen replies, “I guess there are some things we will never know in this lifetime!” 

Pig-Pen begins to take a philosophical attitude toward his inability to get clean: he has learned “never to 

expect too much from a shower” — to be “satisfied if it just settles the dust.”  

Pig-Pen continues to appear regularly in the early sixties but soon fades out and disappears for almost the 

whole seventies, returning in sustained form only in the eighties. Perhaps the more explicitly “messy” sixties 

and seventies don’t need Pig-Pen to expose their dark underside. Pig-Pen flourishes in the self-satisfied 

decades: the fifties, the eighties, and the nineties.  
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The apotheosis of the Pig-Pen storyline takes place in the late eighties, when he goes into analysis with Lucy. 

That’s when the contradictions finally make sense. Pig-Pen’s dirtiness only seemed to be physical. It is 

psychological: a feature of his character and his fate, an expression of how the two determine each other.  

The therapeutic dialogue between Pig-Pen and Lucy has a poignancy only hinted at earlier — for example, 

when Pig-Pen asks, “How would you like to go through life being called ‘Pig-Pen’?” It’s a question that has 

been latent since his first appearance. To what extent is Pig-Pen actually Pig-Pen? To what extent has he been 

made Pig-Pen by others? Lucy, who isn’t the best therapist but also isn’t the worst, asks what Pig-Pen’s father 

was called. “Pig-Pen Senior,” Pig-Pen replies, encapsulating the problem of individual and family destiny.  

A particularly jarring and revealing moment is when Lucy asks Pig-Pen what would happen if he tried to start 

going “just one hour without getting dirty.” “Do you have any idea how painful a migraine can be?” Pig-

Pen replies. It feels like a new register — like a direct, honest statement about addiction. It makes us reframe 

personality itself in terms of addiction. Tragically, Lucy can’t or won’t rise to the challenge. What she wants 

isn’t to understand Pig-Pen’s dirtiness but to cure it. For this reason, the therapy is doomed. “When I look at 

you, all I see is dirt and dust,” Lucy says. “You don’t need a psychiatrist… You need an archaeologist!”  

As I contemplate The Dirt on Pig Pen, it occurs to me that the Peanuts strips may have been my first novels. 

They weren’t, of course, novels, but because I consumed them not in small installments in a newspaper but 

for hours at a time in book form, I had to make novelistic extrapolations — I had to find a way to reconcile 

the contradictions from week to week. And those contradictions are the same ones we find in great novels. 

There’s something Dostoyevskian about Pig-Pen’s identification with the “insulting things” people say, his 

pride and perversity in doing the thing that makes him be insulted, and the abiding question of whether it is in 

fact possible for him to act otherwise. Reading every Pig-Pen strip in chronological order forces us to face the 

same challenges we face in defining any “character” over time: to separate the incidental from the inherent, 

the voluntary from the inborn; to tease apart the effects of upbringing and personal appearance — to try, in 

short, to solve what critics of the novel call “the problem of the person.” The Dirt on Pig Pen is nothing less 

than the enigma of human personality. If it is true that Pig-Pen needs, as Lucy says, “an archaeologist,” it is 

because the answer to his character can come not from resolving the contradictions but only from seeing them 

all at once.    

 Elif Batuman is a writer who lives in New York. EITHER/OR — a sequel to her first novel, THE IDIOT — 

was published in May 2022. 

https://astra-mag.com/articles/the-dirt-on-pig-pen/  

  

https://astra-mag.com/articles/the-dirt-on-pig-pen/
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Who Wants the Metaverse? 

What exactly is the “metaverse,” and what could it be, beyond an overused, hyper-trendy prompt in marketing 

copy? 

Getty/Jonathan Aprea 

By: Jake Pitre  

No single future is guaranteed. Powerful figures like Facebook/Meta’s Mark Zuckerberg would prefer that 

you forget this, and instead accept that he determines our collective future. This is the vision of the 

“metaverse,” as Zuckerberg imagines and markets it to us. Yet the true origin of the concept of “the 

metaverse” is Snow Crash, a popular science-fiction novel by Neal Stephenson which, in 1992, told of a 

virtual reality world of avatars, including our hero Hiro Protagonist, who would interact, buy things, and 
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otherwise attempt to build status for themselves within an alternate reality that essentially consisted of an 

online economic world. 

Today, it is imagined similarly, typically via the use of virtual reality headsets (though not always), but with 

“personalized,” “private,” and “fun” descriptors added in. Critics of the metaverse have been quick to point 

out the dystopian flavor of Stephenson’s conception when reporting on Facebook’s shift. In particular they 

point to the monopolistic architecture and L. Bob Rife, the business titan who ends up dead after attempting to 

indoctrinate and control the masses with a virus. 

Weekly Newsletter 

Privacy Policy   Contact Us 

You may unsubscribe at any time by clicking on the provided link on any marketing message. 

Nowadays everyone from libertarian magnates and anarcho-capitalist cryptocurrency advocates to video game 

developers and Coca-Cola have glommed onto the idea of the metaverse as an aspiration. The only thing they 

appear to agree on in this adoption is to use the term with abandon; what the metaverse actually is or will be is 

another question altogether. Seemingly any entity can claim a place in the metaverse. It appears in everything 

from Fortnite and Roblox to augmented reality-assisted hologram technology to NFTs. How or why, right 

now, doesn’t matter. 

At present the metaverse is nothing more than a trendy prompt in marketing copy. It communicates an 

alignment with “the future,” broadly conceived. 

That said, it is worth taking stock of the various interdisciplinary approaches to the metaverse since its 

introduction in the early 1990s, to help understand which versions of it are being thrown around now, whether 

this was inevitable, and if we can imagine a better use for this concept. In the simplest sense, the metaverse 

has been understood as an idea of the future, and it can take on a more or less utopian flavor depending on 

who is invoking it. 

Let’s start at the beginning. In her 2010 article “Capsules and Nodes and Ruptures and Flows: Circulating 

Subjectivity in Neal Stephenson’s Snow Crash,” Lisa Swanstrom described Stephenson’s metaverse as, “an 

expansive and seemingly borderless ‘place,’” which “allows for sensory expansion in spite of any bodily or 

financial limitations.” This is Stephenson’s conception in its most hopeful iteration. Zuckerberg and other 

advocates including Epic Games CEO Tim Sweeney and Microsoft CEO Satya Nadella speak of the 

https://about.jstor.org/privacy/
http://www.jstor.org/contact-us/
https://www.jstor.org/stable/40649585?mag=who-wants-the-metaverse
https://www.jstor.org/stable/40649585?mag=who-wants-the-metaverse


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 618  january  2023 

 

147 

metaverse in similarly rosy terms. Last summer, Zuckerberg called the metaverse an “embodied internet” that 

would ideally be interoperable. 

“It’ll actually feel like we’re in the same place, even if we’re in different states or hundreds of miles apart,” he 

explained, adding that “when you’re building social systems primarily, you want everyone to be able to be a 

part of the same systems. So we want to make them as affordable as possible, we want to make them as 

unified as possible.” And way back in 2016, Sweeney opined optimistically that, “this metaverse is going to 

be far more pervasive and powerful than anything else. If one central company gains control of this, they will 

become more powerful than any government and be a god on Earth.” 

Daniel Grassian has observed that “despite its democratic overtures, the Metaverse is still dominated 

by wealth,” as less than 1% of the world’s population can afford the hardware to get online. 

In Swanstrom’s analysis of Snow Crash, however, she points out how the metaverse’s network infrastructure 

is fundamentally isolationist, and moreover that it poses thorny questions when it comes to avatars, 

particularly involving race, ethnicity, and the roleplaying of other identities. In “‘Hiro’ of the Platonic: Neal 

Stephenson’s Snow Crash,” Carl Boehm interprets the metaverse initially as a solution to the unwieldy 

nature of reality. “One way to interpret the Metaverse as the parallel to Plato’s ideal realm is to see the virtual 

reality as an area where the chaos of the ‘real’ world of the novel is replaced with what Hiro and the other 

programmers see as the ideal truth: an ordered state.” From the perspective of Hiro Protagonist, it is only the 

threat of a virus within the metaverse that threatens its stability and desirability as a space of possibility, 

compared to the dead-endedness of the real world. 

Daniel Grassian has observed that “despite its democratic overtures, the Metaverse is still dominated by 

wealth,” as less than 1 percent of the world’s population can afford the hardware to get online. “By no means 

an idyllic or edenic” space, the metaverse is, Grassian says, an overcrowded “urban megalopolis run amuck.” 

Even still, Hiro and others prefer it to the dreadful state of reality. Many are even finding ways to remain 

within the metaverse permanently, if at the expense of their humanity. Always connected via portable 

terminals, they are nicknamed “gargoyles” because of how this connection warps their appearance. The 

takeaway for Grassian, rightly, is that “the futuristic world of Snow Crash seems to be precipitously balanced 

between a potential future of environmental collapse and anarchic violence.” 

Outside the realm of literary theory and Snow Crash, though, many other scholars in the decades since that 

book’s publication have taken up the concept of the metaverse for a variety of uses, though generally as a way 

to understand the potential and the risk of virtual worlds, which became of greater interest as the twentieth 

century turned into the twenty-first. Indeed, as the technology of virtual reality developed, the question of 

how it would be used and managed was of great importance. In a 2011 article called “Usability Design and 

Psychological Ownership of a Virtual World,” Younghwa Lee and Andrew N.K. Chen spoke with users of the 

video game Second Life and analyzed how they understood their “life” within the game through the prism of 
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psychological ownership, where a sense of perceived control and self-investment in the virtual world are 

crucial to keep players coming back (Lee and Chen use this to make recommendations for designers 

interested in building e-businesses). Second Life, launched in 2003 and popular to this day, has often been 

compared to Stephenson’s metaverse, even by scholars of architecture interested in building virtual 

environments. 

Also in 2011, Alok R. Chaturvedi, Daniel R. Dolk, and Paul Louis Drnevich similarly devised a set of design 

principles for virtual worlds, specifically building from the mid-2000s Metaverse Roadmap project by 

John Smart, Jamais Cascio, and Jerry Paffendorf, which sought to bring together scholars and other 

stakeholders to plan for a future which would exist within the “nexus of our physical and virtual worlds,” and 

the implications therein for everything from logistics and transportation to artificial intelligence and e-

commerce. This year, organizations like the Military Operations Research Society have even published on 

the metaverse as part of the worry over “cognitive superiority” in warfare. 

Scholars of law have also been interested in the shape these worlds will take and how they will be regulated. 

Already in 2004, F. Gregory Lastowka and Dan Hunter questioned whether concepts like democratic 

governance even make sense within virtual social communities in their article “The Laws of the Virtual 

Worlds.” There’s now a Wikipedia page devoted to “Metaverse law,” which highlights more recent concerns 

over privacy and copyright. And a large study in the International Journal of Information 

Management recently brought together over 40 scholars from different disciplines all around the world to take 

stock of the metaverse “beyond the hype,” once again pointing out that although it doesn’t yet exist, 

discussion of its transformative power is unavoidable. 

The study is comprehensive, with insights on the metaverse’s potential impact on the environment, national 

security, digital labor and the economy, education, real estate, healthcare, social life, and much more. Its main 

takeaway is that researchers, like the media, seem all too willing to accept the conception of the metaverse as 

imagined by titans of Big Tech. While the researchers focus on opportunities for future study, the premise of 

the investigation remains beholden to descriptions of the future as told by corporations. 

Perhaps this is inevitable—I am writing about these companies now, and my own doctoral research is focused 

on untangling the tales told by TikTok, Twitch, and Disney as storytellers of the future. My hope, though, is 

that these critical approaches are geared towards a goal of making sure we understand that not every 

“innovation” must be seen to completion, and that there are alternative ways we can design the future. How 

could a virtual world that blurs the line between physical reality and digital avatars change our experience of 

work or leisure in ways that actually benefit us, instead of providing us with awkward meetings. 

We should be asking whether a metaverse is something that regular people want instead of merely responding 

to what Mark Zuckerberg tells us we want. If it turns out that we do want something like the 

metaverse, then we can start talking about what it could or should look like. We don’t live in a time where this 
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seems viable, but that is not inevitable. It is worth repeating: the metaverse does not exist in material form. It 

is a shifting concept, a promise, an illusion, and an amorphous one at that, at least for now. We need not 

accept Zuckerberg’s vision of the metaverse or Stephenson’s or anyone else’s, for that matter. Instead let us 

be as bold as they are, and imagine a future of our very own. 
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