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graduation
song,

and
as

a
we-just~beat-Barcelona-in-the-Champions-

L
e
a
g
u
e

song.
A
s
f
o
r
m
e
r
Liverpool

player
a
n
d
m
a
n
a
g
e
r
K
e
n
n
y

Dalglish

said,
“It

covers
adversity

and
sadness

and
it

covers
the

success.”
It’s

a
song

about
sticking

together
even

w
h
e
n

your
dreams

are
tossed

and
blown.

It’s
a
s
o
n
g
a
b
o
u
t
b
o
t
h

the
s
t
o
r
m
a
n
d

the
g
o
l
d
e
n

sky.
‘

At first
blush,

it
m
a
y
s
e
e
m
o
d
d

that
the

world’s
most

popular
foot-

ball
song

c
o
m
e
s

from
musical

theater.
B
u
t

football
is

theater,
and

fans

m
a
k
e

it
musical

theater.
T
h
e
a
n
t
h
e
m
of

West
H
a
m

United
is

called
“I’m

Forever
B
l
o
w
i
n
g
Bubbles,”

and
at

the
start

of
each

game,
you'll

see
thou-

sands
of

g
r
o
w
n

adults
blowing

bubbles
from

the
stands

as
they

sing,

“
Y
m

forever
b
l
o
w
i
n
g

bubbles,
pretty

bubbles
in

the
air

/
T
h
e
y

fly
so

high,
nearly

reach
the

sky
/
T
h
e
n

like
m
y

dreams,
they

fade
and

die.”

Manchester
United

fans
refashioned

Julia
W
a
r
d
Howe’s

U.S.
Civil

W
a
r

a
n
t
h
e
m

“Battle
H
y
m
n

o
f
the

Republic”
i
n
t
o

the
s
o
n
g

“Glory,
G
l
o
r
y

M
a
n

United.”
Manchester

City
fans

sing
“Blue

M
o
o
n
,
’

a
1934

Rodgers

and
Hart

number.

All
these

songs
are

m
a
d
e

great
b
y

the
communities

singing
them.

T
h
e
y

are
assertions

of
unity

in
sorrow

and
unity

in
tciumph:

W
h
e
t
h
e
r

the
b
u
b
b
l
e

is
flying

or
bursting,

w
e

sing
together.

“You'll
N
e
v
e
r
W
a
l
k
Alone”

i
s

cheesy,
b
u
t

it’s
n
o
t
w
r
o
n
g
.
T
h
e

s
o
n
g

doesn’t
claim

the
world

is
a
just

or
happy

place.
Itjust

asks
us

to
walk

o
n

with
h
o
p
e

in
our

hearts.
Andl

i
k
e

Louise
at

the
end

of
Carousel,

even
if

y
o
u

don’t
really

believe
in

the
g
o
l
d
e
n
sky

or
the

sweet
silver

s
o
n
g
o
f
the

lark
w
h
e
n

you s
t
a
r
t

singing,
y
o
u

believe
it

a
little

m
o
r
e
w
h
e
n

you f
i
n
i
s
h
.

In
M
a
r
c
h

2020,
a
v
i
d
e
o
m
a
d
e

the
r
o
u
n
d
s

online
in

w
h
i
c
h

a
g
r
o
u
p

of
British

paramedics
sang

“You'll
N
e
v
e
r
W
a
l
k
Alone”

through
a

glass

w
a
l
l
to

c
o
w
o
r
k
e
r
s
o
n

t
h
e
o
t
h
e
r

side,
w
h
o
w
e
r
e

in
a
n

intensive
care

unit.

T
h
e
paramedics

w
e
r
e
trying

to
e
n
c
o
u
r
a
g
e

their
colleagues.

W
h
a
t

a
w
o
r
d

thatis,
en-courage.

T
h
o
u
g
h
o
u
r
d
r
e
a
m
s
b
e

tossed
a
n
d
blown,

still
w
e

sing

ourselves
and

one
anotheri

n
t
o

courage.

I
give

“You'll
N
e
v
e
r
W
a
l
k
Alone”

four
and

a
half

stars.

 
 

H
U
M
A
N
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T
Y
’
S
T
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M
P
O
R
A
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A
N
G
E

W
H
E
N

}
W
A
S
N
I
N
E
O
R

TEN,
I

saw
a
planetarium

s
h
o
w

at
the

O
r
-

lando
Science

Center
in

w
h
i
c
h

the
host,

with
n
o

apparent
emotion

in
his

voice,
explained

that
in

a
b
o
u
t

a
billion

years,
the

s
u
n

will
be

10
percent

m
o
r
e

luminescent
thani

t
is

now,
likely

resulting
in

the

runaway
evaporation

of
Earth’s

oceans.
In

about
four

billion
years,

Earth’s
surface

will
b
e
c
o
m
e

so
hot

that
it

will
melt.

In
seven

or
eight

billion
years,

the
sun

will
be

a
red

giant
star,

and
it

will
expand

until

eventually
o
u
r
planet

will
b
e
s
u
c
k
e
d
into

it,
a
n
d
a
n
y
r
e
m
a
i
n
i
n
g
Earthly

evidence
of

w
h
a
t
w
e

thought
or

said
or

did
will

be
absorbed

into
a

b
u
r
n
i
n
g
sphere

o
f
plasma.

Thanks
f
o
r

visiting
the

O
r
l
a
n
d
o

Science
Center.

T
h
e

exit
is

to
y
o
u
r

left.

It
has

taken
m
e
m
o
s
t

of the
l
a
s
t

thirty-five
years

to
recover

f
r
o
m

that

presentation.
I
w
o
u
l
d

later
learn

that
m
a
n
y

of
the

stars
w
e

see
in

the

night
sky

are
red

giants,
including

Arcturus.
R
e
d

giants
are

c
o
m
m
o
n
.
I
t

is
c
o
m
m
o
n
f
o
r
stars

to
g
r
o
w

larger
and

engulf
their

once-habitable
solar

systems.
It’s

n
o
w
o
n
d
e
r
w
e
w
o
r
r
y
a
b
o
u
t

the
e
n
d
o
f
the

world.
W
o
r
l
d
s

enda
l
l

the
time.
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A
2012

survey
conducted

across
twenty

countries
found

wide
variance

in
the

percentage
of

people
w
h
o

believe
humanity

will
end

within
their

lifetimes.
In

France,
6
percent

o
f
those

polled
did;

in
the

U
n
i
t
e
d

States,
22

percent.
This

makes
a
kind

of
sense:

France
has

been
home

t
o

apoca-
lyptic

p
r
e
a
c
h
e
r
s
—
t
h
e
bishop

Martin
o
f

Tours,
for

instance,
w
r
o
t
e
“
T
h
e
r
e

is
n
o

doubtt
h
a
t

the
Antichrist

has
already

been
born.”

B
u
t

that
was

back
in

the
fourth

century.
A
m
e
r
i
c
a
n

apocalypticisin
has

a
m
u
c
h
m
o
r
e

recent
history,

f
r
o
m
S
h
a
k
e
r

predictions
the

w
o
r
l
d
w
o
u
l
d
e
n
d

in
1
7
9
4

to
f
a
m
e
d

radio
evangelist

Harold
Camping’s

calculations
that

the
apocalypse

was
c
o
m
i
n
g

in
1
9
9
4
—
a
n
d

then,
w
h
e
n

that
didn’t

happen,
in

1995.
C
a
m
p
-

ing
w
e
n
t
o
n

to
a
n
n
o
u
n
c
e

that
the

e
n
d
times

w
o
u
l
d
c
o
m
m
e
n
c
e

o
n
M
a
y

21,
2011,

after
w
h
i
c
h
w
o
u
l
d
c
o
m
e

“five
m
o
n
t
h
s
o
f
fire,

b
r
i
m
s
t
o
n
e
a
h
d

plagues
o
n

Earth,
w
i
t
h

millions
o
f
p
e
o
p
l
e
d
y
i
n
g
each

day,
culminating

o
n
October

21st,
2011

with
the

final
destruction

of
the

world.”
W
h
e
n

n
o
n
e
o
f

this
came

t
o

pass,
C
a
m
p
i
n
g

said,
“
W
e
h
u
m
b
l
y
a
c
k
n
o
w
l
e
d
g
e
w
e

were
w
r
o
n
g

aboutt
h
e

timing,”
although

for
the

record
n
o

individual
ever

h
u
m
b
l
y

a
c
k
n
o
w
l
e
d
g
e
d

anything
while

referring
to

themselves
as

“we.”
’'mr

e
m
i
n
d
e
d

of
something

m
y
religion

professor
D
o
n
a
l
d
R
o
g
a
n

told
m
e

once:
“Never

predict
the

e
n
d
o
f
the

world.
You're

almost
cer-

tain
to

b
e
w
r
o
n
g
,

andi
f
you're

right,
n
o

onew
i
l
l
b
e
a
r
o
u
n
d

to
congratu-

late
y
o
u
”

C
a
m
p
i
n
g
’
s
personal

apocalypse
arrived

in
2013,

w
h
e
n
h
e
died

at
the

age
o
f
ninety-two,

Part
o
f
o
u
r

fears
a
b
o
u
t

the
w
o
r
l
d
e
n
d
i
n
g
m
u
s
t
stem

f
r
o
m

t
h
e
s
t
r
a
n
g
e

reality
that

for
e
a
c
h
o
f
us

o
u
r
w
o
r
l
d

will
e
n
d
,
a
n
d
s
o
o
n
.

In
that

sense,
m
a
y
b
e

apocalyptic
anxieties

are
a
b
y
-
p
r
o
d
u
c
t
o
f
h
u
m
a
n
-

ity’s
astonishing

capacity
for

narcissism.
H
o
w

could
the

w
o
r
l
d

possibly
survive

the
death

ofi
t
s

single
most

important
inhabitant—me?

But
I

think
something

else
is

at
work.

W
e
k
n
o
w
w
e

will
end

in
part

because
w
e

k
n
o
w
o
t
h
e
r

species
have

ended.

M
o
d
e
r
n

humans,’
as

w
e

are
called

by
paleontologists,

have
been

 

a
r
o
u
n
d

for
a
b
o
u
t
2
5
0
,
0
0
0

years.
This

is
o
u
r

so-called
“
t
e
m
p
o
r
a
l

range,”

 

The
Anthropocene

Reviewed
1
5

the
length

of
time

we've
been

a
species,

C
o
n
t
e
m
p
o
r
a
r
y

elephants
are

at
least

ten
times

older
than

us—their
temporal

range
extends

back
to

the
P
h
o
c
e
n
e
E
p
o
c
h
,
w
h
i
c
h
e
n
d
e
d
m
o
r
e

than
2.5

million
years

ago.
Alpacas

have
b
e
e
n
a
r
o
u
n
d

for
something

l
i
k
e

1
0
million

years—forty
times

lon~
g
e
r
t
h
a
n

us.
T
h
e

tuatara,
a
species

o
f
reptile

that
lives

in
N
e
w
Z
e
a
l
a
n
d
,

first
e
m
e
r
g
e
d
a
r
o
u
n
d
2
4
0

million
years

ago.
T
h
e
y
’
v
e
b
e
e
n

here
a
t
h
o
u
-

sand
times

longer
than

w
e

have,
since

before
Earth’s

supercontinent
of

Pangaea
began

to
break

apart.

W
e

are
younger

than
polar

bears
and

coyotes
and

blue
whales

and
camels,

W
e

are
also

far
y
o
u
n
g
e
r
than

m
a
n
y

animals
w
e

drove
to

extinc-
tion,

f
r
o
m

t
h
e
d
o
d
o

to
t
h
e

giant
s
l
o
t
h
.

Tn
t
h
e
s
p
r
i
n
g
o
f
2
0
2
0
,

a
f
e
w
w
e
e
k
s

after
t
h
e
e
m
e
r
g
e
n
c
e
o
f
a
n
o
v
e
l
c
o
r
o
-

navirus
b
e
g
a
n

to
shut

schools
a
n
d

clear
Out

grocery
stores

in
the

U
S
.
,

s
o
m
e
o
n
e

sent
m
e

a
collection

they'd
m
a
d
e

oft
i
m
e
s

I'd
publicly

m
e
n
-

tioned
myf

e
a
r

of
aninfectious

disease
pandemic.

O
n

the
podcast

10
Things

That
Scare

M
e
,
V
d

listed
near

the
top,

“a
global

disease
p
a
n
d
e
m
i
c

 

that
will

result
in

t
h
e
b
r
e
a
k
d
o
w
n

o
f
h
u
m
a
n

norms.”
Years

earlier,
in

a
video

about
world

history,
I'd

speculated
about

what
might

happen
“if

s
o
m
e
superbug

shows
u
p
t
o
m
o
r
r
o
w

andi
t

travels
all

these
global

trade
routes.”

In
2019,

Vd
said

o
n

a
podcast,

“
W
e

all
must

prepare
ourselves

for
the

global
pandemic

wea
l
l
k
n
o
w

is
coming,”

A
n
d

yet,
|
did

nothing
to

prepare.
T
h
e

future,
e
v
e
n

ini
t
s

inevitabilities,
always

feels
v
a
g
u
e
a
n
d

nebulous
to

me—until
it

doesn’t,
A
f
t
e
r
m
y

kids’
s
c
h
o
o
l

closed,
a
n
d

after
I'd

f
o
u
n
d

a
m
a
s
k

that
V’d

bought
years

earlier
to

minimize
sawdust

inhalation
while

building
their

tree
house,

but
long

before
I
understood

the
scope

oft
h
e

pandemic,
]

called
m
y

brother,
Hank,

and
told

h
i
m

I
was

feeling
frightened.

H
a
n
k

is
the

levelheaded
one,

the
sane

one,
the

c
a
l
m

one.
He
a
l
w
a
y
s

has
been.

W
e

have
never

let
the

fact
of
m
y

being
older

get
in

the
w
a
y

of
H
a
n
k
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being
the

wise
older

brother.
Ever

since
w
e
were

little,
one

of
the

ways
I’ve

m
a
n
a
g
e
d

mya
n
x
i
e
t
y

is
b
y
l
o
o
k
i
n
g

to
h
i
m
.
M
y

brain
c
a
n
n
o
t

reliably
Teport

to
m
e

whether
a
perceived

threati
s

really
real,

and
so

I
look

at
H
a
n
k
,
a
n
d

I
see

that
he’s

not
panicked,

a
n
d

[
tell

m
y
s
e
l
f
that

I
'
m

okay.
If

anything
were

truly
wrong,

H
a
n
k

wouldn't
be

able
to

portray
such

calm
confidence.

So
I
told

H
a
n
k

I
wasscared,

“
T
h
e

species
will

survive
this,”

he
answered,

a
little

hitch
in

his
voice.

“The
species

will
survive

this?
That's

all
you’ve

got
for

m
e
?
?
?
”

H
e

paused.
I
could

hear
the

tremble
in

his
breath,

the
tremble

he’s
b
e
e
n

hearing
in
m
y

breath
o
u
r
w
h
o
l
e

lives.
“That's

w
h
a
t

I’ve
got

for
you,”

h
e

said
after

a
m
o
m
e
n
t
.

T
told

H
a
n
k

I'd
bought

s
i
x
t
y

cans
o
f
D
i
e
t
D
r

Pepper,
so

that
I
could

drink
t
w
o

for
each

day
of

the
lockdown.

A
n
d

o
n
l
y

t
h
e
n

c
o
u
l
d

I
hear

the
old

smile,
the

m
y
-
o
l
d
e
r
-
b
r
o
t
h
e
r
-

really-is-a~piece-of-work
smile.

“
F
o
r
s
o
m
e
o
n
e
w
h
o

has
spent

four
de-

cades
w
o
r
r
y
i
n
g
a
b
o
u
t

disease
pandemics,”

he
s
a
i
d
,
“
y
o
u

sure
don’t

k
n
o
w

h
o
w

disease
pandemics

work.”

One
r
u
l
e
o
f
retail

m
a
r
k
e
t
i
n
g
maintains

that
to

m
a
x
i
m
i
z
e

sales,
businesses

need
to

create
a
sense

of
urgency,

Mega-sale
ends

soon!
Only

a
fewtick-

ets
still

available!
T
h
e
s
e

c
o
m
m
e
r
c
i
a
l

threats,
especially

in
the

age
ofe
-

c
o
m
m
e
r
c
e
,

are
almost

alwaysa
fiction.

B
u
t

they're
effective,

an
e
c
h
o
o
f

our
apocalyptic

visions:
If
w
e

feel
a
sense

of
urgency

about
the

h
u
m
a
n

experiment,
m
a
y
b
e

we'll
actually

get
to

work,
whether

that’s
rushing

to
save

souls
before

the
R
a
p
t
u
r
e

or
rushing

to
address

climate
change.

I
try

to
r
e
m
i
n
d
m
y
s
e
l
f
that

b
a
c
k

in
the

fourth
century,

M
a
r
t
i
n

o
f

Tours’s
eschatological

anxiety
must

have
felt

as
real

to
h
i
m

as
m
y

cur-
tent

anxiety
feels

to
me.

A
thousand

years
ago,

floods
and

plagues
were

seen
as

apocalyptic
portents,

because
they

were
glimpses

of
a
powerf

a
r
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beyond
our

understanding.
B
y

the
time

I
was

growing
up,

amid
ther

i
s
e

of
computers

and
hydrogen

bombs,
Y
2
K

and
nuclear

winter
m
a
d
e

for
better

apocalyptic
worries.

‘Today,
these

worries
s
o
m
e
t
i
m
e
s

focus
o
n

ar-
tificial

intelligence
run

amok,
or

o
n

a
species~crushing

pandemic
that

w
e

have
proven

ourselves
thoroughly

unprepared
for,

but
most

c
o
m
m
o
n
l
y

m
y
w
o
r
r
y

takes
the

formo
f
c
l
i
m
a
t
e

anxiety,
or

eco-anxiety~—terms
that

did
not

exist
a
f
e
w
decades

a
g
o
but

are
n
o
w

w
i
d
e
s
p
r
e
a
d
p
h
e
n
o
m
e
n
a
,

H
u
m
a
n
s
a
r
e

already
a
n
ecological

catastrophe.
In

just
2
5
0
,
0
0
0

years,
our

behaviorh
a
s

led
to

the
extinction

of
m
a
n
y

species,
and

driven
m
a
n
y

m
o
r
e

into
steep

decline.
This

is
lamentable,

andi
t

is
also

increasingly
needless.

W
e

probably
didn’t

k
n
o
w
w
h
a
t
w
e

w
e
r
e
d
o
i
n
g
thousands

o
f

years
ago

as
w
e
hunted

s
o
m
e

large
mammuals

to
extinction.

B
u
t
w
e
k
n
o
w

what
we're

doing
now.

W
e
k
n
o
w
h
o
w

to
tread

m
o
r
e

lightly
u
p
o
n

the
earth.

W
e

c
o
u
l
d
c
h
o
o
s
e

to
u
s
e

less
e
n
e
r
g
y
,

eat
less

m
e
a
t
,

clear
f
e
w
e
r
for-

ests.
A
n
d
w
e
c
h
o
o
s
e

nott
o
.
A
s

a
result,

for
m
a
n
y
f
o
r
m
s

oflife,
h
u
m
a
n
i
t
y

is
the

apocalypse.

There
are

worldviews
that

embrace
cyclic

c
o
s
m
o
l
o
g
i
e
s
—
H
i
n
d
u

escha~
tology,

for
instance,

lays
out

a
series

o
f
multibillion-year

periods
called

kalpas
during

w
h
i
c
h

the
world

goes
through

a
cycle

of
formation,

main-
t
e
n
a
n
c
e
,
a
n
d
t
h
e
n

decline.
B
u
t

in
linear

eschatologies,
t
h
e
e
n
d
t
i
m
e
s
for

humanity
are

often
referred

to
as

“the
end

of
the

world,”
even

though
our

departure
f
r
o
m
Earthw

i
l
l
very

probably
notb

e
the

e
n
d

oft
h
e

world,
norw

i
l
l

it
b
e

the
e
n
d

ofl
i
f
e

in
the

world,
H
u
m
a
n
s
a
r
e

a
threat

to
o
u
r
o
w
n

species
a
n
d

to
m
a
n
y

others,
b
u
t
t
h
e

planet
will

survive
us.

In
fact,

it
m
a
y
only

takelife
o
n
Earth

a
few

million
years

to
recover

fromu
s
.

Life
has

b
o
u
n
c
e
d

b
a
c
k
f
r
o
m

far
m
o
r
e

serious
shocks.

T
w
o
h
u
n
d
r
e
d
a
n
d

fifty
million

years
ago,

d
u
r
i
n
g
the

P
e
r
m
i
a
n
ex-

tinction,
o
c
e
a
n

surface
waters

likely
reached

1
0
4
degrees

Fahrenheit,
or

4
0
degrees

Celsius,
Ninety-five

percent
o
f
Earth’s

species
w
e
n
t

extinct,
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a
n
d

forf
i
v
e

million
years

afterward,
Earth

w
a
s

a
“
d
e
a
d
zone”

with
little

expansion
oflife.

Sixty-six
million

years
ago,

an
asteroid

impact
caused

a
dust

cloud
so

huge
that

darkness
m
a
y
have

pervaded
Earth

for
two

years,
virtually

stop-

ping
photosynthesis

and
leading

to
the

extinction
of

75
percent

of
land

animals.
Measured

against
these

disasters,
we're

just
not

that
important.

W
h
e
n

Earth
is
d
o
n
e
w
i
t
h

us,
it'll

b
e

like,
“Well,

that
H
u
m
a
n
P
o
x
wasn’t

great,
but a

t
least

I
didn’t

get
Large

Asteroid
Syndrome.”

T
h
e

hard
part,

evolutionarily,
was

getting
from

prokaryotic
cells

to
eukaryotic

ones,
and

then
getting

from
single-celled

organisms
to

multicellular
o
n
e
s
.
E
a
r
t
h

is
a
r
o
u
n
d

4.5
billion

years
old,

a
t
i
m
e
s
c
a
l
e

I

simply
c
a
n
n
o
t

get
m
y

h
e
a
d

around.
Instead,

let’s
i
m
a
g
i
n
e

Earth’s
his-

tory
as

a
calendar

year,
w
i
t
h

the
f
o
r
m
a
t
i
o
n
o
f
Earth

b
e
i
n
g
J
a
n
u
a
r
y

1,

and
today

being
D
e
c
e
m
b
e
r

31
at

11:59
P
M
.

Thefirst
life

o
n

Earth

emerges
around

February
25.

Photosynthetic
organisms

first
appear

in

late
March.

Multicellular
life

doesn’t
appear

until
August

or
September.

T
h
e

first
dinosaurs

like
eoraptor

s
h
o
w
u
p
about

230
million

years
ago,

or

D
e
c
e
m
b
e
r

13
in

our
calendar

year.
T
h
e
meteor

impact
that

heralds
the

end
of

the
dinosaurs

happens
around

D
e
c
e
m
b
e
r

26.
H
o
m
o
sapiens

aren’t

part
of t
h
e

story
until

D
e
c
e
m
b
e
r

31
at

11:48
P
M
.
?

P
u
t
another

way:
It

t
o
o
k
Earth

a
b
o
u
t

three
billion

years
to

g
o
f
r
o
m

single-celled l
i
f
e

to
multicellular life.

It
t
o
o
k

less
than

seventy
million

years

to
g
o
f
r
o
m

Tyrannosaurus
rex

to
h
a
m
a
n
s
w
h
o

can
read

a
n
d

write
a
n
d

dig

u
p

fossils
a
n
d
approximate

the
timeline o

f
life

a
n
d
w
o
r
r
y

about
i
t
s
ending.

Unless
w
e
s
o
m
e
h
o
w
m
a
n
a
g
e

to
eliminate

all
multicellular

life
from

the

planet,
Earth

w
o
n
’
t

havet
o

start
all

the
w
a
y

over,
a
n
d

it
will

be
okay-—at

least
until

the
oceans

evaporate
and

the
planet

gets
consumed

b
y

the
sun.

B
u
t

we'll
b
e

g
o
n
e

b
y

then,
as

will
o
u
r

collective
a
n
d

collected

2.
Agriculture

a
n
d

large
h
u
m
a
n

c
o
m
m
u
n
i
t
i
e
s
a
n
d

the
building

o
f
m
o
n
o
l
i
t
h
i
c

structures

all
o
c
c
u
r
within

the
last

m
i
n
u
t
e

of t
h
i
s
calendar

year.
T
h
e

Industrial
R
e
v
o
l
u
t
i
o
n
,
t
w
o
w
o
r
l
d

wars,
the

invention
o
f
basketball,

r
e
c
o
r
d
e
d
music,

the
electric

dishwasher,
a
n
d

vehicles
that

travel
faster

than
horsesall

happen
in

the
last

couple
of

seconds.
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m
e
m
o
r
y
.

I
think

part
of

whatscares
m
e

aboutt
h
e
end

of
humanity

is
the

e
n
d
o
f
those

m
e
m
o
r
i
e
s
.

I
believe

that
ifa

tree
falls

in
the

w
o
o
d
s
a
n
d
n
o

onei
s

there
to

heari
t
,

it
does

m
a
k
e

a
sound.

B
u
t

if
n
o

onei
s

a
r
o
u
n
d

to
play

Billie
Holiday

records,
those

songs
really

won't
m
a
k
e

a
sound

any-
m
o
r
e
.
W
e
'
v
e
c
a
u
s
e
d

a
lot

o
f
suffering,

b
u
t
w
e
’
v
e

also
c
a
u
s
e
d
m
u
c
h
e
l
s
e
,

I
k
n
o
w

the
world

will
survive

u
s
—
a
n
d

in
s
o
m
e
ways

it
will

be
more

alive.
M
o
r
e

birdsong.
M
o
r
e
c
r
e
a
t
u
r
e
s
r
o
a
m
i
n
g
around.

Morep
l
a
n
t
s
crack-

ing
through

our
pavement,

rewilding
the

planet
weterraformed.

|
imag-

ine
coyotes

sleeping
in

the
ruins

of
the

h
o
m
e
s

webuilt.
I
imagine

our
plastic

still
w
a
s
h
i
n
g
u
p
o
n

beaches
h
u
n
d
r
e
d
s

of
years

after
the

last
o
f
us

is
gone.

I
imagine

moths,
having

noartificial
lights

toward
which

tofly,
turning

back
to

the
m
o
o
n
.

T
h
e
r
e

is
s
o
m
e
c
o
m
f
o
r
t

for
m
e

in
knowing

t
h
a
t
life

will
g
o
o
n
e
v
e
n

w
h
e
n
w
e

don’t.
B
u
t

I
w
o
u
l
d
argue

that
w
h
e
n
o
u
r

light
goes

out,
it

will

be
Earth’s

greatest
tragedy,

because
while

I
k
n
o
w

humans
a
r
e

prone
to

grandiosity,
I
also

think
w
e

are
b
y

far
the

m
o
s
t

interesting
thing

that
ever

happened
o
n

Earth.

It’s
easy

to
forget

h
o
w
w
o
n
d
r
o
u
s
h
u
m
a
n
s
a
r
e
,
h
o
w

strange
a
n
d

lovely.

T
h
r
o
u
g
h

photography
and

art,
each

of
us

has
seen

things
we’ll

never
s
e
e
—
t
h
e

s
u
r
f
a
c
e
o
f
M
a
r
s
,

t
h
e
b
i
o
l
u
m
i
n
e
s
c
e
n
t

fish
o
f
t
h
e
d
e
e
p

o
c
e
a
n
,

a

seventeenth-century
girl

with
a
pearl

eatring.
T
h
r
o
u
g
h

empathy,
we've

felt
things

w
e
might

never
have

otherwisefelt.
T
h
r
o
u
g
h

the
rich

world
of

imagination,
we’ve

seen
apocalypses

large
and

small.

W
e
'
r
e

the
o
n
l
y
part

o
f
the

k
n
o
w
n

universe
that

k
n
o
w
s
it’s

in
a
uni-

verse.
W
e
k
n
o
w

wea
r
e

circling
a

star
that

will
one

day
engulf

us.
We're

the
only

species
that

knowsi
t

has
a
temporal

range.

 

C
o
m
p
l
e
x

organisms
tend

to
have

shorter
temporal

ranges
than

simple
ones,

and
humanity

faces
tremendous

challenges.
W
e

need
to

finda
w
a
y

to
survive

ourselves—to
go

on
in

a
world

w
h
e
r
e
w
e

are
powerful

e
n
o
u
g
h
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to
w
a
r
m

thee
n
t
i
r
e
planet

but
n
o
t
p
o
w
e
r
f
u
l
e
n
o
u
g
h

to
stop

w
a
r
m
i
n
g

it.

‘
W
e
m
a
y
e
v
e
n
h
a
v
e

to
survive

o
u
r
o
w
n

obsolescence
as

t
e
c
h
n
o
l
o
g
y
learns

to
do

m
o
r
e

of
w
h
a
t
w
e
d
o

better
than

w
e

can
do

it.
B
u
t
w
e

are
better

positioned
to

solve
our

biggest
problems

than
w
e
were

one
hundred

or

one
thousand

years
ago.

H
u
m
a
n
s

have
m
o
r
e

collective
brainpower

than

we've
ever

had,
and

m
o
r
e

resources,
and

m
o
r
e

knowledgecollected
by

our
ancestors.

W
ea
r
e

also
shockingly,

stupidly
persistent.

Early
h
u
m
a
n
s

probably

used
m
a
n
y

strategies
for

h
u
n
t
i
n
g
a
n
d

fishing,
but

a
c
o
m
m
o
n

o
n
e

w
a
s

persistence
hunting.I

n
a
persistence

hunt,
the

predatorrelies
on

tracking

prowess
a
n
d

sheer
perseverance.

W
e

w
o
u
l
d

follow
p
r
e
y

for
hours,

a
n
d

e
a
c
h
t
i
m
e

it
w
o
u
l
d
r
u
n
a
w
a
y
f
r
o
m

us,
w
e
'
d
follow,

a
n
d

it
w
o
u
l
d
r
u
n
a
w
a
y

again,
a
n
d
w
e
'
d

follow,
a
n
d

it
w
o
u
l
d

r
a
n
a
w
a
y

again,
until

finally
the

quarry
b
e
c
a
m
e

too
exhausted

to
continue.

That’s
h
o
w

fort
e
n
s
o
f
t
h
o
u
-

sands
o
f
years

w
e
'
v
e
b
e
e
n

eating
creatures

faster
a
n
d
stronger

than
us.

W
e
.

Just.
Keep.

Going.
W
e

spread
across

seven
continents,

includ-

ing
one

thati
s

entirely
too

cold
for

us.
W
e

sailed
across

oceans
toward

land
w
e

couldn't
sce

and
couldn’t

have
k
n
o
w
n
w
e
w
o
u
l
d

find.
O
n
e

of

m
y

favorite
words

i
s

dogged.
I
love

dogged
pursuits,

and
dogged

efforts,

and
dogged

determination.
Don’t

get
m
e
w
r
o
n
g
—
d
o
g
s

are
indeed

very

d
o
g
g
e
d
,
B
u
t
they

ought
t
o

call
it

humaned.
H
u
m
a
n
e
d

determination.

For
most

of
m
y

life,
I've

believed
we're

in
the

fourth
quarter

of

h
u
m
a
n

history,
a
n
d
perhaps

e
v
e
n
the

last
days

o
f

it.
B
u
t

lately,
I’ve

c
o
m
e

to
believe

that
such

despair
only

worsens
our

already
slim

chance
at

long-term
survival,

W
e

mustf
i
g
h
t

like
there

is
something

to
fight

for,

like
w
e

are
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g
w
o
r
t
h

fighting
for,

because
w
e

are.
A
n
d

so
I

choose
to

believe
that

w
e

are
not

approaching
the

apocalypse,
that

the

e
n
d

is
n
o
t
c
o
m
i
n
g
,
a
n
d

that
w
e

will
find

a
w
a
y

to
survive

the
c
o
m
i
n
g

changes.

 

“
C
h
a
n
g
e
,
”
Octavia

Butler
wrote,

“is
the

o
n
e

unavoidable,
irresist~

ible,
ongoing

reality
of

the
universe.”

A
n
d
w
h
o
a
m

I
to

say
w
e

are
d
o
n
e
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changing?
W
h
o
a
m

I
to

say
that

Butler
was

w
r
o
n
g
w
h
e
n

she
wrote

“
T
h
e
Destiny

of
Earthseedi

s
to

take
root

among
t
h
e

stars”?
These

days,
I
chooset

o
believe

that
our

persistence
and

our
adaptability

will
allow

us
to

keep
changing

with
the

universe
fora

very,
very

long
time.

Sofar,
at

a
paltry

250,000years,
it’s

hard
to

give
humanity's

temporal
range

m
o
r
e
than

onestar.
B
u
t
while

|
initially

f
o
u
n
d
m
y

brother's
w
o
r
d
s

distressing,
these

days
I
find

myself
repeating

them,
and

believing
them.

H
e
w
a
s

right.
H
e

always
is.

T
h
e

species
will

survive
this,

a
n
d
m
u
c
h
m
o
r
e

to
come.

A
n
d

so
in

hope,
and

in
expectation,

I
give

our
temporal

range
four

s
t
a
r
s
.
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H
o
w

recenti
s

penicillin?
That

police
officer’s

daughter,
w
h
o

ended

u
p

in
the

orphanage,
is

still
alive

as
o
f

this
writing.

Sheila
A
l
e
x
a
n
d
e
r

married
an

A
m
e
r
i
c
a
n

soldier
and

m
o
v
e
d

to
California.

She’s
a
painter.

Oneo
f

her
recentpaintings

depicts
a
block

of
h
o
m
e
s

in
an

English
vil-

lage.
Ivy

grows
u
p

along
the

wall
of

one
h
o
m
e
,

creeping
over

rough

a
m
e
,
o
n
e

oft
h
e

m
y
s
t
e
r
i
e
s

ofl
i
f
e

is
w
h
y

life
w
a
n
t
s

to
be.

Life
is

so

m
u
c
h
m
o
r
e
b
i
o
c
h
e
m
i
c
a
l
w
o
r
k
than

chemical
equilibrium,

but still,
staph

desperately
seeks

that
work.

As
do

I,
c
o
m
e

to
think

ofit.
Staphylococcus

doesn’t
want

to
h
a
r
m

people.
It

doesn’t
k
n
o
w

about people.
It just

wants

to
be,

like
I
w
a
n
t

to
g
o

on,
like

that
ivy

w
a
n
t
s

to
spread

across
the

wall,

occupying
m
o
r
e
and

m
o
r
e

of it.
H
o
w
m
u
c
h
?
As

much
a
s
i
t

can.

It’s
not

staph’s
fault

that
it
wants

to
be.

Nonetheless,
I
give

Staphylo-

cOCcusS
a
u
r
e
u
s
O
n
e

s
t
a
r
.

  

 
 

  

T
H
E
I
N
T
E
R
N
E
T

W
H
E
N
T
H
E
I
N
T
E
R
N
E
T
F
I
R
S
T
C
A
M
E
t
o

our
housei

n
the

early
1990s,

so
far

as
I
c
o
u
l
d

tell,
t
h
e
i
n
t
e
r
n
e
t
w
a
s
inside

o
f
a
b
o
x
.
T
h
e
b
o
x
r
e
q
u
i
r
e
d

a
bunch

oftechnical
skill

to
install,

and
then

once
m
y
dad

gott
h
e

internet
working,

the
internet

was
green

letters
o
n

a
black

screen.
I
r
e
m
e
m
-

ber
D
a
d
showing

m
y

brother
and

m
e

the
things

the
internet

could
do.

“Look,”
he

w
o
u
l
d

say.
“
T
h
e

internet
can

s
h
o
w
you

w
h
a
t

the
weatheri

s
like

right
n
o
w

in
Beijing.”

T
h
e
n

h
e
w
o
u
l
d

type
somel

i
n
e

o
f
c
o
d
e

into
the

internet,
and

it
w
o
u
l
d

write
back

today’s
weatheri

n
Beijing.

“Or,”
he

w
o
u
l
d

say
excitedly,

“
y
o
u
can

d
o
w
n
l
o
a
d

the
entire

Apology
of

Socrates,
For

free!
And

read
i
t

right
here,

in
the

h
o
u
s
e
.
”

T
o
m
y

dad,
this

must
have

s
e
e
m
e
d

like
an

actual
miracle.

B
u
t

I
was

not
a
fan.

For
one

thing,
w
e

couldn't
get

phone
calls

while
m
y

dad
was

online,
o
n
a
c
c
o
u
n
t
o
f
h
o
w

t
h
e
i
n
t
e
r
n
e
t
u
s
e
d
t
h
e
p
h
o
n
e
l
i
n
e
s
.
A
d
m
i
t
t
e
d
l
y
,

fourteen-year-old
m
e

wasn't
fielding

a
ton

ofcalls,
butstill.

M
o
r
e

than
that,

it
s
e
e
m
e
d

to
me
t
h
a
t

the
internet

w
a
s
primarily

a
f
o
r
u
m

for
talking

about
the

i
n
t
e
r
n
e
t
—
m
y
d
a
d
w
o
u
l
d

read
{and

tell
us

about)
endless

user
e
e

20.
O
n
e

oft
h
e

weird
solipsisms

of
Americanlife,

especially
toward

the
end

oft
h
e

twenti-
eth

century,
was

that
the

news
almost

nevertalked
aboutt

h
e

weather
outside

of
the

United
States

unless
there

was
s
o
m
e

natural
disaster

unfolding.
I
guess

I
should

also
say

thati
t

is
still

Kind
of

cool
that

you
can

d
o
w
n
l
o
a
d

the
Apology

of
Socrates

for
free

on
the

internet,
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m
a
n
u
a
l
s
a
n
d
m
e
s
s
a
g
e
boards

he’d
read

a
b
o
u
t
howt

h
e

internet
w
o
r
k
e
d
,

a
n
d
w
h
a
t
i
t
m
i
g
h
t
b
e

able
to

d
o

in
t
h
e

future,
a
n
d

so
o
n
.

O
n
e

day,
D
a
d
showed

m
e

that
o
n

the internet,
you

could
talk

to
real

people
all

over
the

world.
H
e

explained,
“
Y
o
u

can
practice

your
French

by
g
o
i
n
g
to

a
F
r
e
n
c
h
f
o
r
u
m
,
”
a
n
d
h
e
s
h
o
w
e
d
m
e
h
o
w
i
t
w
o
r
k
e
d
.

[
m
e
s
-

‘
”
T
h
e
y
responded

saged
a
couple

people
o
n
the

forum:
“
C
o
m
m
e
n
t

¢a
va?

res

in
real

time,
w
i
t
h

real
French,

w
h
i
c
h
w
a
s

unfortunate,
as

I
didn’t

k
n
o
w

m
u
c
h

French.
I
started

w
o
n
d
e
r
i
n
g

if there
might

be
an

English-language

version
o
f
the

service,
a
n
d

it
t
u
r
n
e
d
out

there
was.

In
fact,

there
w
a
s
o
n
e

built
just

for
me:

the
C
o
m
p
u
S
e
r
v
e
Teen

Forum.

O
n

the
C
o
m
p
u
S
e
r
v
e

Teen
Forum,

n
o
b
o
d
y
k
n
e
w

anything
about

me.
T
h
e
y

didn’t
k
n
o
w

that
I
was

a
miserable,

cringingly
a
w
k
w
a
r
d
kid

w
h
o
s
e

voice
often

creaked
w
i
t
h
nervousness.

T
h
e
y

didn’t
k
n
o
w

I
was l

a
t
e

to
puberty,

and
they

didn’t
k
n
o
w

the
names

people
called

me a
t

school.

A
n
d

paradoxically,
because

they
didn’t

k
n
o
w
me,

they
k
n
e
w
m
e

far

 

i
ing,

i
instant

|
better

than
a
n
y
o
n
e

in
m
y

reallife.
I
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
o
n
e
evening,

in
an

S
i

ri
e

message
conversation,

I
told

m
y

C
o
m
p
u
S
e
r
v
e

friend
Marie

about
th

 

“night
feeling.”

T
h
e

night
f
e
e
l
i
n
g
w
a
s
m
y

private
n
a
m
e

for
the

w
a
v
e
that

crashed
over

m
e

most
school

nights
w
h
e
n

I
got

into
bed.

M
y

stomach

w
o
u
l
d
tighten

a
n
d

I'd
feel

the
w
o
r
r
y

radiating
out

f
r
o
m
m
y

belly
b
u
t
t
o
n

I'd
never

told
anyone

aboutt
h
e

nightfeeling,
and

m
y

heart
wasr

a
c
i
n
g

as

I
typed.

Marie
responded

that
she

also
k
n
e
w

the
night

feeling,
and

that
\

she
sometimes

found
comfort

in
listening

quietly
to

her
clock

radio.
‘

:

tried
that,

and
it

helped.
'

But
most

of
the

time,
m
y

Teen
F
o
r
u
m

friend
group

did
not

shar

oursecrets.
W
e

shared
inside

jokes,
and

learned/built/borrowed/creat

together,
B
y

the
s
u
m
m
e
r

o
f
1993,

the
C
o
m
p
u
S
e
r
v
e
T
e
e
n
F
o
r
u
m
w
a
s

vast
universe

o
f
m
y
t
h
o
l
o
g
y
a
n
d

references,
fromj

o
k
e
s
a
b
o
u
t
the

V
v
s
h
o
w

Barney
&

Friends
to

endless
acronyms

and
abbreviations.

T
h
e
i
n
t
e
r

was still
just

green
letters

o
n

a
black

screen,
so

w
e

couldn’t
use

imagt

i
ide

.
a5

i
b
u
t

wea
r
r
a
n
g
e
d

text
characters

into
shapes.

T
h
e

idea
o
f
A
S
C
I
I

art,
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is
k
n
o
w
n
,

h
a
d
b
e
e
n
a
r
o
u
n
d

for
decades,

but
w
e
hadn’t

b
e
e
n

a
r
o
u
n
d

for
d
e
c
a
d
e
s
,
a
n
d

so
wef

e
l
t

like
w
e
w
e
r
e
d
i
s
c
o
v
e
r
i
n
g

it
as
w
e

built
e
v
e
r
y
t
h
i
n
g

f
r
o
m
extremely

simple
images—tike

:-)
for

e
x
a
m
p
l
e
—
t
o

ridiculously
c
o
m
-

plex
(and

often
obscene)

ones.
1
don’t

recall
using

a
w
o
r
d

to
describe

what
w
e

were
doing,

but
these

days
w
e
would

call
this

stuff
m
e
m
e
s
,

T
h
a
t
s
u
m
m
e
r
,
with

school
out

o
f
the

way,
I
w
a
s

able
to

devote
myself

full-time
to

the
Teen

Forum.
I
even

got
something

called
an

email
address—

a
series

o
f
r
a
n
d
o
m
l
y

generated
digits

@
c
o
m
p
u
s
e
r
v
e
.
c
o
m
.
B
a
c
k

then,
the

internet
charged

by
the

hour,
which

became
a

real
issue

because
|
wanted

to
spend

every
hour

on
it.
N
o
w

it
was

m
y

parents
w
h
o

complained
about

the
phone

l
i
n
e

being
tied

up.
T
h
e
y

loved
that

I
w
a
s
m
a
k
i
n
g

friends,
thatI

was
writing

and
reading

so
much,

but
they

could
notafford

a
one-hundred-

dollar
monthly

internet
bill.

At
this

point,
a

lifeline
appeared

w
h
e
n

I
was

“hired”
as

a
moderatorf

o
r
the

Teen
Forum,

T
h
e
payment

camei
n

the
form

of
all

the
free

internet
I
wanted,

and
I
wanted

a
lot

of
it.

C
o
m
p
u
S
e
r
v
e

even
paid

for
a

separate
phone

l
i
n
e

so
I
could

b
e

online
constantly.

If
a

single
event

in
mylife

occurred
outdoorst

h
a
t
summer,

I
do

notrecall
it.

I
fear

I’ve
b
e
e
n

romanticizing.
T
h
e

early-nineties
internet

h
a
d
m
a
n
y
o
f

the
problems

t
h
e

current
internet

does,
W
h
i
l
e

I
recall

the
Teen

F
o
r
u
m

being
well

m
o
d
e
r
a
t
e
d
,

the
s
a
m
e

racism
a
n
d
m
i
s
o
g
y
n
y

that
populate

to-
day’s

c
o
m
m
e
n
t
s

sections
w
a
s

prevalent
thirty

years
ago.

A
n
d

then,
as

now,
you

could
fall

very
far

downt
h
e

rabbit
hole

oft
h
e

internet’s
highly

personalized
information

feeds
until

conspiracy
theories

began
to

feel
m
o
r
e

real
than

the
so-called

facts.?!

e
r

21.
LBved

this
experience,

actually.
In

the
early

nineties,
I
became

entranced
by

something
called

the
P
h
a
n
t
o
m
T
i
m
e

Hypothesis,
which

held
that

around
three

hundred
years

of
time

betweent
h
e

seventh
and

tenth
centuries

never
actually

happened
and

wereinstead
invented

by
the

Catholic
Church.

I
was

originally
t
u
m
e
d

ont
o

this
idea

by
one

ofthose
memes

that
is

itself
Bot

sure
whetherit’s

ironic.
T
h
e

conspiracy
theory,

which
was

pretty
widespread

at
the

time,
held

that
I
was

really
living

noti
n

the
year

1993
butinstead

around
1698,

and
thata

buncho
f

years
had

beenf
a
k
e
d
so

that
the

Church
could

.
maintain

power?
T
h
e

details
of

it
escape

me,
but

it’s
amazing

what
you

can
believe

w
h
e
n

you're
downt

h
e

rabbit
hole.
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I
have

w
o
n
d
e
r
f
u
l
m
e
m
o
r
i
e
s
o
f
that

s
u
m
m
e
r
,
a
n
d

also
traumatic

ones.

A
f
e
w

years
ago,

I
ran

into
an

old
friend,

w
h
o

said
o
f
o
u
r
high

school,

“Ie
saved

mylife.
Buti

t
also

did
a
lot

of
other

things.”
So,

too,
with

the

internet.
.

These
days,

after
drinking

from
the

internet's
fire

hose
for

thirty

years,
I’ve

begun
to

feel
m
o
r
e
of

those
negative

effects.
I
don’t

k
n
o
w

if

it’s
m
y

age,
or

the
fact

that
the

interneti
s
n
o
longer

p
l
u
g
g
e
d
into

the
wall

and
n
o
w

travels
with

m
e

everywhere
I
go,

but
I
find

myself
thinking

of

that
W
o
r
d
s
w
o
r
t
h
p
o
e
m

that
b
e
g
i
n
s
,
“
T
h
e

w
o
r
l
d

is
t
o
o
m
u
c
h

w
i
t
h

us;

late
and

soon.”

W
h
a
t

doesi
t

say
that

I
can’t

imagine
m
y

life
or
m
y
w
o
r
k
without

the
internet?

W
h
a
t

does
it
m
e
a
n

to
have

m
y
w
a
y
of

thinking,
and

my’

w
a
y

of
being,

so
profoundly

shaped
b
y
machine

logic?
W
h
a
t

doesi
t
”

meanthat,
having

been
part

of
the

internet
for

so
long,

the
interneti

s
.

also
part

o
f
m
e
?

—
a
a

My
f
r
i
e
n
d
Stan

Muller
tells

m
e

that
w
h
e
n

you'rel
i
v
i
n
g
in

the
m
i
d
d
l
e

of
history,

y
o
u

never
k
n
o
w
w
h
a
t

it
means.

I
a
m

living
in

the
middle

of
_

the
internet.

I
have

n
o

idea
w
h
a
t

it
m
e
a
n
s
.

I
give

the
internet

three stars.
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C
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T
E
N
T
H
G
R
A
D
E
,
I

attended
a
b
o
a
r
d
i
n
g
school

in
Ala-

bama,
w
h
e
r
e
m
y

best
friend,

T
o
d
d
,

wasa
l
s
o
m
y

r
o
o
m
m
a
t
e
.
H
e

w
o
u
l
d

often
say

that
late

at
night,

w
h
e
n

he
was

trying
to

fall
asleep

in
our

air-conditionless
d
o
r
m

r
o
o
m
,

I
turned

into
a
stream-of-consciousness

novel.
I'd

tell
h
i
m
e
v
e
r
y
t
h
i
n
g
—
m
y

every
interaction

with
m
y

English
class

crush,
including

selected
quotations

from
the

notes
she

and
I
ex-

changed;
the

reasons
it
just

wasn’t
possible

for
m
e

to
turn

in
the

p
a
p
e
r

|
had

d
u
e

for
history;

the
w
e
i
r
d
a
c
h
e

I
alwaysf

e
l
t
o
n

the
outside

o
f
m
y

left
knee;

h
o
w
nervous

I'd
been

smokinga
cigarette

behind
the

gymb
e
c
a
u
s
e

S
o
m
e
o
n
e
got

caught
t
h
e
r
e

last
w
e
e
k
;
a
n
d
o
n
a
n
d
o
n
a
n
d
o
n

until
finally

he
would

s
a
y
,

“Seriously,
Green.

I
love

you,
butI

have
to

sleep.”
W
e
w
e
r
e

notafraid
to

say
“I

love
you”

t
o

each
other.

Here’s
m
y

favorite
story

a
b
o
u
t
T
o
d
d
:

In
those

days,
the

S
A
T
w
a
s

of-
fered

only
every

other
m
o
n
t
h

in
A
l
a
b
a
m
a
.
T
o
d
d
a
n
d

I
m
a
n
a
g
e
d

to
miss

the
last

local
S
A
T

test
before

o
u
r

college
application

deadlines,
so

w
e

had
to

drive
to

Georgia
to

take
the

test.
After

a
road

trip
a
M
o
t
e
l

6,
w
e

arrived
bl

and
a
night

in
eary-eyed

at
the

testing
site,

w
h
e
r
e

I
struggled

to
concentrate

for
four

endless
hours.

W
h
e
n

the
test

w
a
s

at
last

over,
I
m
e
t
back

u
p

with
Todd.

T
h
e

first
thing

he
said

to
m
e

was,
“What's
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—
a
m
o
n
g

the
His

throws
from

the
outfield

were
phenomenally

accurate—a
g

in
the

major
best

in
baseball.

H
e
w
o
u
l
d
go

on
to p
l
a
y

as
a

center fielder
in

uj

C
have

w
o
n

leagues
for

six
m
o
r
e

years.
Today,

the
m
o
s
t

recent
player

to

i
i

a
hitter

is
r
ten

games
as

a
pitcher

and
hit

over
fifty

h
o
m
e

runs
as

a

h
ove:

R
i
c
k
Ankiel.

I
give

the
yips

one
and

a
half stars.

  

 

A
U
L
D
L
A
N
G
S
Y
N
E

I
F
I
N
D

I
T
F
A
S
C
I
N
A
T
I
N
G
t
h
a
t

in
a
w
o
r
l
d
w
h
e
r
e
so
m
u
c
h

is
so

new,
w
e

w
e
l
c
o
m
e

a
n
e
w

year
b
y

singing
“
A
u
l
d
L
a
n
g

Syne,”
w
h
i
c
h

is
a
very

old
song.

T
h
e

chorus
starts

out,
“
F
o
r

auld
lang

syne,
m
y

Jo,
for

auld
lang

syne
/
We'll

take
a
c
u
p
o
f
kindness

yet
for

auld
lang

syne.”
J
o

is
a
Scots

w
o
r
d

that
can

b
e
straightforwardly

translated
to

“dear,”
but

auld
lang

syne
is
m
o
r
e

complicated.
It

literally
m
e
a
n
s
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g

like
“old

l
o
n
g

since,’
butit’s

idiomatically
akin

to
“the

old
times.”

W
e

have
a
phrase

in
Rnglish

s
o
m
e
w
h
a
t
s
i
m
i
l
a
r
to

“for
auld

lang
s
y
n
e
”
—
“
f
o
r
o
l
d

times’
sake.”

Here’a
bit

of
m
y

old
long

since:
In

the
s
u
m
m
e
r
of

2001,
the

writer
A
m
y

Krouse
Rosenthal

emailed
Booklist

magazine
to

inquire
about

a
review.

A
t

the
time,

I
w
a
s
w
o
r
k
i
n
g

for
Booklist

as
a
publishingassistant:

most
of
m
y
job

was
data

entry,
but

[
also

answered
m
a
n
y

of
the

low-
Priority

emails
that

c
a
m
e

in.
|
r
e
s
p
o
n
d
e
d

to
A
m
y

with
a
n

update
o
n

the
status

of
the

review,
and

I
also

mentioned
that

o
n

a
personal

note
I

loved
her

zine-like
c
o
l
u
m
n

in
Might

magazine.
I
told

her
I
often

thoughr
about

o
n
e

snippet
she'd

written,
w
h
i
c
h

went,
“
E
v
e
r
y

time
I
’
m

flying
and

the
captain

announces
the

beginning
of

our
descent,

the
same

thing
gees

through
m
y

mind.
While

we're
still

pretty
high

above
the

city,
P
I

think,
If

the
plane

w
e
n
t
d
o
w
n

n
o
w
,
w
e

w
o
u
l
d

definitely
n
o
t
b
e
O
K
. 
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A
bit

lower,
a
n
d

no,
westill

w
o
u
l
d
n
’
t
b
e
O
K
.

B
u
t

as
w
e

get
real

close

to
the

g
r
o
u
n
d
,

I'll
relax.

O
K
.

W
e
'
r
e
l
o
w
e
n
o
u
g
h
;

if
it

crashed
n
o
w
,
w
e

might
be

O
K
.
”

;

S
h
e

w
r
o
t
e
m
e

b
a
c
k

the
next

day,
a
n
d

asked
if

1
w
a
s

a
writer,

a
n

I
said

I
w
a
s

trying
to

be,
a
n
d

she
asked

if
I
h
a
d

anything
that

w
a
s
t
w
o

minutes
long

that
might

w
o
r
k

onthe
radio.

 

W
e

don’t
really

k
n
o
w
w
h
e
n

“Auld
L
a
n
g
Syne”

was
written.

T
h
e

first

verse
goes:

“
S
h
o
u
l
d
auld

acquaintance
b
e

forgot
/
A
n
d

n
e
v
e
r
b
r
o
u
g
h
t

to
m
i
n
d
?

/
Should

auld
acquaintance

be
forgot

/
A
n
d

auld
lang

syne!

Versions
o
f
those

lyrics
date

b
a
c
k

at
least

four
h
u
n
d
r
e
d

years,
b
u
t
w
e
.

o
w
e

the
current

s
o
n
g

to
the

great
Scottish

p
o
e
t
R
o
b
e
r
t
B
u
r
n
s
.

In
D
e
-

c
e
m
b
e
r

o
f
1
7
8
8
,
h
e
w
r
o
t
e

to
his

f
r
i
e
n
d

F
r
a
n
c
e
s
D
u
n
l
o
p
,

“Is
n
o
t

t
h
e

Scotch
phrase

‘Auld
L
a
n
g

Syne’
exceedingly

expressive?
There

’s
an

old
song

and
tune

whichh
a
s

often
thrilled

through
m
y

soul.
.

.
.
Light

be
the

turf
o
n

the
breast

of
the

heaven-inspired
poet

w
h
o

c
o
m
p
o
s
e
d

this
glorious

fragment.”
O
n

the
back

oft
h
e

letter,
Burns

wrote
a
draft

o
f
the

p
o
e
m
.
A
t

least
three

o
f
the

verses
w
e
r
e

probably
his

o
w
n
,

a
l
-

t
h
o
u
g
h
h
e

would
l
a
t
e
r

say
o
f
the

s
o
n
g

that
h
e
“
t
o
o
k

it
d
o
w
n
f
r
o
m

an

old
man.”

Part
of

w
h
a
t
makes

dating
the first

verse
difficult

is
the

poem’s
eter~

nality:
It’s

about
drinking

together
and

r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
i
n
g

old
times,

and
al-

most
e
v
e
r
y

idea
in

the
s
o
n
g
—
f
r
o
m
picking

daisies
to

w
a
n
d
e
r
i
n
g
t
h
r
o
u
g
h

:
.

:
a

fields
to

toasting
old

friends
over

a
b
e
e
r
—
c
o
u
l
d
’
v
e

b
e
e
n

written
fiv

h
u
n
d
r
e
d
,

a
thousand,

or
e
v
e
n
three

t
h
o
u
s
a
n
d

years
ago.

It
is

also,
incidentally,

a
rousing

o
d
e

to
splitting

the
check,

w
i
t
h

part
:

of
the

second
verse

going,
“
A
n
d

surely
you'll

b
u
y
your

pint
cup

and

surely
P
H
b
u
y

mine.’
B
u
t

mostly,
the

s
o
n
g

is
just

an
unapologetic

cel=

ebration
oft
h
e
g
o
o
d

old
days.
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I
guess

I
should

tell
you

that
A
m
yi
s

dead.
Otherwise,

her
death

within
this

r
e
v
i
e
w
m
i
g
h
t
s
e
e
m

like
s
o
m
e

kindo
f
n
a
r
r
a
t
i
v
e
device,

w
h
i
c
h

I
don’t

want.
So,

okay.
S
h
e

is
dead.

T
h
e

rare
present

t
e
n
s
e
sentence

that,
o
n
c
e

it
becomes

true,
stays

true
forever,

B
u
t
w
e

are
n
o
t

there
yet.

W
e

w
e
r
e

still
in

the
past,

I
think.

A
m
y

asked
if

I
had

anything
for

the
radio,

and
I
sent

her
three

mini
essays,

a
n
d

she
liked

o
n
e
o
f
t
h
e
m
,
a
n
d

asked
m
e

to
c
o
m
e

in
a
n
d

record
it

for
her

s
h
o
w
o
n

Chicago's
public

radio
station,

W
B
E
Z
.

After
that,

A
m
y

invited
m
e

to
be

o
n

her
s
h
o
w
m
o
r
e

often,
Within

a
year,

I
was

record-
ing

frequent
commentaries

for
W
B
E
Z
,
a
n
d

then
for

N
P
R
’
s

All
Things

Considered.

In
April

of
2002,

A
m
y

convened
s
o
m
e
of

her
writer

and
musician

friends
for

an
event

at
the

C
h
o
p
i
n

Theatre
in

Chicago
called

Writers’
Block

Party.
She

asked
met

o
read

for
it,

andI
did,

and
people

laugheda
t

m
y

dumb
j
o
k
e
s
,
A
m
y

hired
someone

t
o

walk
aroundt

h
e

theater
giving

e
v
e
r
y
o
n
e
c
o
m
p
l
i
m
e
n
t
s
,
a
n
d
the

complimenter
s
a
i
d
they

liked
m
y

shoes,
w
h
i
c
h

w
e
r
e
n
e
w

A
d
i
d
a
s

sneakers,
a
n
d

that’s
w
h
y

I
h
a
v
e
w
o
r
n

A
d
i
d
a
s

sneakers
nearly

every
d
a
y

for
thel

a
s
t
nineteen

years.

 

Robert
Burns

originally
had

a
different

tune
in

m
i
n
d

for
“Auld

L
a
n
g

S
y
n
e
”

than
the

o
n
e
m
o
s
t

ofu
s

k
n
o
w
,
a
n
d
although

h
e
himself

realized
the

m
e
l
o
d
y
was

“mediocre.”
y
o
u

will
sometimesstill

hear
that

original
arrangement.”

T
h
e

tune
most

associated
with

“Auld
L
a
n
g

Syne”
first

appeared
in

1799
in

George
Thomson’s

A
Select

Collection
of

Original
Scottish

Airs
for

the
Voice.

B
y

then,
R
o
b
e
r
t
Burns

was
gone.

H
e

was
only

thirty-seven
w
h
e
n

he
died

of
a
heart

condition
(possibly

exacerbated
by

his
habit

ofraising
m
a
n
y

a
pint

glass
to

old
acquaintances).

In
his

last
letter,

h
e
w
r
o
t
e

to
his

friend
Frances

Dunlop,
“
A
n

illness
w
h
i
c
h

has
long

hunga
b
o
u
t
m
e
in
a
l
l

 27.
It

is
used,

for
example,

in
the

2008
film

Sex
and

the
City.
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probability
will

speedily
send

m
e

b
e
y
o
n
d

that
b
o
u
r
n
e
w
h
e
n
c
e
n
o

trav-
In

2005,
A
m
y

published
a
m
e
m
o
i
r
i
n

the
f
o
r
m
o
f
a
n
encyclopedia

called
Encyclopedia

of
an

Ordinary
Life.

That
b
o
o
k

ends,
“I

was
here,

y
o
u

see.
”

eler
returns.”

Even
o
n

his
deathbed,

Burns
could

turn
a
phrase.

Within
a
few

decades
of

Burns’s
death,

“Auld
Lang

Syne”
had

be-

c
o
m
e

a
popular

part
of
N
e
w

Year's
E
v
e

celebrations
in

Scotland,a
holi-

T
was.”

Another
sentence

that
once

it
becomes

true,
never

stops
being

true.
H
e
r

Encyclopedia
c
a
m
e
out

Just
a
f
e
w
months

b
e
f
o
r
e

myf
i
r
s
t
novel,

Looking
for

Alaska.
S
o
o
n

thereafter,
Sarah

got
into

graduate
school

at
C
o
l
u
m
b
i
a
a
n
d

so
w
e
m
o
v
e
d

to
N
e
w

York.
A
m
y

a
n
d

|
stayed

in
t
o
u
c
h

day
k
n
o
w
n

as
Hogmanayt

h
a
t
c
a
n

trace
its

history
back

to
_

solstice

rituals,
B
y

1818,
Beethoven

had
written

an
arrangement

of
the

song,

a
n
d

it
w
a
s
b
e
g
i
n
n
i
n
g

to
travel

t
h
r
o
u
g
h
o
u
t
the

world.

B
e
t
w
e
e
n

1
9
4
5

a
n
d

1948,
the

tune
w
a
s

used
in

S
o
u
t
h

Korea’s
na-

tional
a
n
t
h
e
m
.

In
the

Netherlands,
its

m
e
l
a
d
y
i
n
s
p
i
r
e
d
o
n
e
o
f
the

c
o
u
n
-

5
a

t
try’s

most
famous

football
chants.

“Auld
L
a
n
g

Syne”
is

often
played

a

a
n
d

collaborated
occasionally

over
the

next
d
e
c
a
d
e
—
I
played

a
bit

part
in

an
experience

she
curated

for
hundreds

of
people

o
n

August
8,

2008,
in

Chicago’s
M
i
l
l
e
n
n
i
u
m
P
a
r
k
—
b
u
t
i
t
w
a
s
n
e
v
e
r

againl
i
k
e

it
h
a
d

been
in

those
early

days,
Japanese

department
stores

just
before

they
close

to
let

customers
k
n
o
w

In
her

strange
and

beautiful
interactive

m
e
m
o
i
r

Textbook
A
m
y

Krouse
Rosenthal,

published
in

2016,
she

wrote,
“If

one
is

generously
contracted

8
0

years,
that

a
m
o
u
n
t
s

to
2
9
,
2
2
0
days

o
n

Earth,
Playing

that
out,

h
o
w
m
a
n
y

times
then,

really,
d
o

I
get

to
l
o
o
k

at
a

tree?
12,3952

i
ks,

from
it’s

time
to

leave.
T
h
e

song
is

also
a

staple
of

film
soundtracks,

Charlie
Chaplin’s

The
Gold

Rush
in

1925
to

Its
a
Wonderful

Life
in

1946

to
Minions

in
2015.

I
think

“Auld
L
a
n
g
Syne”

is
popular

in
Hollywood

n
o
t
just

because
There

has
to

be
an

exact
number.

Let's
just

say
it

is
12,395,

Absolutely,
a

e
:

7
Lape

:
a
e

its
in

the
public

d
o
m
a
i
n
and

therefore
cheap,

but
also

because it’s
th

that
is

a
lot,

buti
t

is
not

infinite,
and

anything
less

than
infinite

seems
n
g

that
is

g
e
n
u
i
n
e
l
y

wistful—it
a
c
k
n
o
w
l
e
d
g
e
s
h
u
m
a
n

l
o
n
g
i
n
g

too
m
e
a
s
l
y

a
n
u
m
b
e
r
a
n
d

is
n
o
t

satisfactory.”
In

her
writing,

A
m
y

often

r
a
r
e

so.
.

 
 
 
 
 

w
i
t
h
o
u
t

r
o
m
a
:

Z
L

a
n
d

it
c
a
p
t
u
r
e
.

each
n
e
w

year
i
s

a
r
o
d
-

i
t
h
o
u
t

r
o
m
a
n
t
i
c
i
z
i
n
g

it,
a
n
d
i

p
t
u
r
e
s
h
o
w

eacl
iS

p:

oO
.
W

i
“

»
w

Years
u
c
t

of
all

t
h
e
o
l
d
o
n
e
s
.

h
e
n

I
s
i
n
g

A
u
l
d
L
a
n
g

S
y
n
e
”

o
n

N
e
w

Y

ve
w
e

i
eC

rth
verse,

E
v
e
,

I
f
o
r
g
e
t
t
h
e

words
l
i
k
e
m
o
s
t
o
f
u
s
d
o
,

u
n
t
i
l

I
g
e
t
t
o
t
h
e
f
o
u
r
t
h

7
"3

h
i
c
h

I
d
o
h
a
v
e
m
e
m
o
r
i
z
e
d
:

“
W
e
t
w
o
h
a
v
e
p
a
d
d
l
e
d
in

t
h
e
s
t
r
e
a
m
,
f
r
o
m

w

sought
to

reconcile
the

infinite
nature

of
consciousness

and
love

and
yearning

w
i
t
h

the
finite

nature
o
f
the

universe
a
n
d

all
that

inhabits
it.

T
o
w
a
r
d

the
e
n
d
o
f
Textbook,

she
w
r
o
t
e

a
multiple-choice

question:
“In

thealley,
there

is
a
bright

pink
flower

peeking
out

through
the

asphalt.
A.

It
looksl

i
k
e

futility.
B.

Tt
looks

like
hope.”

For
m
e

at
least,

“Auld
L
a
n
g
S
y
n
e
”

e
d

since
m
o
r
n
i
n
g

s
u
n

till
dine

/
but

seas
b
e
t
w
e
e
n

us
b
r
o
a
d

have
roare

A
u
l
d
L
a
n
g
S
y
n
e
.
”

captures
exactly

what
i
t

feels
like

to
see

a
bright

pink
flower

A
n
d

I
think

about
the

m
a
n
y
broad

seas
that

have
roared

between
m
e

p
e
e
k
i
n
g
o
u
t
t
h
r
o
u
g
h

the
asphalt,

a
n
d
h
o
w

it
feels

to
k
n
o
w
y
o
u

h
ave

a
n
d

the
past—seas

o
f
neglect,

seas
o
f
time,

seas
o
f
death.

[
1

never
again

12,395
timest

o
l
o
o
k

at
a

tree.

s
p
e
a
k

to
m
a
n
y
o
f
t
h
e
p
e
o
p
l
e
w
h
o

l
o
v
e
d

me
i
n
t
o

this
m
o
m
e
n
t
,
just

as
y
o
u

A
m
y

f
o
u
n
d
o
u
t
s
h
e
h
a
d
c
a
n
c
e
r
n
o
t
l
o
n
g

after
finishing

Textbook,
a
n
d

will
never

speak
to

m
a
n
y

of
the

people
w
h
o

loved
y
o
u

into
your

now.
she

called
me.

She
k
n
e
w

that
in

the
yearsafter

m
y
b
o
o
k

The
Fault

in
O
u
r

S
o

wer
a
i
s
e

a
glass

to
t
h
e
m
—
a
n
d
h
o
p
e

that
perhaps

s
o
m
e
w
h
e
r
e
,

they
are.

Stars
w
a
s

published,
I'd

c
o
m
e

to
k
n
o
w
m
a
n
y
y
o
u
n
g
p
e
o
p
l
e
w
h
o

w
e
r
e

gravely
ill,

a
n
d

she
w
a
n
t
e
d

to
k
n
o
w

if
I
h
a
d

advice
for

her.
I
told

her

raising
a

glass
to

us.

w
h
a
t

I
think

is
t
r
u
e
—
t
h
a
t
love

survives
death.

B
u
t

she
w
a
n
t
e
d

to
k
n
o
w

h
o
w
y
o
u
n
g
p
e
o
p
l
e

react
to

death.
H
o
w

her
kids

w
o
u
l
d
.
S
h
e
w
a
n
t
e
d

to
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knowi
f
her

kids
and

her
husband

w
o
u
l
d
be

okay,
and

that
ripped

m
e

up.

Although
I’m

usually
quite

comfortable
talking

with
sick

people,
with

m
y

friend
|
f
o
u
n
d

myself
s
t
u
m
b
l
i
n
g

over
words,

o
v
e
r
w
h
e
l
m
e
d
b
y
m
y

o
w
n

sadness
a
n
d
worry.

T
h
e
y
w
o
n
’
t
be

okay,
o
f
course,

but
they

will
g
o

on,
a
n
d
the

love
y
o
u

poured
into

t
h
e
m

will
go

on.
That’s

w
h
a
t

[
should’ve

said.
Bat

w
h
a
t

1

actually
said,

w
h
i
l
e

crying,
was,

“
H
o
w
c
a
n

this
b
e
h
a
p
p
e
n
i
n
g
?
Y
o
u
d
o

4”

*
_

c
o
p
e
r
i
e
n
c
e

d
y
i
n
g
people

often
have

w
o
n
d
e
r
f
u
l

stories
o
f
the

horrible
things

healthy
people

say
to

them,
but

I’ve
never

heard
of

any-

b
o
d
y

saying
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g

as
stupid

as,
“
Y
o
u
d
o

so
m
u
c
h

yoga.”
I
hope

t
h
a
t

A
m
y

at
least

got
s
o
m
e

narrative
mileage

o
u
t

o
f

it.
B
u
t

|
also

K
n
o
w

I

failed
her,

after
she

was
there

for
m
e

so
m
a
n
y

times,
I
k
n
o
w
s
h
e

forgives

m
e
-
—
p
r
e
s
e
n
t
tense—but

still,
|
desperately

w
i
s
h

1
could’ve

said
s
o
m
e
t
h
i
n
g

useful.
O
r

perhaps
not

said
anything

at
all.

W
h
e
n

people
w
e

love
are

suffering,
w
e
want

to
m
a
k
e

it
better.

B
u
t
sometimes—often,

in
fact—you

can’t
m
a
k
e

it
better.

’
m

reminded
of

something
m
y

supervisor
said

to

m
e

w
h
e
n

I
w
a
s

a
student

chaplain:
“
D
o
n
’
t

just
d
o

something.
Stand

there.”

“Auld
L
a
n
g
Syne”

was
a
popular

song
during

W
o
r
l
d
W
a
r

I—versionso
f

it
w
e
r
e
s
u
n
g

in
trenches

n
o
t
just

b
y

British
soldiers,

but
b
y
F
r
e
n
c
h
a
n
d

G
e
r
m
a
n
and

Austrian
ones

as
well,

and
the

song
even

played
a
smallrole

in
oneo

f
t
h
e

strangest
and

most
beautiful

m
o
m
e
n
t
s

in
world

history,
the

C
h
r
i
s
t
m
a
s
T
r
u
c
e
o
f
1914.

O
n

Christmas
Eve

that
year,

along
part

of
the

war's
Western

Front

in
B
e
l
g
i
u
m
,

a
r
o
u
n
d
o
n
e
h
u
n
d
r
e
d

t
h
o
u
s
a
n
d

British
a
n
d
G
e
r
m
a
n

troops

e
m
e
r
g
e
d
f
r
o
m

their
trenches

a
n
d
m
e
t
o
n
e

another
in

the
so-called

n
o
-

man’s-land
between

front
lines.

Nineteen-year-old
H
e
n
r
y

Williamson
wo

5
k

w
r
o
t
e

his
m
o
t
h
e
r
,

“Yesterday
the

British
a
n
d
G
e
r
m
a
n
s
m
e
t
a
n
d

shoo!

 

The
Aathropocene

Reviewed
1
5
1

handsi
n

the
ground

between
the

trenches
and

exchanged
souvenirs

..
.

Marvellous,
isn’t

it?”
A

G
e
r
m
a
n

soldier
r
e
m
e
m
b
e
r
e
d

that
a
British

sol-
dier

“brought
a

soccer
ball

from
their

trenches,
and

pretty
soon

a

lively
g
a
m
e

ensued.
H
o
w

marvelously
wonderful,

yet
h
o
w

strange
it

was.”
E
l
s
e
w
h
e
r
e
o
n

the
front,

C
a
p
t
a
i
n

Sir
E
d
w
a
r
d
H
u
l
s
e

recalled
a
C
h
r
i
s
t
m
a
s

sing-along
that

“ended
u
p
with

“Auld
L
a
n
g
Syne’

which
w
e

all,
English,

Scots,
Trish,

Prussians,
W
a
u
t
t
e
n
b
e
r
g
e
r
s
,

etc.,
j
o
i
n
e
d

in.
Ie

w
a
s

a
b
s
o
l
u
t
e
l
y

astounding,
and

if
I
had

seen
it
o
n

a
cinematograph

film
I
should

have
s
w
o
r
n

that
it
w
a
s

faked.”

Hulse,
w
h
o
w
a
s
twenty-five

years
old

at
the

time,
w
o
u
l
d
be

killed
o
n

the
W
e
s
t
e
r
n

Front
l
e
s
s
than

four
m
o
n
t
h
s
later.

A
t

least
seventeen

million
people

w
o
u
l
d

die
as

a
direct

result
of

the
w
a
r
—
m
o
r
e

than
half

the
cur-

rent
population

o
f
C
a
n
a
d
a
.
B
y

C
h
r
i
s
t
m
a
s
o
f
1916,

soldiers
didn’t

w
a
n
t

truces—the
devastating

losses
of

the
war,

and
the

growing
use

of
poison

gas,
h
a
d
embittered

the
combatants.

B
u
t
manya

l
s
o
h
a
d
n
o

idea
w
h
y

they
w
e
r
e

fighting
a
n
d
d
y
i
n
g

fort
i
n
y
patches

o
f
ground

s
o

far
f
t
o
m
h
o
m
e
.
I
n

the
British

trenches,
soldiers

began
t
o

sing
the

tune
o
f
“
A
u
l
d
L
a
n
g
S
y
n
e
”

w
i
t
h

different
words:

“
W
e
'
r
e
here

because
we're

here
because

we're
here

because
we're

here.”

H
e
r
e
w
a
s

a
w
o
r
l
d
w
i
t
h
o
u
t
w
h
y
s
,

w
h
e
r
e
l
i
f
e
w
a
s
m
e
a
n
i
n
g
l
e
s
s
n
e
s
s

all
the

w
a
y
d
o
w
n
.
M
o
d
e
r
n
i
t
y
h
a
d
c
o
m
e

to
war,

a
n
d

to
ther

e
s
t
o
f

life.
T
h
e

art
critic

R
o
b
e
r
t

H
u
g
h
e
s

o
n
c
e

referred
to

the
“peculiarly

m
o
d
e
r
n
i
s
t

Hell
o
f
repetition,”

a
n
d

the
trenches

o
f
W
o
r
l
d
W
a
r

I
w
e
r
e

hell
indeed.

 

Although
she

was
a

playful
and

optimistic
writer,

A
m
y

was
not

de-
J
u
d
e
d
about

t
h
e

n
a
t
u
r
e
o
f
suffering,

o
r
about

i
t
s

centrality
in

h
u
m
a
n
l
i
f
e
,

H
e
r
w
o
r
k
—
w
h
e
t
h
e
r
picture

b
o
o
k

or
m
e
m
o
i
r
—
a
l
w
a
y
s

finds
a
w
a
y

to
ac-

k
n
o
w
l
e
d
g
e
m
i
s
e
r
y
without

g
i
v
i
n
g

in
to

it.
O
n
e

o
f
the

last
lines

she
ever

w
r
o
t
e

was,
“
D
e
a
t
h
m
a
y

b
e
k
n
o
c
k
i
n
g
o
n
m
y

door,
but

I
’
m
n
o
t

getting
out

oft
h
i
s

glorious
bath

to
answer

i
t
.
”
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n
her

p
u
b
l
i
c

a
p
p
e
a
r
a
n
c
e
:

m
y

o
u
l
d
s
o
m
e
t
i
m
e
s
u
s
e

that
r
e
c
u
r
s
i
v
e

In
}

kL
s,
A

w
e

C1
se

th

g
a
m
e
n
t

of
british

soldiers
a

t
r
a
n
s
f
o
r
m
i
t

w
i
t
h
o
u
t

e
v
e
r

c
h
a
n
g
i
n
g

t
h
e

l
B

is
Id

o
d

f
o
r

th:
h

‘h
St

t
u
n
e

o
r

t
h
e

w
o
r
d
s
.

S
h
e

w
o
u
l
d

a
s
k
a
n
a
u
d
i
e
n
c
e

t
o

s
i
n
g

t
h
a
t
s
o
n
g

w
i
t
h

er
e
r
e

here
b
e
c
a
u
s
e

were
ner

e
c
a
u
i
s
e
w
e
r
e

here
b
e
c
a
u
s
e
w
e
r
e

use
W

h
e
r
e
b

h
b

hi
W
e
'
r
e

h
b
e
c

here.”
A
n
d

a
l
t
h
o
u
g
h

its
a
p
o
f
o
u
n
d
l
y

nihilistic
s
o
n
g

w
r
i
t
t
e
n
a
b
o
u
t

t
h
e

m
o
d
e
r
n
i
s
t

h
e
l
l

of
e
h
t
i
o
n

ing
t

ong
with

A
m
y
,

I
could

a
l
w
a
y
s

st
h
e
l
l
o

r
e
p
e
t
i
t
i
o
n
,

sing:
ig

this
s

ig
i
t
h

ys
I
d

algS
e
e
t
h
e
h
o
p
e

in
it.

It
b
e
c
a
m
e

a
s
t
a
t
e
m
e
n
t
t
h
a
t
w
e

a
r
e
h
e
r
e
-
—
-
m
e
a
n
i
n
g

t
h
a
t

$i
Pp

w
e

a
r
e

together,
and

not
a
l
o
n
e
.

And
it’s

a
l
s
o
a
s
t
a
t
e
m
e
n
t
t
h
a
t
w
e

are,
t
h
a
t

te
0

n
o
t

n
e
.

Ss
fs

h
e
r
,

and
A
n
d

w
e

exist.
A
n
d

it’s
a
s
t
a
t
e
m
e
n
t

that
w
e
a
r
e

here,
t
h
a
t

a
s
e
r
i
e
s
o
f

a
s
t
o
n
i
s
h
i
n
:

st.
d

h
a
t

ig

u
n
l
i
k
e
l
i
h
o
o
d
s

h
a
s
m
a
d
e

u
s

p
o
s
s
i
b
l
e
a
n
d

h
e
r
e

p
o
s
s
i
b
l
e
.
W
e

mr
.

t
n
e
v
e
r

k
n
o
w

why
w
e

a
r
e

re,
but

w
e

can
TOC

Nn
n
o
p
e

that
w
e

a
r
e

Ly
i

p
r
o

l
a
i
m

i
ip

here,
t

can
st1

h
t
h
a
t

here.

{

d
o
n
’
t
t
h
i
n
k
s
u
c
h

|
o
p
e

1s
f
o
o
l
i
s
h

o
r

idealistic
o
r
m
i
s
g
u
i
d
e
d
,

fe
l
i
v
e
i
n
h
o
p
e
—
t
h
a
t

life
w
i
l
l
g
e
t
b
e
t
t
e
r
,
a
n
d
m
o
r
e
i
m
p
o
r
t
a
n
t

t
h
a
t

We
lr

f
‘y

it
W
L

t
h
a
t

love
w
t

v
i
v
e

even
t
h
o
u
:

w
e

w
i
l
l

not.
And

be-
g
o

on,
th

l
o
v
e

Survey
v
e
n

th
g
h

A
n
d
b
i

,
°

we're
here

re
here

because
t
w
e
e
n
n
o
w
a
n
d
then,

w
e

are
here

because
w
e

because
we're

here.

I
give

auld
lang

syne
five

stars.

 

G
O
O
G
L
I
N
G
S
T
R
A
N
G
E
R
S

W
H
E
N
I

W
A
S
A

KID,
m
y
m
o
t
h
e
r
often

told
inside

them.
Y
o
u
might

be
an

extraordina
Jazz,

or
a

defensive
midfielder

w
i
t
h

an

m
e

that
everyone

has
a

gift
tily

astute
listener

of
s
m
o
o
t
h

u
n
c
o
m
m
o
n

understanding
o
f

howt
o

open
UP

space
with

the
perfect

pass.
But

as
a

chil
like

I
had

n
o
inborn

gift.
I
wasn’t

a
particularly

g,
n
o

athletic
ability.

I
couldn't

read
social

cues.
I

5

d,
I
alwaysf

e
l
t

o
o
d

student,
a
n
d
T
h
a
d

u
c
k
e
d

at
Piano,

karate,
baller

dancing,
a
n
d
everything

else
m
y

Parents
tricd

to
sign

m
e
u
p

for,
I

thought
of

myselfa
s

a
Person

without
a

specialty.
B
u
t

as
it
c
u
r
n
e
d

Out,
m
y

specialty
just

hadn’t
b
e
e
n
invented

yet,
be-

cause
T
am—~please

forgive
the

lack
o
f
m
o
d
e
s
t
y

here—really,
really

g
o
e
d

at
googling

strangers,
Sare,

I’ve
p
u
t

in
the

w
o
r
k
—
M
a
l
c
o
l
m

Gladwell
famously

said
i
t

takes
ten

t
h
o
u
s
a
n
d
hours

to
be

I've
c
l
o
c
k
e
d
m
y

t
e
n
t
h
o
u
s
a
n
d
h
o
u
r
s
,
a
n
d

a
knack

forit,

C
o
m
e

an
experti

n
a
field:

then
some.

B
u
t

also,
Ijust

have

I
g
o
o
g
l
e

Strangers
almost

every
day.

If
a
party—and

Is
m
y

wife
a
n
d

I
have

to
attend

ay
have

to
because

thati
s

myrelationship
with

parties**—
usually

research
all

the
k
n
o
w
n
a
t
t
e
n
d
e
e
s

in
advan.

its
weird

w
h
e
n

a
strang

S
e

28.
Yes,

e
v
e
n

in
2021,

ce.
O
f

course,
I
k
n
o
w

er
tells

y
o
u

they
are

in
the

carpet
installation
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business
and

y
o
u

answer,
“
O
h

yeah,
I
a
m

aware.
Also,

y
o
u
m
e
t
your

wife
in

1981,
w
h
e
n
y
o
u
w
e
r
e
b
o
t
h
w
o
r
k
i
n
g

at
the

same
s
a
v
i
n
g
s
a
n
d
loan

institution
in

Dallas.
She

was
living

at
h
o
m
e

with
her

parents,
Joseph

and
Marilyn,

a
t

least
according

to
census

records,
while

you
had

recently

graduated
f
r
o
m
O
k
l
a
h
o
m
a

Baptist
University.

Y
o
u
r
w
e
d
d
i
n
g

reception

at
the

Dallas
M
u
s
e
u
m

of
Art

was
right

nextt
o

that
Dale

Chihuly
sculp-

ture,
Hart

Window.
T
h
e
n
y
o
u
m
o
v
e
d

to
Indianapolis

for
your

wife’s
job

at
Eli

Lilly.
H
o
w

is
the

carpet
business

these
days?

D
o

y
o
u

guys
have,

like,
a
rivalry

w
i
t
h
h
a
r
d
w
o
o
d

floor
people?”

It’s
horrifying,

h
o
w
m
u
c
h

information
can

be
accessed

via
Google

a
b
o
u
t

almost
all

o
f

us.
O
f

course,
this

loss
o
f
privacy

has
c
o
m
e

w
i
t
h

tremendous
benefits—free

storage
of

photos
and

video,
a
chance

te
par-

ticipate
in

large-scale
discourse

via
social

media,
and

the
opportunity

to

easily
keep

in
touch

with
friends

from
long

ago.

B
u
t
giving

so
m
u
c
h

ofo
u
r
selves

to
private

corporations
like

Google

makes
other

people
feel

comfortable
sharing

theirselves.
This

feedback

loop-—wea
l
l
w
a
n
t

to
b
e
o
n
F
a
c
e
b
o
o
k
because

e
v
e
r
y
o
n
e

else
is
o
n

Face-

b
o
o
k
—
h
a
s

led
to
m
e
m
a
k
i
n
g

so
m
u
c
h

o
f
m
y

life
publicly

available
that

w
h
e
n

creating
accounts

o
n
n
e
w

social
media

platforms,I
often

struggle

to
find

security
questions

that
can’t

b
e

a
n
s
w
e
r
e
d
b
y

studying
m
y

old

social
m
e
d
i
a

accounts.
W
h
e
r
e

did
I
g
o

to
e
l
e
m
e
n
t
a
r
y
s
c
h
o
o
l
?
T
h
a
t
s

easy

e
n
o
u
g
h

to
find

out.
W
h
a
t
w
a
s

the
n
a
m
e

o
f
m
y

first
d
o
g
?

I've
v
l
o
g
g
e
d

a
b
o
u
t
o
u
r
miniature

d
a
c
h
s
h
u
n
d
R
e
d

G
r
e
e
n
.
W
h
o

w
a
s
y
o
u
r
c
h
i
l
d
h
o
o
d

best
friend?

You'll
find

baby
pictures

of
us

tagged
together

o
n
Facebook.

W
h
a
t
was

your
mother’s

maiden
n
a
m
e
?
Y
o
u

can’t
be

serious.

B
u
t

e
v
e
n
t
h
o
u
g
h

less
o
f
o
u
r

lives
b
e
l
o
n
g

to
us

a
n
d
m
o
r
e

o
f
o
u
r

lives
belong

to
the

companies
that

host
and

gather
our

browsing
habits

a
n
d
hobbies

a
n
d

keystrokes,
e
v
e
n
t
h
o
u
g
h

I
amr

e
v
o
l
t
e
d
b
y
h
o
w

easyi
t

has
become

t
o

scroll
through

the lives
of

the
living

and
the

dead,
even

thoughi
t

all
feels

a
bit

too
much

l
i
k
e
an

Orwell
novel

..
. I

can’t
outright

c
o
n
d
e
m
n

the
googling

ofstrangers.
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W
h
e
n

I
was

twenty-two
and

working
as

a
student

chaplain
at

a
children’s

hospital,
I
w
o
u
l
d
spend

twenty-four
hours

oncall
once

or
twice

a
week.

This
meant

that
I'd

stay
in

the
hospital

with
two

beepers.
O
n
e

beeper
w
e
n
t

off
whenever

s
o
m
e
o
n
e

asked
for

4
chaplain,

T
h
e

other
buzzed

w
h
e
n
a

serious
traumac

a
s
e

arrived
at

the
hospital.

O
n
e
o
f
m
y

last
nights

on
call,

toward
the

end
of
m
y

six-month
chaplaincy,

I
was

asleep
in

the
pastoral

care
office

w
h
e
n

the
trauma

pager
sent

m
e
d
o
w
n

to
the

E
m
e
r
-

g
e
n
c
y
D
e
p
a
r
t
m
e
n
t
.
A

three-year-old
child

w
a
s
b
e
i
n
g
w
h
e
e
l
e
d

in.
H
e
’
d

suffered
severe

burns.

P'mn
o
t

sure
w
h
e
t
h
e
r
it’s

e
v
e
n
possible

to
talk

a
b
o
u
t

the
suffering

o
f

others
without

exploiting
that

suffering,
whether

you
can

write
about

pain
without

glorifying
or

ennobling
or

degradingi
t
.

Teju
Cole

once
said

that
“a

photograph
can’t

help
taming

w
h
a
t

it
shows,”

and
I
w
o
r
r
y

the
same

might
be

true
of

language.
Stories

have
to

m
a
k
e

sense,
and

n
o
t
h
i
n
g

at
the

hospital
m
a
d
e
a
n
y
sense

to
m
e

atall,
which

i
s
o
n
e
o
f
the

reasonsI
’
v
e

rarely
written

a
b
o
u
t
m
y

time
there

directly.
I
don’t

k
n
o
w

the
p
r
o
p
e
r
w
a
y
t
h
r
o
u
g
h

this
morass,

a
n
d

I
never

have,
buti

n
t
e
l
l
i
n
g

this
story,

I've
c
h
o
s
e
n

to
obscure

a
n
d

alter
certain

details.
T
h
e

i
m
p
o
r
t
a
n
t

thing
is

that
despite

the
severity

of
his

injury,
the

child
was

conscious,
and

in
terrible

pain.

Although
I'd

been
around

the
E
m
e
r
g
e
n
c
y
Department

f
o
r

months,
a
n
d

s
e
e
n

all
m
a
n
n
e
r

o
f
suf

fe
ri
ng

a
n
d

d
e
a
t
h
,

V'd
n
e
v
e
r

s
e
e
n

t
h
e
t
r
a
u
m
a

teams
o

visibly
upset.

T
h
e

anguish
was

o
v
e
r
w
h
e
l
m
i
n
g
—
t
h
e

smell
of

the
burns,

the
piercing

screamst
h
a
t
accompanied

t
h
i
s

little
boy’s

every
exha-

lation.
S
o
m
e
o
n
e

shouted,
“
C
H
A
P
L
A
I
N
!
T
H
E
S
C
I
S
S
O
R
S
B
E
H
I
N
D

YOU!”
and

in
a
daze

|
brought

t
h
e
m

the
scissors.

S
o
m
e
o
n
e

shouted,
“
C
H
A
P
L
A
I
N
!
T
H
E
P
A
R
E
N
T
S
!
”
A
n
d

I
realized

that
next

to
m
e

the
little

boy’s
parents

were
s

 

 “reaming,
trying

to
get

at
their

kid,
but

the
doc-

tors
a
n
d
p
a
r
a
m
e
d
i
c
s
a
n
d

nurses
n
e
e
d
e
d
enough

s
p
a
c
e

to
w
o
r
k
,

so
I
h
a
d

to
ask

the
parents

to
step

back.
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J
O
H
N
G
R
E
E
N

N
e
x
t

thing
I
k
n
e
w

I
w
a
s

in
the

w
i
n
d
o
w
l
e
s
s

family
r
o
o
m

in
the

E
m
e
r
g
e
n
c
y

Department,
the

r
o
o
m

w
h
e
r
e

they
put

y
o
u
o
n

the
worst

night
of

your life.
It
was

quiet
except

for
the

crying
of

the
couple

across

f
r
o
m
m
e
.
T
h
e
y
s
a
t
o
n

opposite
sides

o
f
the

c
o
u
c
h
,
e
l
b
o
w
s
o
n

knees.

D
u
r
i
n
g
m
y

training
they

told
me
t
h
a
t

half
o
f
marriages

e
n
d
within

a

couple
years

of
losing

a
child.

Weakly,
I
asked

the
parents

if they
wanted

to
pray.

T
h
e
w
o
m
a
n

shook
her

head
no.

T
h
e

doctor
c
a
m
e

in
and

said

that
the

kid
was

in
critical

condition.
T
h
e

parents
only

had
one

ques-

tion,
a
n
d

it
w
a
s
o
n
e

the
d
o
c
t
o
r

couldn’t
answer.

“We'll
d
o

everything

w
e

can,” s
h
e

said,
“but

your
son

m
a
y

not survive.”
Both

the
parents

col-

lapsed,
not

against
c
a
c
h

other,
but

into
themselves.

W
e

are
able

to
navigate

the
world

k
n
o
w
i
n
g

these
things

happen.
M
y

chaplaincy
supervisor

once
told

me,
“Children

have
always

died.I
t

is

natural.”
T
h
a
t
m
a
y

be
true,

but
I

can’t
accept

it.
I
couldn’t

accept
it

sitting
in

the
windowless

family
room,

and
|
can’t

accept
it

now,
as

a

father
myself.

W
h
e
n
t
h
e

kid
finally

w
e
n
t

upstairs
to

the
ICUa

n
d

his
parents

followed,

I
w
a
l
k
e
d

to
t
h
e
b
r
e
a
k
r
o
o
m
t
o

get
a
c
u
p

ofc
o
f
f
e
e
,
a
n
d

t
h
e
d
o
c
t
o
r
w
a
s

in

there,
h
e
r

face
h
o
v
e
r
i
n
g
o
v
e
r

a
trash

c
a
n

that
she’d

b
e
e
n
v
o
m
i
t
i
n
g

into.

“
Y
m

sorry,”
I
said.

“
Y
o
u

did
g
o
o
d
with

them.
Thanks

for
being

kind
to

them.
|
think

it
helped.”

She
dry

heaved
for

a
while

and
then

said,
“That

kid’s
gonna

die
and

1
knowh

i
s

last
words.

1
k
n
o
w
the

l
a
s
t

thing
he'll

evers
a
y
’

|
didn’t

ask
hert

o
tell

m
e

whati
t

was,
and

she
didn’t

volunteer.

A
w
e
e
k

later,
I
finished

the
chaplaincy

p
r
o
g
r
a
m
,

a
n
d

d
e
c
i
d
e
d

not

to
go

to
divinity

school.
I
told

everyone
it
was

because
I
didn’t

want
to

Jearn
Greek,

w
h
i
c
h

w
a
s

true,
b
u
t

it
w
a
s

also
true

that
I
couldn’t

c
o
p
e

with
the

m
e
m
o
r
y

ofthis
kid.

I
still

can’t
cope

with
it.

I
thought

about

h
i
m

every
day.

I
prayed

for
h
i
m

everyd
a
y
,

even
after

I
stopped

praying

about
anything

else.
Every

night,
still,

I
say

his
n
a
m
e

and
ask

G
o
d

for
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mercy,
Whether

I
believe

in
G
o
d

isn’t
really

relevant.
I
d
o

believe,
h
o
w
-

ever
tenuously,

in
mercy.

As
an

inveterate
googler,

I
k
n
e
w

I
could

have
just

looked
up

his
n
a
m
e
,

but
I
w
a
s

too
scared.

T
o

google
w
o
u
l
d

have
b
e
e
n

to
k
n
o
w
,
o
n
e

w
a
y
or

another.
I
’
m
reminded

o
f
that

great
l
i
n
e
f
r
o
m
R
o
b
e
r
t
P
e
n
n
W
a
r
-

ren’s
All

the
King’s

Men:
“
T
h
e
end

of
m
a
n

is
knowledge,

but
there

is
one

thing
he

can’t
know.

H
e

can’t
k
n
o
w
whether

knowledge
will

save
h
i
m

or
kill

him.”

 

T
h
e
m
o
n
t
h
s
o
f
n
o
t
k
n
o
w
i
n
g
b
e
c
a
m
e

years,
t
h
e
n
m
o
r
e

t
h
a
n

a
d
e
c
a
d
e
.

A
n
d

then
one

m
o
r
n
i
n
g

not
long

ago,
I
typed

the
kid’s

n
a
m
e

into
the

search
bar.

It’s
an

unusual
name,

easy
pickings

for
Google.

I
hit

enter.
Thefirst

link
was

to
a
Facebook.

I
clicked

over,
and

there
he

was.
Eigh-

teen
years

old,
a
d
e
c
a
d
e
a
n
d

a
half

r
e
m
o
v
e
d
f
r
o
m
the

o
n
e
night

w
e

spent
together.

Heis
alive.

H
e

is
g
r
o
w
i
n
g

up,
finding

his
w
a
y

in
the

world,
d
o
c
u
m
e
n
t
i
n
g

a
life

that
is
m
o
r
e

public
than

he
probably

realizes.
But

h
o
w

can
I
not

be
grateful

for
knowing,

even
if

the
only

w
a
y

to
k
n
o
w

is
to

lose
our

au-
t
o
n
o
m
y

over
our

so-called
selves?

Hei
s

alive.
Helikes

J
o
h
n
Deere

trac-
tors,

a
n
d

is
a
m
e
m
b
e
r
o
f

the
Future

F
a
r
m
e
r
s
o
f
A
m
e
r
i
c
a
,
a
n
d

hei
s

alive.
Scrolling

through
his

friends,
I
find

his
parents’

profiles,
and

discover
that

they
are

still
married.

Hei
s

alive.
H
e

likes
terrible,

overly
manufac-

tured
country

music.
Hei

s
alive.

H
e

calls
his

girlfriend
his

bae.
Alive.

Alive.
Alive.

It
could’ve

gone
the

other
way,

of
course.

B
u
t

it
didn’t.

A
n
d

so
I

5
.

:
can’t

help
but

give
the

practice
of

googling
strangers

fourstars.

 


