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Colin Woodard
“Researching pirates isn’t easy,” says 

Woodard, a George Polk Award-winning 

reporter for the Portland Press Herald in 

his native Maine, who penned our fea-

ture about Blackbeard (p. 32). “They left 

few records themselves, and subsequent 

chroniclers drowned fact in a sea of myth. 

Piecing together the story tested all my 

skills as both a historian and an inves-

tigative journalist, and made me better 

at both.” Woodard’s third book, The Re-

public of Pirates, has been adapted into 

“Crossbones,” the new NBC series star-

ring John Malkovich as Blackbeard.

Contributors

I LLUSTRATIONS BY  John Jay Cabuay

Marissa 

Fessenden

 The Wyoming-based 

freelance science 

writer and visual artist 

admits to a fondness 

for stories about 

bugs—“both the 

creepy-crawly and 

the microscopic kind.” 

She used her story on 

the versatility of gold 

nanoparticles (p. 20) 

as a “microscope to 

delve into an invisible 

world.”

Amanda 

Foreman

Our new history col-

umnist debuts with an 

essay on divorce (p. 

29), which she calls 

“one of the most mis-

understood aspects 

of women’s history.” 

A best-selling author 

and historian, Foreman 

is working on a new 

book—and companion 

BBC documentary se-

ries—called The World 

Made by Women, to be 

released in 2015. 

Scott Wallace

The veteran reporter 

and photographer 

traveled to the Ama-

zon to retrace the last 

moments of two slain 

environmental activists 

(p. 64). “It was eerie to 

be out in the middle 

of nowhere, a place 

where you’re often 

alone, with expansive 

cattle pastures on one 

side of the road and 

towering rainforest 

trees on the other,” 

says Wallace. “I had a 

chilling sense of how 

vulnerable Zé Claudio 

and Maria were.” He is 

the author of The Un-

conquered: In Search 

of the Amazon’s Last 

Uncontacted Tribes.

Joshua Zeitz

His Lincoln’s Boys (p. 

70) studies the 16th 

president’s secretaries 

as political infl uencers 

in their own right. A 

historian and former 

aide to New Jersey 

Gov. Jon Corzine,  Zeitz 

says the monumental 

Lincoln biography by 

John Hay and John 

Nicolay broke new 

ground by attempting 

a “scientifi c account, 

using the best tools 

available at the time.”

Francesco 

Lastrucci

The Florence-born 

photographer, who 

has worked in Sicily 

and Capri for this 

magazine, was “drawn 

into a magic world” at 

the cave dwellings of 

Matera, Italy (p. 52). 

“It is truly a three-di-

mensional town,” says 

Lastrucci, “where the 

key is to discover the 

relationship between 

the surface and the 

underground.”

Abigail Tucker

“It can be a little sad 

to see the most glo-

rious form of human 

relationship echoed 

in rodent life,” says 

Tucker, who wrote 

about pair-bonding in 

prairie voles (p. 42). 

But, she says, it’s im-

portant to remember 

that voles supply only 

a “vague metaphor” 

for human monoga-

my, an “exception in 

the broader animal 

kingdom that’s too 

often taken for grant-

ed.” A former Smith-

sonian staff  writer, 

Tucker is now staying 

closer to home, 

writing a book about 

house cats.
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Valentine’s Day has an origin as di-

vided as a broken heart. There are two 

St. Valentines honored on February 

14, and they were  both buried on the 

Via Flaminia  in Rome, although in 

different places—and their bodies 

were also divided, so you can visit 

pieces of them in several locations, 

including one as far away as Dublin. 

At least one Valentine supposedly had 

a face-to-face religious duel with the 

Roman Emperor Claudius II, where 

they each tried to convert the other, 

one to paganism and the other to 

Christianity. Unpersuaded, Claudius 

sentenced Valentine’s head to be sep-

arated from his body. 

Before he was executed, however, 

he performed a miraculous healing, 

causing the daughter of his jailer to 

see for the fi rst time. Legend has it 

that the imminent martyr wrote her 

an af ectionate farewell note that he 

signed “from your Valentine” and, af-

ter his death, she planted a pink-blos-

somed almond tree at his grave. Love, 

apparently, is not always blind. 

It’s only fi tting, then, that we have 

two articles about romantic love in 

our February issue, and they tell op-

posite sides of Valentine’s legacy. On 

page 42, Abigail Tucker profi les Larry 

Young, the world’s leading expert on 

the intricate body and brain chemistry 

behind the fascinating monogamous 

bonds formed by prairie voles —ani-

mals that have a thing or two to teach 

us about the nature of attraction. (The 

design of the story’s title,  by our asso-

ciate art director Erik Washam, is a 

tribute to the famous “Love” image by 

pop artist Robert Indiana.) 

On page 29, our new history colum-

nist, Amanda Foreman, takes a look at 

love from a darker point of view: the 

long, twisted and little-known history 

of divorce.

The fl ag Blackbeard fl ew above his 

pirate ship is sometimes depicted 

with a red heart on it, but there was 

nothing romantic about it—it had a 

spear pointing toward the heart,  a 

warning to those he approached that 

no quarter would be given. Though 

Blackbeard is the most famous and 

infamous pirate in history, his last 

days have mostly been a fog. Until 

now. Colin Woodard, author of an ac-

claimed history of pirates, serves up 

an exclusive report (“The Last Days of 

Blackbeard,” p. 32), based on recently 

rediscovered archival records, on the 

last raid Blackbeard conducted before 

his fi nal, fatal clash with British colo-

nial authorities. Woodard’s book, The 

Republic of Pirates, is the basis for a 

new NBC series, “Crossbones,” star-

ring John Malkovich as Blackbeard.

The object Blackbeard coveted 

most, of course, was gold, a fever 

shared by many people throughout 

history—including modern Olympic 

athletes. We focus on one of the most 

remarkable of those, Eddie the Eagle 

(p. 23), the unlikeliest star of the Win-

ter Olympics this side of the Jamaican 

bobsled team. In his honor, we made 

gold the theme of this issue’s Phenom-

enon section; in it, you’ll fi nd the ex-

ploits of a far more successful eagle.

Happy Valentine’s Day.

Michael Caruso, EDITOR IN CHIEF 

Michael@si.edu

From the Editor

ILLUSTRATION BY John Jay Cabuay
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* Ex-Offi  cio

Few objects better convey the toll the 

Civil War took on Abraham Lincoln 

than the “life mask” cast by the sculptor 

Clark Mills in February 1865, just two 

months before Lincoln’s assassination. 

Craggy facial lines reveal more clearly 

than any narrative prose could the 

physical strain placed on the 16th pres-

ident by four years of war and strife.

What if students studying the Civil 

War could, in their classrooms, hold 

that mask and see for themselves this 

view of Lincoln? That vision is close 

to reality. While our actual Lincoln 

mask will stay in Washington, D.C., 

teachers can now download data from 

a new Smithsonian website and cre-

ate accurate replicas for students to 

inspect using a relatively inexpensive 

3-D printer.

The Lincoln mask is one of 20-plus 

objects from our collections that the 

digitization of  ce has placed online 

as a demonstration of the potential 

of 3-D scanning. Others include the 

Wright Flyer, a woolly mammoth 

skeleton, a sixth-century Chinese 

statue known as the Cosmic Buddha, 

a supernova remnant and a bee.

Using most standard web browsers, 

our online viewing tool, called the 3-D 

explorer, lets you rotate specimens, 

zoom in, create cross-sections and 

accentuate textures. In the week the 

site went live in November, 100,000 

people visited 3d.si.edu, as many as 

visited our main portal, si.edu.

Smithsonian X 3D, our name for all 

endeavors related to 3-D scanning, 

is a boon not just to educators but to 

scholars, too. The fi ve-foot-tall lime-

stone Cosmic Buddha, for example, is 

covered in detailed carvings depict-

ing Buddhist “realms of existence,” 

which can be hard for even experts to 

decipher. Our curators say that with 

the aid of the viewer, they are see-

ing nuances in the scenes that have 

eluded researchers for centuries.

At a conference hosted by the Smith-

sonian on the launch of our 3-D initia-

tive, I was introduced to the technology 

by being scanned myself. I tentatively 

stepped onto a slightly elevated octago-

nal platform, surrounded by 80 cameras 

mounted on metal poles, wondering 

aloud if I was about to be transported 

to another dimension. But the process 

was, from my end, as simple as getting 

a picture taken, and the next day I was 

holding a six-inch-tall likeness of my-

self, printed in a plaster-like substance. 

Three-dimensional imaging will al-

low us to take irreplaceable, one-of-a-

kind artifacts heretofore seen only in 

museums and, in a sense, put them in 

the hands of learners around the world. 

A day after the website’s launch, a 

reader of a popular science-fi ction blog 

posted a digital rendering of Smithso-

nian’s woolly mammoth within an ice-

age scene of his own creation. That’s 

exactly the kind of playful experimen-

tation we’d hoped the 3-D explorer 

would inspire, and we can’t wait to see 

what else you come up with.

By G. Wayne Clough, SECRETARY OF 

THE SMITHSONIAN INSTITUTION

From the Castle

Anyone with a 3-D printer can now make 

a replica of our woolly mammoth skeleton.
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Discussion

all “uptalk” [“The Rise of Women?”]. 

I do not think it has anything to do with 

“valley girl” speak. Send author Jessi-

ca Gross to Juniata College for a week 

and make sure she talks to the locals. 

Rosemarie Stangel
HESSTON, PENNSYLVANIA

I can remember several teachers in 

my high-school classes who frequent-

ly asked, “Are you telling me or asking 

me?” That was in the early 1960s in 

Colorado, suggesting that uptalk had 

already arrived in the 

U.S.—or, at least, in the 

state of Colorado—con-

siderably before  your es-

timate of the 1980s. 

Baird Staff ord
WEST MELBOURNE, 

FLORIDA

Real Art Heroes
“The Venus Fixers” was 

a lovely article showing 

how a few men could 

impact an entire culture by ensuring 

that its artistic history wasn’t lost. So 

often the beauty of life is destroyed 

during the ugliness of war. Fortu-

nately these men helped Italy recover 

its heritage from the ashes.

Melissa Higginbotham
ON FACEBOOK

An astounding accomplishment! 

Without the bravery of these men, 

many of the world’s greatest trea-

sures would be lost.

Dave Kindy
ON FACEBOOK

 

At a time when art history and muse-

um curatorships are under siege for 

not being essential , you have demon-

strated clearly just how these fields 

have played active roles in the lives 

FROM THE EDITORS  Many readers re-

sponded to Susan Orlean’s January 

article on panda evolution, which por-

trayed the animals as oddities of the 

natural world, with their lost appetite 

for meat and lack of enthusiasm for mat-

ing. “Pandas are weird as hell!” tweeted 

@smalera succinctly.  Tim Flach’s re-

markable photographs of our fabulously 

furry cover girl, Bao Bao, the National 

Zoo’s new giant panda cub, drew even 

more passionate attention. The Janu-

ary issue, wrote Nancy Fauser, “has the 

fi rst-ever cover that is ut-

terly . . . kissable!”

On The Trail
It’s great to see that the 

Ancestor’s Trail [“Time 

Travelers”] is fi nally get-

ting the recognition it 

deserves. I did not sug-

gest that art was more 

important for human 

evolution than hunting, 

but rather that art and 

science share a common ancestor in 

the human imagination—and without 

imagination there can be no hypothesis  . 

  The reptile  mentioned on page 47 (also 

called Labyrinthodontia) represents 

only a small part of the body-painting 

shown, the rest being various camou-

flages and adornments . The glitter 

hands and arms represent stardust, 

from which we all originate. The back 

portion is a part of the savanna, where 

we evolved. The fi nished piece is actu-

ally a reptile-esque   warrior, holding an 

18th-century Polynesian hunting spear 

purchased for the event. 

Victoria Gugenheim
UNITED KINGDOM 

Women Rising?
I have spent a lot of time in central Penn-

sylvania  and men, women and children 

CONTACT US 

Send letters to LettersEd@si.edu or to 

Letters, Smithsonian, MRC 513, P.O. Box 

37012, Washington,D.C 20013. Include a 

telephone number and address. Letters 

may be edited for clarity or space. 

Because of the high volume of mail we 

receive, we cannot respond to all letters. 

Send queries about the Smithsonian 

Institution to info@si.edu or to OVS, 

Public Inquiry Mail Service, P.O. Box 

37012, Washington, D.C. 20013.  

FOLLOW US

@Smithsonianmag
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It seems pandas’ 
evolutionary strategy 
is to be so cute that 
humans will do the work 
to keep them around. 
@AmandaMarcotte ON TWITTER

of people everywhere. This article 

should be required  reading for stu-

dents throughout high schools and 

universities to combat the eternal 

belief that art and art history are not 

relevant or important fi elds of study.

Gabriel P. Weisberg
PROFESSOR OF ART HISTORY

UNIVERSITY OF MINNESOTA

Melting Pot
The Germans gave Wisconsin beer 

and bratwurst; the rest of the world 

sent cheesemakers [“Hot for Tama-

les”]. But it took American ingenuity 

to come up with the guiltiest plea-

sure of the summer fair: the fried 

cheese curd plate. 

Bartholomew Forman
ON FACEBOOK

 
Correction
In our December issue, the profile 

of Caroline Hoxby (“Climb Higher”) 

noted that “the ratio of [college] coun-

selors to students nationally is 333 to 

one.” The correct ratio is of course the 

reverse: one counselor to 333 students.

Clarifi cation
In our January story “Museum of Con-

flict,” we omitted the location of the 

Canadian Museum for Human Rights. 

It’s in Winnipeg, Manitoba. 
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PHOTOGRAPH BY Estudio El Dorado

The desire 
for gold 
has defi ned 
human 
history

construct a recipe to grow a 

“Philosophers’ Tree ”  from 

a seed of gold. Supposedly 

this tree was a precursor 

to the more celebrated 

and elusive Philosopher’s 

Stone, which would be 

able to transmute metals 

into gold. The use of gold 

to make more gold would 

have seemed entirely logi-

cal to alchemists, Principe 

explains, like using germs 

of wheat to grow an entire 

fi eld of wheat.

Principe mixed specially 

prepared mercury and gold 

into a buttery lump at the 

bottom of a fl ask. Then he 

buried the sealed fl ask in 

a heated sand bath in his 

laboratory.

Throughout much of the 20th century, the academic com-

munity had little patience with alchemists and their vain 

ef orts to transmute base metals into gold. Any contempo-

rary scholar who even dared to write about alchemy, histo-

rian Herbert Butterfi eld warned, would “become tinctured 

with the kind of lunacy they set out to describe.”  

But, in the 1980s, some revisionist scholars began ar-

guing that alchemists actually made signifi cant contribu-

tions to the development of science. Historians of science 

began deciphering alchemical texts—which wasn’t easy. 

The alchemists, obsessed with secrecy, deliberately de-

scribed their experiments in metaphorical terms laden 

with obscure references to mythology and history. For in-

stance, text that describes a “cold dragon” who “creeps in 

and out of the caves” was code for saltpeter (potassium 

nitrate)—a crystalline substance found on cave walls that 

tastes cool on the tongue.

This painstaking process of decoding allowed research-

ers, for the fi rst time, to attempt ambitious alchemical ex-

periments. Lawrence Principe, a chemist and science histo-

rian at Johns Hopkins University, cobbled together obscure 

texts and scraps of 17th-century laboratory notebooks to re-

This month we’re thinking about . . .

henomenon
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Flirting fireflies illuminate a 
dark forest with golden light 
during mating season

GOLD

Phenomenon

One morning, Principe 

came into the lab to discover 

to his “utter disbelief” that 

the fl ask was fi lled with “a 

glittering and fully formed 

tree” of gold. The mix-

ture of metals had grown 

upward into a structure 

resembling coral or the 

branching canopy of a tree 

minus the leaves. 

What intrigues Principe 

and his fellow historians, 

though, is the growing ev-

idence that the alchemists 

seem to have performed le-

gitimate experiments, ma-

nipulated and analyzed the 

material world in interest-

ing ways and reported genu-

ine results. And many of the 

great names in the canon of 

modern science took note, 

says William Newman, a 

historian at Indiana Uni-

versity Bloomington. 

Robert Boyle, one of the 

17th-century founders of 

modern chemistry, “ba-

sically pillaged” the work 

of the German physician 

and alchemist Daniel Sen-

nert, says Newman. When 

Boyle’s French counterpart, 

Antoine-Laurent Lavoisier, 

substituted a modern list 

of elements (oxygen, hy-

drogen, carbon and others) 

for the ancient four ele-

ments (earth, air, fi re and 

water), he built on an idea 

that was “actually wide-

spread in earlier alchem-

ical sources,” Newman 

writes. The concept that 

matter was composed of 

several distinctive ele-

ments, in turn, inspired 

Sir Isaac Newton’s work 

on optics—notably, his 

demonstration that the 

multiple colors produced 

by a prism could be recon-

stituted into white light.

Other scholars have at 

times responded to this idea 

with outrage. Principe was 

once confronted at an aca-

demic conference by a mem-

ber of the audience who was 

“literally shaking with rage 

that I could defame Boyle 

in this way.” But younger 

academics have taken up 

alchemy as a hot topic. The 

early revisionist research, 

says Principe, “cracked open 

the seal and said ‘Hey, look 

everybody, this is not what 

you thought it was.’”

In a mark of that new 

acceptance, the Museum 

Kunst palast in Düsseldorf, 

Germany, will present a 

show, beginning in April, 

that—along with alche-

my-influenced artworks, 

from Jan Brueghel the El-

der to Anselm Kiefer—will 

include an exhibit on Prin-

cipe’s “Philosophers’ Tree” 

experiment.

Does this new view of 

alchemy make the great 

names in the early history 

of science seem more de-

rivative and thus less great? 

“We were just talking in my 

class about the rhetoric of 

novelty,” says Principe, “and 

how it benefi ts people to say 

that their discoveries are 

completely new.” But that’s 

not how scientific ideas 

develop. “They don’t just 

sort of come to someone in 

a dream, out of nowhere. 

New scientifi c ideas tend to 

develop out of older ones by 

a slow process of evolution 

and refi nement.”

From that perspective, the 

scientific revolution may 

have been a little less revo-

lutionary than we imagine. 

Better to think of it as a trans-

mutation, like the alche-

mists’ quest to change lead 

into gold . —RICHARD CONNIFF 

All That 
Glitters
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For nearly a decade, amateur photographer 

Tsuneaki Hiramatsu spent his summer evenings in 

the forests outside Niimi, in Japan’s Okayama pre-

fecture. He was intent on capturing the spectacle of 

fi refl y mating season, when the males and females 

vie for attention through blinking codes. As night fell, 

Hiramatsu began shooting a series of eight-second 

exposures. He then digitally merged the images, cre-

ating connect-the-dot photos of the fi refl ies’ golden 

fl ight paths. The images became a sensation on 

the Web and were included in a traveling museum 

exhibit called “Creatures of Light: Nature’s Biolumi-

nescence.” But for Hiramatsu, recognition for his 

artistry is secondary to engendering appreciation 

for the natural world. “Firefl ies are little seen in areas 

developed by human beings,” he says. “When I feel 

the splendor and mystery of nature, I am glad to have 

everyone share that feeling.” —J E S S E  R H O D E S

See more of Hiramatsu’s sparkling images of nature 

at Smithsonian.com/fi refl ies
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THOUGH ONLY A BRIEF SCENE, the 14-karat demise of “Bond Girl” 

Shirley Eaton remains Goldfi nger’s most iconic image. “She 

died of skin suff ocation,” 007 tells M. “It’s been known to hap-

pen to cabaret dancers. It’s all right so long as you leave a small 

bare patch at the base of the spine to allow the skin to breathe.”

James Bond was a much better agent than a scientist. We 

breathe through our noses and mouths, not our skin (though 

clogging the pores for an extended period can  cause heat-

stroke). The fi lmmakers, however, believed author Ian Flem-

ing’s death-by-gold scenario was a genuine risk  and took 

precautions. A physician was present during fi lming, and af-

terward the makeup was removed as quickly as possible. “It 

took an hour, with a lot of help and scrubbing from the makeup 

artist and wardrobe mistress,” Eaton told us recently by e-mail.

Eaton, 77, plans to publish a new book about her life and ca-

reer, Under My Skin, to coincide with Goldfi nger’s golden anni-

versary this year. Her experience with the body paint hasn’t af-

fected her fondness for gold. “I wear it often,” she says. “I have 

always liked gold as a metal for its warmth.” — MARK STRAUSS

Gold-Blooded Murder
Shirley Eaton 

celebrates the 

50th anniversary 

of her glittering 

screen death

I N D E X
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In the second century A.D., 

during the Han dynasty, a 

Chinese author and alche-

mist known as Wei Boyang 

is believed to have written: 

“Gold is the most valuable 

thing in all the world be-

cause it is immortal and nev-

er gets rotten. Alchemists 

eat it, and they enjoy lon-

gevity.” Nearly two millen-

nia later, the precious metal 

may live up to the hype: It’s 

part of a cutting-edge ap-

proach to prolong the lives 

of cancer patients. 

Though they didn’t quite 

capture the details, Wei Boy-

ang and other ancients who 

associated gold’s long-last-

ing luster with good health 

were surprisingly prescient. 

Gold’s immortality—the fact 

that it doesn’t interact with 

most compounds and thus 

doesn’t corrode—makes it 

essentially nontoxic to the 

body. This characteristic 

gives it huge potential value 

in medicine, for mundane 

procedures like dental fi ll-

ings and, in the era of nano-

technology, for diagnosing 

and treating deadly diseases. 

“There are an enormous 

number of people using gold 

nanoparticles,” says Chad 

Mirkin, a chemist at North-

western University whose 

own studies focus on how 

the particles could help turn 

of  genes that cause disease. 

“We’re talking hundreds 

and hundreds of research-

ers around the world.”

One surprising approach 

comes out of research con-

ducted at Rice University in 

Texas, along with the MD 

Anderson Cancer Center 

and other institutes. Oncol-

ogists are now injecting can-

cer patients with ultra-tiny, 

gold-wrapped spheres. The 

nano particles, each smaller 

than a red blood cell, accu-

mulate in a tumor after slip-

ping out of the bloodstream 

through little holes in the tu-

mor’s rapidly growing vessels. 

Once there, the gold waits—

until an oncologist blasts it 

with near-infrared light.

Despite gold’s shiny qual-

ity, the spheres are made to 

absorb rather than refl ect 

certain wavelengths of light, 

a property used against the 

cancer cells. “We artifi cial-

ly contaminate the tumor,” 

says Sunil Krishnan of MD 

Anderson. The nanoparti-

cles convert the light into 

heat, and as temperatures 

in the tumor climb above 

104 degrees Fahrenheit, the 

cancer cells deform, shrivel 

and then disintegrate. 

In experiments in mice, 

Krishnan is zapping the 

scraps of pancreatic cancer 

remaining after a tumor is 

removed surgically. But clin-

ical trials in people, includ-

ing for cancers of the head, 

neck and lungs, are targeting 

tumors without surgery.

Although gold can be expen-

sive, some potential therapies 

use as little as 3 percent of the 

amount in a typical wedding 

band.  Instead, the main obsta-

cle will probably be rigorous 

safety tests . “One of the tenets 

of nano is that everything that 

is miniaturized is dif erent,” 

says Mirkin. So researchers 

need to confirm that new 

gold-based treatments are 

friendly to the body. 

If so, a sly little ditty writ-

ten by a 17th-century herb-

alist who also recognized 

the curative powers of gold 

may prove true today: “For 

gold is cordial, And that’s 

the reason, Your raking mi-

sers live so long a season.”

—MARISSA FESSENDEN

Doctors are harnessing metallic spheres to fi ght cancer

A Golden Cure?

I LLUSTRATION BY J.D. King

GOLD

FOR CENTURIES, GOLD PROS-

pectors believed that the 

branches of a hazel tree 

could be fashioned into di-

vining rods that would point 

them toward riches. Aus-

tralian scientists are putting 

a modern spin on that myth 

with their discovery that 

eucalyptus leaves could 

help locate gold ore.

Eucalyptus trees have 

an extensive root system 

that, during droughts, can 

tap into water tables as 

far down as 130 feet. If 

that water is in the vicinity 

of gold ore, microscopic 

fragments of the precious 

metal will be drawn up into 

the tree and deposited  

into leaves and branches, 

where they can then be 

shed onto the ground.

The trees might be a 

boon for mining companies, 

which have seen new dis-

coveries of gold deposits 

worldwide decline by 45 

percent in the past decade. 

“The leaves could be used 

in combination with other 

tools as a more cost-eff ec-

tive and environmentally 

friendly exploration tech-

nique,” says geochemist 

Mel Lintern.  –MARK STRAUSS

The Midas 

Tree
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Something about the dead 

deer didn’t seem right to 

biologist Linda Kerley. The 

carcass, splayed out in the 

snow of Russia’s Lazovskii 

 State Nature Reserve, was 

picked clean save for hide 

and bone. But Kerley saw 

no signs that a large pred-

ator—such as the Amur 

tigers that she had come 

to study—had brought the 

animal down. Based upon 

the tracks still visible in 

the snow, it looked as if the 

deer had been running and 

suddenly keeled over.

Kerley only discovered 

what had really happened 

after she returned to her 

camp to check on a re-

mote camera that had been 

placed in the forest. In pho-

tos taken a couple of weeks 

before, she watched as the 

deer lurched across the 

snow.  On its back, wings 

splayed, bill  and talons 

slashing, was a golden eagle.

Nobody had ever docu-

mented a golden eagle kill-

ing a deer in this region . But 

Kerley, who published a 

report of the incident in the 

Journal of Raptor Research, 

knew what the massive 

birds—with wingspans up 

to seven feet—were capa-

ble of. She had grown up in 

eastern Oregon and done 

her graduate work in Wyo-

ming, places where golden 

eagles live. “That an eagle 

would take down a deer? I 

wasn’t shocked,” she says.

Named for the distinc-

tive gold-colored feathers 

on the nape of its neck, the 

golden eagle can deploy 

up to seven distinctive 

hunting techniques, each 

one corresponding to the 

size and speed of its prey. 

When attacking slow-fl y-

ing birds, for instance, the 

golden eagle soars upward 

and then rapidly descends, 

literally knocking the birds 

out of the sky. If it’s stalking 

large animals, such as deer, 

it fl ies low to the ground, 

waiting for the right mo-

ment to strike with a sus-

tained grip of its talons.

The golden eagle’s fear-

some reputation earned 

it respect, and even rever-

ence, throughout history. In 

Greek mythology, it was the 

companion to Zeus, serving 

as his bearer of messages or 

omens. Among falconers 

in medieval Europe, it was 

the “royal eagle,” its use 

reserved for kings. But in 

modern times, the golden 

eagle’s prowess as a hunter 

was almost its undoing. 

Golden eagles typically 

Royal Raptor
Rare photos of 
a golden eagle 
attack illustrate 
the predator’s 
legendary hunting 
techniques

prey upon small- and medi-

um-sized animals, such as 

geese, rabbits and reptiles. 

But its occasional attacks 

on bigger animals —lambs, 

deer and even juvenile 

brown bears—led ranch-

ers in the United States to 

believe that the bird was 

depleting their livestock. 

Between 1941 and 1961, 

some 20,000 golden eagles 

were shot from airplanes. 

In 1962, following studies 

that countered claims that 

the eagles were a threat to 

ranchers’ livelihoods, the 

government designated 

them a federally protected 

species. 

Though golden eagles are 

no longer of  cially perse-

cuted, they still face threats, 

poisoned by the lead shot 

they eat from scavenged 

carcasses, or bludgeoned 

by the wind-turbine blades 

they sometimes fl y into.

The most pressing issue, 

however, is habitat loss. 

Golden eagles are creatures 

of open space—the shrub-

steppe, the prairie, the 

tundra. When these lands 

are converted to farmland, 

paved over or otherwise 

lost, small animal popula-

tions decline and the eagles 

have no reason to stay.

“Golden eagles are top-

of-the-food-chain pred-

ators, so what happens to 

them refl ects what’s hap-

pening in the ecosystem,” 

says Jim Watson, a biolo-

gist with the Washington 

Department of Fish and 

Wildlife who has studied 

the birds since the 1970s. 

“It’s important for us to 

understand them. They 

epitomize what is really 

wild.”—ERIC WAGNER

See images of the eagle 

attacking a deer at 

Smithsonian.com/eagle
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The Eagle 
Never Landed

After he became the world’s most 
lovable Winter Olympian, 
“Eddie the Eagle” soared

by FRANZ LIDZ

PHOTOGRAPH BY Jude Edginton

q u a r t e r

century ago British plasterer-turned-ski 

jumper Michael Edwards made a name 

for himself—Eddie the Eagle—by not 

skiing or jumping very well  at the Win-

ter Olympics in Calgary. Short on talent 

but long on panache and derring-do, 

he had no illusions about his ability, no 

dreams of gold or silver or even bronze. 

Blinking myopically behind the bottle 

glass of his pink-and-white-rimmed 

glasses, he told the press: “In my case, 

there are only two kinds of hope—Bob 

Hope and no hope.”

Undeterred, Edwards sluiced   on. 

Wearing six pairs of socks inside 

hand-me-down ski boots, he stepped 

onto the slopes, pushed of  down the 

steep ramp and rag-dolled through 

the air. When he touched down, 

broadcasters chorused: “The Eagle 

has landed!” By taking a huge leap of 

faith, Edwards captured the world’s 

imagination and achieved the sort of 

renown that can only come overnight. 

On this particular afternoon, a 

crowd of roughly three has massed 

in the driveway of Edwards’ duplex, 

where the Eagle has donned old ski 

togs. He shields his eyes from the low, 

fierce English sun and holds 

forth on his brilliant career.

SPORTS
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practice run the day before.

The Eagle’s career was not an un-

fettered ascent, or, for that matter, 

descent. He grew up in working-class 

Cheltenham, where his mother worked 

at an aluminum-door factory; and his 

father, his father’s father and his fa-

ther’s father’s father were all plas-

terers. Eddie was a mere eaglet of 13 

when he fi rst strapped on skis during 

a school trip to Italy. Within four years 

he was racing with the British national 

team. Unable to af ord lift tickets, he 

switched to the cheaper sport of ski 

jumping. During the summer of 1986, 

eighteen months before the Olympics, 

the 22-year-old resolved to take time 

of  from plastering and try his luck and 

pluck against the world’s top jumpers.

He had no money, no coach, no 

equipment and no team—England had 

never competed in the event. Driven 

only by determination, he slept in his 

mum’s Cavalier, grubbed food out of 

garbage cans and once even camped 

out in a Finnish mental hospital. From 

shoveling snow to scrubbing fl oors, 

there wasn’t anything he wouldn’t do 

to jump more. Nor was there anything 

that could stop him from jumping: 

Following one botched landing, he 

continued with his head tied up in a 

pillowcase toothache-fashion to keep 

a broken jaw in place.

His distances improved. Slightly. 

Though he shattered the unofficial 

British 70-meter record, it was noted 

that the old mark, set in the 1920s, 

“When I started competing, I was 

so broke that I had to tie my helmet 

with a piece of string,” he says. “On 

one jump the string snapped, and my 

helmet carried on farther than I did. 

I may have been the fi rst ski jumper 

ever beaten by his gear.” 

An onlooker asks: “How do you like 

to be called? Eddie Edwards? Eddie 

the Eagle? Mr. Eagle?”

“Doesn’t matter,” says Edwards, smil-

ing indulgently. “Over the past 25 years, 

I’ve been called all sorts of things.”

Here are a few: Fast Eddie. Slow Ed-

die. Crazy Eddie. Unsteady Eddie. The 

Flying Plasterer. Mr. Magoo on Skis. 

Inspector Clouseau on Skis. The Abom-

inable Snowman. The Champion of the 

Underdog. The Unconquering Hero. A 

Lovable Loser. A Half-Blind Clot Having 

a Bloody Good Laugh. The Quintessen-

tial British Sportsman.

Edwards, after all, did what English-

men do surpassingly well —coming in 

gloriously, irretrievably and spectac-

ularly last. Of the 58 jumpers in the 

70-meter event, he just missed being 

59th. He also brought up the rear at 90 

meters, though technically he aced out 

three jumpers who were scratched—

one of whom, a Frenchman,  failed to 

show because he had broken a leg on a 

could have been calculated with a stan-

dard tailor’s tape measure, and that the 

tailor himself could have leapt it. 

By the time Edwards arrived in Cal-

gary—where the Italian team gave him 

a new helmet and the Austrians pro-

vided his skis—he was legendary as the 

jumper who made it look dif  cult. Oth-

ers fl ew. Only the Eagle could launch 

of  a mountain and plummet like a dead 

parrot. “I was a true amateur and em-

bodied what the Olympic spirit is all 

about,” he says. “To me, competing was 

all that mattered. Americans are very 

much ‘Win! Win! Win!’  In England, we 

don’t give a fi g whether you win. It’s 

great if you do, but we appreciate those 

who don’t. The failures are the people 

who never get of  their bums. Anyone 

who has a go is a success.”

The Eagle, now 50, hasn’t soared 

far from the nest. He lives quietly in 

the South Cotswolds village of Wood-

chester—14 miles, as the crow flies, 

from his native Cheltenham. He shares 

a modest, debris-fi lled home with his 

wife, Samantha, and their daughters 

Ottilie and Honey. “People who tuned 

in to the ’88 Winter Olympics saw me 

grinning and joking,” he chirps from his 

living room couch. “They thought, He’s 

laughing, he’s human.” When Edwards 

laughs, which he often does, he snorts 

through his nose. A goofy grin still lights 

up his bucolic face, but his Guinness 

glasses have been replaced by studious 

specs, and his great slope of a chin has 

been bobbed. London’s Daily Mail wrote 

that Edwards “has had more plastic sur-

gery than a Nazi war criminal.”

After Calgary, Edwards didn’t do 

badly. There was an appearance on The 

Tonight Show, a huge non-victory pa-

rade in Cheltenham and a sponsorship 

deal with Eagle Airlines. There were 

Eddie the Eagle T-shirts, caps, pins and 

key chains . The Monster Raving Loony 

Party, a beyond-the-fringe political 

group, named Edwards its Minister 

for Butter Mountains. “Butter 

mountains” is the English term 

Olympics                    SPORTS 

Edwards soared over the crowd, but fi nished last, at the 1988 Winter Games in Calgary. 
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70,000 at a rock festival near Helsinki. 

“I was backed by a heavy metal band 

called the Raggers,” he reports. “Every 

member looked like a serial killer.”

Fame brought with it not just for-

tune, but an entire entourage of man-

agers, fl unkies and would-be wives. 

The suitors came and went—mostly 

with tabloid headlines in their wake: 

“Why Eddie Dumped Me” and “Eddie 

and Me Did It 16 Times a Night.”

The money—more than $1 million—

came and went, too. Edwards’ appear-

ance fees were stashed in a trust fund 

set up to protect his amateur status. 

When the trust went bust in 1991, Ed-

wards declared bankruptcy and sued 

for the heaps of surplus butter stored 

in European countries to maintain ar-

tifi cial price supports. “The Loonies 

proposed to turn the Continent’s butter 

mountains into ski slopes,” Edwards ex-

plains. His lone initiative: Exempt ski 

jumpers from paying taxes.

He threw himself into all sorts of ce-

lebrity odd jobs with the same abandon 

that made him hurl himself of  350-foot 

platforms. Though he was not much of 

a ski jumper, he was unrivaled at open-

ing shopping centers, judging beauty 

pageants and getting shot out of circus 

cannons. The Devon tourism bureau 

paid him to appear in an eagle costume. 

Unfortunately, none could be found, so 

Edwards graciously consented to wear 

a chicken suit. The darling of the Cal-

gary slopes spent the afternoon cluck-

ing and scratching in a parking lot. 

He made an easy transition from 

poultry to pop star, recording two bal-

lads that celebrated his Olympian feats. 

The fi rst, “Fly Eddie Fly,” was written by 

“Viva Las Vegas” lyricist Mort Shuman: 

The East Germans they got angry / They 

said I was a clown / But all they want is 

winning / And they do it with a frown.

The follow-up single, “Mun Nimeni 

On Eetu” (“My Name Is Eddie”), was 

composed in Finnish by the protest 

singer Antti Yrjo Hammarberg, better 

known as Irwin Goodman. The Eagle 

winged his way to Finland to accom-

pany Goodman onstage. “The moment 

I entered my hotel room, the phone 

rang,” he recalls. “Unfortunately, Ir-

win had died of a heart attack that af-

ternoon. As a tribute, his record com-

pany wanted me to sing ‘Mun Nimeni 

On Eetu’  solo. So I learned the song, 

phonetically, and a few hours later ap-

peared on live TV, warbling in Finnish, 

despite the fact that I didn’t under-

stand a word of the language.” He still 

has no idea what the song is about.

“Mun Nimeni On Eetu”  reached 

number two on the Finnish pop charts 

and Edwards went on tour. At the 

height of Eaglemania, he sang before 

the trustees for mismanagement. 

Eventually, he won a settlement and 

pocketed around £100,000. “Oh well,” 

he sighs. “That’s better than a poke in 

the eye with a sharp stick!”

The legal face-of  inspired Edwards 

to become a lawyer.  Pondering career 

possibilities from his Woodchester 

sofa, he says, “I might consider sports 

law. What athlete wouldn’t want to 

hire a legal eagle?” He laughs loudly 

and gleefully at this, hugging his knees 

and rocking back and forth.

Edwards regularly travels on cruise 

ships, entertaining passengers with 

motivational speeches and his in-

imitable winter’s tale. Lately, he’s 

reinvented himself as a contestant 

on reality TV, reaching the fi nals of 

“Let’s Dance for Sport Relief ” on BBC 

One, and actually winning a celebrity 

water sports competition. “Finally, 

something I’m good at!” he cracks.

Despite carrying a torch in the 

pre-Olympic relay at the 2010 Van-

couver Games, Edwards is something 

of a pariah in the ski jumping world. 

In 1990 , the International Olympic 

Committee  imposed a minimum 

qualifying distance for all World Cup 

and Olympic ski jumpers.  “Basically, 

I was banned,” says Edwards. “They 

resented how popular I was.”

His popularity didn’t extend to 

fellow jumpers. Some sent him hate 

mail. “You bastard,” began one letter. 

“I’ve trained 20 years to get to the f---

--- Olympics. You’ve come and stolen 

all the limelight. Go of  and die.” Ed-

wards shrugs of  the criticism. “Many 

felt I had made a mockery of the 

sport,” Edwards says. “I didn’t. I was 

the best—albeit the only—jumper my 

country had. I had a right to be there.”

Edwards last competed on the 

World Cup circuit in 1989; last month 

he leapt—for the sheer joy of it—at a 

“Beat the Eagle” juniors competition 

in Bavaria. Other British birdbrains 

In 1990, the International Olympic Committee 
imposed a minimum qualifying distance for 
ski jumpers. “Basically, I was banned,” says 
Edwards. “They resented how popular I was.”

Olympics                    SPORTS 

have tried to follow in his fl ight path: 

Brian the Budgie, Simon the Seagull, 

Vinnie the Vulture . . .  “None lasted 

more than six months,” says the Eagle. 

“They didn’t realize how much ef ort 

ski jumping entails.”

The British public remains in Ed-

wards’ thrall. “On the street, I’ll hear, 

‘You made the Olympics for me,’ or ‘I love 

what you represented.’ Only occasion-

ally is it, ‘You were a fl op, an also-ran, a 

loser.’ ”

Bouncing on his sofa, he makes a 

rare foray into introspection. “I want 

my life to move on. On the other hand, 

I can’t say no to of ers, not when I’m 

getting £50,000 a year to be Eddie the 

Eagle.” Again he rocks back and forth, 

hugging his knees—and laughs and 

laughs and laughs. 
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Valentine’s 
Revenge

 by AMANDA FOREMAN         

First comes love, then comes divorce. 
A brief and heartbreaking history of 
the end of marriage
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to become a single mother. This is aw-

ful enough, but what I fi nd so galling is 

that the right to divorce was meant to 

be a cornerstone of liberty for women. 

For centuries, divorce in the West was 

a male tool of control—a legislative 

chastity belt designed to ensure that a 

wife had one master, while a husband 

could enjoy many mistresses. It is as 

though, having denied women their 

cake for so long, the makers have no 

wish to see them enjoy it.

There is no point trying to pin down 

where things went wrong for women 

because, when it comes to divorce, it’s 

not clear that things were ever right. 

Still, that shouldn’t prevent us from 

exploring how the modern concept 

of a legal divorce came into being, or 

from dismantling many of the myths 

that surround the history of divorce.

The most celebrated divorce case 

in history remains that of Henry VIII 

versus Pope Clement VII. The battle 

began in 1527 , when Henry tried to 

force the pope into annulling his mar-

riage to Catherine of Aragon, who had 

failed to provide him with a male heir.   

Determined to make the younger and 

prettier Anne Boleyn his wife, Henry 

fi nally broke with Rome in 1533 and 

declared himself the head of a new 

church, the Church of England. The 

collateral damage from Henry’s uni-

lateral decision was a way of life that 

stretched back for more than a thou-

sand years. Gone forever was not just 

a system of patronage or the ancient 

rites, but the vast network of religious 

schools, hospitals, convents and mon-

asteries that maintained the social 

fabric of the country.

If Helen’s face is said to have 

even touch on the reality that for an 

increasing percentage of the popula-

tion, life is a series of short cohabi-

tations punctuated by the arrival of 

children. For a country that makes 

such a fuss about love on the 14th of 

February, America has a funny way 

of showing it on the other 364 days 

of the year. 

This may be my XX chromosomes 

doing the talking, but it seems to me 

that divorce is, and always has been, 

a women’s issue par excellence. Mul-

tiple studies have shown that women 

bear the brunt of the social and eco-

nomic burdens that come with di-

vorce. The quickest route to poverty is 

launched a thousand ships, then 

Anne’s closed a thousand churches.  

Yet her ascendancy over Henry did 

not survive the stillbirth of a male 

heir. A mere three years after the 

controversial marriage, Anne was 

convicted of treason, adultery and in-

cest, and beheaded. Her enemies were 

legion by the time of her death, and 

even today some still regard her as the 

original home-wrecker, the woman 

whose unbridled social ambition de-

stroyed the sanctity of marriage. It 

is generally assumed that she caused 

the fl oodgates of divorce to be opened 

in England, never to be closed again.

As with most assumptions, ap-

pearances can be deceiving. Henry’s 

marriage to Anne led to precisely one 

divorce—in 1552. The term was not 

even used again until 1670. In fact, 

while Protestant Europe was begin-

ning to embrace the idea that there 

could indeed be justifi able reasons for 

ending a marriage, England actually 

made a lurch backward. Not only did 

Henry VIII’s new church come out 

against divorce under any circum-

stances, but it also far outstripped 

Catholic Europe in the restrictions 

on the granting of annulments. The 

liberal consanguinity rules of cous-

inhood, for example, which allowed 

even distantly related couples to part, 

were scrapped entirely. 

The Church of England’s resistance 

to divorce was so strong that the only 

route to a divorce was via an act of 

Parliament—a law voted through by 

both houses. Not surprisingly, few 

people had the means or inclination 

to expose their private unhappiness 

to the press, the public and 800-odd 

politicians. When a divorce law was 

fi nally enacted in 1857, and the “fl ood-

gates” were opened, the number of di-

vorces in English history stood at a 

mere 324. 

Only four of the 324 cases were 

brought by women. A husband needed 

to prove adultery to obtain a divorce. 

By contrast, a wife was required to 

prove adultery and some other es-

pecially aggravating circumstance 

to have the same grounds. Over the 

years, women learned that brutality, 

rape, desertion and fi nancial chica-

nery did not count. In fact, Parliament 

seemed hard pressed to say what did, 

until Jane Addison launched her case 

in 1801. She won on the basis of Mr. 

Addison’s adultery and incest with 

her sister   in the marital home.

Before Mrs. Addison’s successful 

suit, the best a woman could hope for 

was a legal separation. Such arrange-

ments were under the jurisdiction 

of the church courts. Litigants of ei-

ther sex could sue for separation on 

the basis of life-threatening cruelty 

or adultery. Women who obtained a 

divortium a mensa et thoro (separa-

tion from bed and board) could live 

apart from their husbands, often 

on an allowance fi xed by the court. 

The process was expensive and tor-

tuous—hence there were only a few 

dozen cases a year—and at the end, no 

matter what the grounds for the sep-

aration, a wife was still required to be 

chaste and obedient to her husband. 

Unless there were truly extenuating 

circumstances, she could expect to 

For centuries, divorce in the West was a male 
tool of control—a legislative chastity belt 

designed to ensure that a wife had one master, 
while a husband could enjoy many mistresses. 

Divorce                  HISTORY 
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According to Aquinas, a man could 

be rendered temporarily impotent if 

witchcraft were involved. The Earl of 

Essex, claimed Frances’ lawyers, had 

been the victim of malevolence by a 

person or persons unknown. An an-

nulment was therefore possible with 

all honor intact.

Few people were taken in by the 

Aquinas argument, and certainly not 

the Archbishop of Canterbury, who 

headed the panel of ten judges. But 

Frances and Somerset had a power-

ful ally in the form of the king. The 

suit was granted by a majority vote, 

and the couple were married in De-

cember 1613 in the society wedding 

of the year.

This was not the end of the story, 

however. Two years later, the king 

received a letter that he could not 

ignore. It accused Frances of having 

poisoned Sir Thomas Overbury, one 

lose custody of her children, too.

The paucity of options available 

to women did not mean that they 

simply stopped trying. The grounds 

for annulment included inability 

to consummate the marriage. The 

sheer ordeal of providing proof—the 

wife was always subjected to physi-

cal examinations of the most intru-

sive kind—was enough to deter most 

women. But in 1561, Willmott Bury 

of Devon requested an annulment on 

the grounds that her husband, John, 

was physically incapable of consum-

mating the marriage. The examining 

midwives agreed that Mrs. Bury was 

a virgin, and a physician testifi ed 

that a kick from a horse had left Mr. 

Bury with just one testicle, the size 

of a tiny bean. The court duly granted 

an annulment. Unfortunately, on his 

release from Willmott  , John married 

again and fathered a son. Matters 

came to a head when the next in line 

to inherit Bury’s estate challenged 

the validity of the annulment, and 

tried to have the son proclaimed il-

legitimate. The suit ultimately failed.

The embarrassment caused by the 

Bury case led to a far stricter inter-

pretation of the rules, including the 

new stipulation that if an ex-husband 

suddenly “found” his potency, the an-

nulment became invalid. Neverthe-

less, in 1613, Frances, Countess of Es-

sex, and her family cited impotency in 

their nullity suit against the Earl of 

Essex. As the countess’ father put it, 

“the Earl had no ink in his pen.” Es-

sex did not dispute the fact that the 

marriage had never been consum-

mated. But, eager to avoid dishonor 

and humiliation, he claimed that the 

dif  culty was only with Frances.

 Aristocratic society did not know 

what to make of the case. Meanwhile, 

Frances had fallen in love with King 

James I’s favorite courtier, the Earl 

of Somerset. She was desperate to 

marry him, and prepared to do any-

thing to win her case—a dangerous 

state of af airs that would come back 

to haunt her.

Frances’ lawyers believed they 

had found a solution in the form of 

an obscure pronouncement by the 

13th -century saint Thomas Aquinas. 

of the loudest critics against the an-

nulment, who conveniently died just 

ten days before the court decision. 

If that were not damaging enough, 

Overbury had died while a prisoner 

in the Tower of London—sent there 

on the orders of the king. Behind the 

obvious scandal lay a possible con-

spiracy that reached all the way to 

the throne. Suspects were rounded  

up with bewildering speed. Frances 

was arrested and pleaded guilty to 

attempted  murder. The disgraced 

couple was permanently banished 

to the country, where they lived out 

their days in bitterness and mutual 

recrimination.

The Essex af air had a dampening 

effect on annulment suits. Subse-

quent litigants invariably failed un-

less they had an incontrovertible case 

involving, for example, two women 

and a deception, such as the 1680 

suit of Arabella Hunt, who thought 

she married “James Howard” only to 

discover “he” was a woman named 

Amy Poulter. A woman married to 

a castrato could also claim valid 

grounds, as in the doomed 1766 love 

affair between Dorothea Maunsell 

and the Italian opera singer Giusto 

Ferdinando Tenducci. This left two 

grounds open to women: bigamy and 

being underage at the time of the 

marriage. Both were easy to prove 

and surprisingly common until the 

1753 Marriage Act established a set 

of rules for the performing and re-

cording of marriages. Before then, a 

woman married to a scoundrel could 

only hope that he had a secret mar-

riage somewhere in his past.

In 1707, Barbara Villiers, one of 

Charles II’s favorite mistresses, was 

rescued from years of misery after 

she discovered that her husband of 

two years was already married. Bar-

bara had been long pensioned of  with 

a handsome allowance and the title 

The sheer ordeal of providing proof—the 
wife was always subjected to physical 
examinations of the most intrusive kind—
was enough to deter most women. 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 102

of Duchess of Cleveland when, at the 

age of 64, she fell for a man ten years 

younger named Robert “Beau” Field-

ing. She married him on November 25, 

1705, despite his reputation as one of 

London’s worst rakes. But what Bar-

bara did not know was that two weeks 

earlier, Fielding had married Anne 

Deleau, a widow with a fortune of 

£60,000. Fielding kept the deception 

going for six months until he discov-

ered that an even greater deception 

had been practiced on him. “Anne De-

leau” was actually Mary Wadsworth, 

a friend of the real Anne Deleau ’s 

hairdresser. Fielding turned his rage 

on the Duchess of Cleveland, beating 

her so badly that she jumped through 

a window to escape his violence. 

She brought a 
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For the 18 men aboard the French merchant ship Rose Emelye, 

the evening of August 23, 1718, was shaping up to be as routine as the 167 that had 

preceded  it since they’d left Nantes. They’d spent the spring following the winds 

and currents across the Atlantic to tropical Martinique, and much of the summer 

unloading French cargo and taking on bags of cocoa and barrels of freshly refi ned 

sugar. Now they were following the Gulf Stream home in the company of another 

French merchant ship, La Toison d’Or ,  sailing just a stone’s throw behind and to 

leeward. The American mainland had disappeared behind the horizon days before. 

The next day would raise Bermuda above the horizon, the fi nal waypoint before 

making landfall in Europe.

Then, as the sun sank low in the sky, someone spotted sails bearing down on their stern.

Over the next three hours the sky grew dark and the vessel drew ever closer. To 

the Frenchmen’s  relief, it was a tiny vessel: a sloop with Spanish lines better suited 

to shuttling cargo  between Caribbean islands than to crossing an ocean. Still, some-

thing wasn’t right. What was it doing out here in the open ocean, and why was it on 

an intercept course with the Frenchmen’s much larger oceangoing merchant ships? 

As the mysterious sloop overtook them and pulled alongside, they knew they would 

have answers soon enough. 

In the last moments, Capt. Jan Goupil would have seen three cannon muzzles 

rolled out of gun ports on the tiny sloop’s  sides and dozens of armed men crowded 

on its decks. He ordered his crew of 17  to prepare for action, getting Rose Emelye’s 

four cannons to the ready. Remove yourselves, Goupil’s mate cried out to the men 

on the sloop, or we will fi re!

On the tiny sloop, a tall, slim man with a long black beard barked out an order. His 

helmsman threw the tiller hard to lee, men released ropes, and, 

sails briefl y fl apping, the strange vessel suddenly swung hard 

about, shooting by in the opposite direction.

Goupil’s skin may have turned cold. The sloop—the pirate 

sloop—swept down to the unarmed Toison d’Or . Minutes later 

the vessels’ wooden hulls came together with a moan. Pirates 

swarmed over the gunwales and onto the ship’s decks, seizing 

the crew, perhaps as human shields. The bearded man had 
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most, fi ve years has managed to grip 

the public’s attention  for nearly three 

centuries.

Of late, pirates are everywhere. Dis-

ney is planning the fi fth installment 

of its Pirates of the Caribbean fran-

chise, while the fourth installment 

of the multi-billion-dollar Assassin’s 

Creed video game series is entitled 

“Black Flag.”  (I worked on the game 

as a script consultant.) And there 

are two new television series: “Black 

Sails,” which premiered in January 

on Starz, and, launching this winter 

 on NBC, “Crossbones,” which fea-

tures John Malkovich as Blackbeard 

and is based on my 2007 nonfi ction 

book, The Republic of Pirates.

Virtually  all of these pirate mate-

rials—as well as the works of Robert 

Louis Stevenson—are inspired by 

Blackbeard’s circle of pirates, who 

shared a common base in the Baha-

mas, and were active for a very brief 

period: 1713 to 1720 or so. Despite the 

brevity of their careers, many of these 

pirates’ names have lived on through 

the ages: Sam Bellamy of Whydah 

fame, the female pirates Mary Read 

and Anne Bonny, the gentleman pi-

rate Stede Bonnet, the fl amboyantly 

dressed Calico Jack Rackham, the 

bombastic Charles Vane and, of 

course, Blackbeard himself.

Part of the reason for their fame is 

the success they enjoyed. At their ze-

nith, in late 1717, Blackbeard and his 

Bahamian associates  had disrupted 

the trans-Atlantic commerce of three 

empires and even had the warships 

of the Royal Navy on the run. They 

were threatening colonies, occupy-

ing smaller ones at will and burning 

and blockading the larger ones. The 

governor of Bermuda expected an in-

vasion at any time. The governor of 

Pennsylvania feared they would come 

burn Philadelphia. The lieutenant 

governor of the British Leeward Is-

lands colony ef ectively found him-

self under house arrest for several 

days when Sam Bellamy’s men took 

fooled him. Now he found himself fac-

ing not one attacker but two.

Soon the bearded man was along-

side again and his men discharged 

their cannons. Musket balls fl ew over 

Goupil’s  head. There was nothing to 

be done. He turned Rose Emelye into 

the wind, drifted to a halt and surren-

dered his command. 

Blackbeard, the notorious pirate, 

had captured two vessels more than 

twice the size of his own —a feat de-

scribed here for the fi rst time. He 

could not have known that these 

would be the last prizes of his career 

and that in just three months he and 

most of his crew would be dead.

Out of all the pirates who’ve trolled the 

seas over the past 3,000 years, Black-

beard is the most famous. His nearest 

rivals—Capt. William Kidd and Sir 

Henry Morgan—weren’t really pirates 

at all, but privateers, mercenaries 

given permission by their sovereign to 

attack enemy shipping in time of war. 

Blackbeard and his contemporaries in 

the early 18th-century Caribbean had 

nobody’s permission to do what they 

were doing; they were outlaws. But 

unlike the aristocrats who controlled 

the British, French and Spanish co-

lonial empires, many ordinary people 

in Britain and British America saw 

Blackbeard and his fellow pirates as 

heroes, Robin Hood fi gures fi ghting a 

rear-guard action against a corrupt, 

unaccountable and increasingly ty-

rannical ruling class. So great were 

these pirates’ reputations—daring an-

tiheroes, noble brigands—that they’ve 

been sustained ever since, inspiring 

18th-century plays, 19th-century nov-

els, and 20th- and 21st-century motion 

pictures, television shows and pop 

culture iconography. In his lifetime, 

Blackbeard—who terrorized the New 

World and died in a shipboard sword 

fi ght with sailors of the Royal Navy—

captivated the public imagination like 

no other. He has never let it go.

And yet Blackbeard’s life and ca-

reer have long been obscured in a 

fog of legend, myth and propaganda, 

much of it contained in a mysterious 

volume that emerged shortly after 

his death: A General History of the 

Robberies and Murders of the Most 

Notorious Pyrates. Nobody knows 

for sure who wrote the book—which 

was published pseudonymously in 

1724—but the General History al-

most single-handedly informed all 

the accounts that have come since. 

Parts of it are uncannily accurate, 

drawn word-for-word from of  cial 

government documents. Others have 

been shown to be complete fabrica-

tions. For researchers, it has served 

as a treasure map, but one that leads 

to dead ends as often as it does to ver-

ifi able evidence, which scholars covet 

like gold. 

In recent years, however, research-

ers have dug up new evidence, buried 

in the archives of England, France 

and the Americas, or beneath the 

sands of the American coast, allowing 

them to piece together a fuller and ex-

tremely compelling picture of Black-

beard and his cohorts, one that shows 

him to have been a canny strategist, a 

master of improvisation, a showman, 

a natural leader and an extraordinary 

risk taker. “Researchers are often 

drifting around without a rudder not 

sure what pirate stories are real,” says 

underwater explorer Mike Daniel, 

president of the Maritime Research 

Institute in Jupiter, Florida, who 

found the never-before-published 

account of the Rose Emelye’s capture 

buried in the Archives Départemen-

tales de Loire-Atlantique in Nantes 

in 2008. “Then all of a sudden you 

fi nd documents like these and it’s like 

fi nding an island. There are solid facts 

beneath your feet.” 

Many of the discoveries shed light 

on the fi nal months of Blackbeard’s 

life, when he executed a series of dar-

ing schemes that, for a time, kept him 

one step ahead of his enemies as the 

golden age of piracy was collapsing 

all around him. They go a long way in 

explaining why a pirate active for, at 

Many ordinary people in Britain and British America saw 
Blackbeard and his fellow pirates as heroes.
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over the island of Virgin Gorda for a 

few days of recreation and debauch-

ery. The captain of the frigate HMS 

Seaford abandoned his patrol of the 

same colony on the rumor that pirates 

were near because he feared his ship 

would be captured. It was a genuine 

concern: Bellamy, Blackbeard and

other pirates not only piloted ships 

every bit as large and well-armed as 

the 22-gun Seaford, but the pirates 

also had far greater man-

power, which was a criti-

cal advantage in boarding 

actions.

Their success was 

largely because of the pi-

rates’ sanctuary, a fortifi ed 

base at Nassau, once and 

future capital of the Baha-

mas. Britain had lost con-

trol of this colony during 

the War of Spanish Succession, which 

ended for Britain in 1713 , and during 

which the French and Spanish sacked 

Nassau twice. After the war, the pirates 

took over this failed state before Brit-

ain got around to it, shoring up Fort 

Nassau and brokering a black market 

trading network with unscrupulous 

English merchants at Harbour Is-

land and Eleuthera, two Bahamian 

islands 50 miles northeast. From this 

well-defended and supplied position, 

the pirates could spring out into the 

Florida Straits—a major seaway that, 

due to the prevailing winds, most Eu-

rope-bound ships were compelled to 

use—capture prizes and 

quickly carry them back 

to the safety of their base. 

The Bahamian pirates 

were unlike most other 

pirates before or since in 

that they engaged in more 

than simple banditry. 

Most of them—Black-

beard included—were 

former merchant and na-

val sailors who thought themselves 

engaged in a social revolt against 

shipowners and captains who’d made 

their prior lives miserable. Bellamy’s 

crew members referred to them-

selves as Robin Hood’s men. “They 

vilify us, the scoundrels do, when 

there is only this dif erence,” Bellamy 

once told a captive. “They rob the 

poor under the cover of law . . . and 

we plunder the rich under the cover 

of our own courage.” 

There was also a democratic spirit 

aboard the pirates’ ships, an unusual 

development six decades before 

Lexington and Yorktown, more than 

seven ahead of the storming of the 

Bastille. Upon seizing a vessel, the 

pirates turned its government upside 

down. Instead of using whips and 

beatings to enforce a rigid, top-down 

hierarchy, they elected and deposed 

their captains by popular vote. They 

shared their treasure almost equally 

and on most ships didn’t allow the 

captain his own cabin. “They were 

very shrewd in the way they reor-

ganized their ships to limit the cap-

tain’s power,” says maritime historian 

Marcus Rediker of the University of 

Pittsburgh. “There was a real social 

consciousness at work there.”

At the end of his ca-

reer, Blackbeard and 

his men camped on 

North Carolina’s Oc-

racoke Island (right), 

close to hideaways 

(left, an 18th-century 

map) and passing 

ships. But the place 

was not as secure as 

he might have hoped.
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cumstances. In late August 1717, an 

unfamiliar vessel came into Nassau 

Harbor, its rigging, hull and crew 

bearing the scars of battle. When the 

captain showed himself, Nassau’s 

pirates must have gasped. He was 

clad in a fi ne dressing gown, patched 

with bandages, and spoke and car-

ried himself like a gentleman and a 

landlubber, both of which he turned 

out to be. This was Stede Bonnet, the 

29-year-old scion of a wealthy Barba-

dos family of sugar planters who built 

his own armed sloop, hired a crew of 

126 and ran away with them to start 

a life of piracy—an account that I re-

cently confi rmed in the 

letters, now in Britain’s  

National Archives, of an 

18th-century Royal Navy 

captain. Why Bonnet did 

so is unclear—he had no 

maritime experience 

and three small children 

at home—but the author 

of the General History 

claimed he suf ered from 

“a disorder of his Mind” 

caused “by some discom-

forts he found in a mar-

ried state.” On arrival on 

the American seaboard, 

he’d foolishly engaged 

a Spanish warship, los-

ing a third of his crew, 

suf ering serious injury 

himself and barely es-

caping capture. 

Bonnet sought sanc-

tuary among Nassau’s 

pirates; they complied , 

but turned command of 

Bonnet’s sloop, Revenge, 

to Edward Thatch. When 

Thatch set sail a couple of 

weeks later, Bonnet remained lodged 

in his book-lined captain’s cabin, 

barely able to leave his bed on account 

of his injuries. He would remain there 

as Thatch led one the most dramatic 

and attention-grabbing piracy opera-

tions the American colonists had ever 

seen. 

In battle, he cultivated a terrifying 

image. According to the (often un-

reliable) General History, he wore a 

silk sling over his shoulders on which 

Blackbeard was likely one of the 

fi rst pirates to come to Nassau after 

the end of the War of Spanish Suc-

cession. He was probably one of the 

75 men who followed the Jamaican 

privateer  Benjamin Hornigold to the 

ruined town in the summer of 1713 , 

and whose early exploits were docu-

mented by the governor of Bermuda 

and even received attention in the 

American  colonies’ only newspaper, 

the Boston News-Letter. The war 

was over, but Hornigold’s gang con-

tinued attacking small Spanish trad-

ing vessels in the Florida Straits and 

isolated sugar plantations in eastern 

Cuba. Operating from three large 

open sailing canoes called periaguas, 

in just eight months the gang pulled 

in plunder worth £13,175, a stagger-

ing fortune at a time when a naval 

sailor made only about £12 a year. 

Nine months later their haul had 

grown to £60,000, several times the 

annual income of Britain’s wealthi-

est noblemen. They soon drove the 

last authority fi gures out of the Ba-

hamas and traded their periaguas for 

large, nimble sloops-of-war, which 

extended their range as far north as 

New England and south to the Span-

ish Main.

In the fall of 1715, Nassau’s pirate 

population grew from dozens to 

hundreds after an early hurricane 

wrecked the annual Spanish trea-

sure fl eet on the nearby beaches of 

Florida, scattering bodies and gold 

coins across what has since been 

called the Treasure Coast. At year’s 

end, Henry Jennings, another former 

Jamaican privateer, arrived in Nas-

sau with £87,000 in recovered Span-

ish treasure. Prostitutes, smugglers, 

escaped slaves and adventure-seek-

ers fl owed into Nassau, which ex-

panded into a city of huts and tents, 

an open-air Las Vegas and tropical 

Deadwood rolled into one.

Blackbeard first appears in the 

historical record in early Decem-

ber 1716, when he was Hornigold’s 

lieutenant and in charge of his own 

eight-gun, 90-man pirate sloop. (The 

pirates were apparently prepar-

ing a feast: They relieved a Jamai-

ca-bound brigantine of its beef, peas, 

oysters and other foodstuf s before 

releasing it and the captain to tell the 

tale to authorities in Kingston.) Of 

his life before then we still know very 

little. He went by Edward Thatch—

not “Teach” as many historians have 

said, apparently repeating an error 

made by the Boston News-Letter. 

He may have been from the English 

port of Bristol (as the General His-

tory says), where the name Thatch 

appears in early 18th-century cen-

sus rolls that I scrutinized in that 

city while researching Republic of 

Pirates. During the war, he probably 

sailed aboard Hornigold’s privateer-

ing vessel, and he was 

known to merchants as 

far away as Philadelphia, 

where he had sailed as “a 

mate from Jamaica,” the 

commercial hub of the 

British Caribbean. The 

only eyewitness descrip-

tion—that of former cap-

tive Henry Bostock, orig-

inally preserved among 

the of  cial papers of the 

 British Leeward Islands 

colony—describes him 

as “a tall Spare Man with 

a very black beard which 

he wore very long.”

Despite his infamous 

reputation, Blackbeard 

was remarkably judi-

cious in his use of force. 

In the dozens of eye-

witness accounts of his 

victims, there is not a 

single instance in which 

he killed anyone prior 

to his final, fatal battle 

with the Royal Navy. “I 

haven’t seen one single 

piece of evidence that Blackbeard 

ever used violence against anyone,” 

says Trent University historian 

Arne Bialuschewski, who unearthed 

several forgotten accounts by cap-

tives and others in the archives of 

Jamaica in 2008. Imperial authori-

ties and allied newspapers, Bialus-

chewski says, “created this image of 

Blackbeard as a monster.”

Thatch’s first fully independent 

command came under unusual cir-

Hollywood’s latest 

Blackbeards are Ian 

McShane (top) in the 

fourth Pirates of the 

Caribbean and John 

Malkovich in “Cross-

bones.” The author 

says Blackbeard’s 

surname wasn’t Teach 

(right), as long be-

lieved, but Thatch.
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were “three braces of pistols, hanging 

in holsters like bandoliers.” Under his 

hat he tied lit fuses, dangling some of 

them down the sides of his face so as 

to surround it with a halo of smoke 

and fire, making him “look more 

frightful” than “a fury from Hell.”

Merchant crews would take one 

look at this apparition and the army 

of wild men around him bearing cut-

lasses, muskets and primitive hand 

grenades and invariably surrender 

without fi ring a shot. It was during 

this cruise that Thatch’s victims be-

gan referring to him as Blackbeard, 

as documented in merchants’  letters 

now housed in the collections of the 

Historical Society of Pennsylvania.

Over the fi rst three weeks of Octo-

ber 1717, Blackbeard terrorized the 

approaches to the Chesapeake Bay , 

Philadelphia and New York Harbor, 

never staying more than 48 hours 

in one place. He captured at least 15 

vessels, becoming the most feared pi-

rate in the Americas practically over-

night. Traumatized captains poured 

into Philadelphia and New York with 

tales of woe: cargoes thrown into the 

sea; pirates leaving vessels and their 

crews to run aground after hacking 

down their masts and cutting loose 

their anchors; an entire cargo of in-

dentured servants whisked away, 

perhaps because they wanted to join 

the pirates’ ranks as so many other 

members of captured ships did. “Pi-

rates . . . now Swarm in America and 

increase their numbers by almost 

every Vessel they take,” Philadel-

phia merchant James Logan wrote a 

friend in London after Blackbeard’s 

raids. “If speedy care be not taken 

they will become formidable . . . and 

[they] know our govern[ men]t can 

make no defence.”

Throughout his career, Blackbeard 

stayed one step ahead of his adversar-

ies, and by the time military authorities 

had been alerted, he, the Revenge and 

his two prize sloops were well of shore 

and halfway to the far eastern Carib-

bean. There he would capture the ship 

that made him a threat not just to mer-

chant vessels, but also to naval frigates 

and colonial capitals.

On November 17, 1717, Black-

beard’s flotilla intercepted the 

French slaver La Concorde in the 

open ocean approaches to the Wind-

ward Islands. The ship was formida-

ble: At nearly 250 tons it was as big 

as most of the Royal Navy frigates 

stationed in the Americas and had 

enough gun ports to accommodate 

40 cannons. But the ship was in no 

condition to resist the pirates. Six-

teen crewmen had died in the eight-

month journey from France and 

Africa, and most of the survivors 

were stricken with “scurvy and the 

bloody fl ux,” according to accounts 

by their of  cers unearthed in Nantes 

in 1998 by Mike Daniel. Most of La 

Concorde’s cannons had been left in 

France to make room for an oversize 

cargo of 516 slaves chained below 

Shipowners Òrob the poor under the cover of law ,Óone pirate said, 
and Òwe plunder the rich under the cover of our own courage.Ó 
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ing westward toward Cuba. Spanish 

merchants spoke of a pirate known 

only as “the Great Devil” stalking the 

Gulf of Mexico in a ship fi lled with 

“much treasure.” A London newspa-

per reported Blackbeard and Bonnet 

had that winter been seen around 

the Mexican gulf port of Veracruz , 

hunting for “a galley called the Royal 

Prince” and the 40-gun HMS Adven-

ture, which at the time was the most 

powerful Royal Navy warship in the 

Western Hemisphere. Was there any 

truth to these sensation-

al-sounding stories, or 

had Blackbeard actually 

gone somewhere to lay 

low until he fi gured out 

the safest way to receive 

the king’s pardon?

It turns out these ru-

mors were accurate. 

Working in the British ar-

chives after my book was 

published, I found the 

papers of Capt. Thomas 

Jacob of the  HMS Dia-

mond, whose task that 

winter was to escort the 

Royal Prince, fl agship of 

the South Seas Company, 

to Veracruz . The papers—

handwritten and stitched 

into a leather-bound fo-

lio by 19th-century ar-

chivists—include depo-

sitions from merchant 

captains describing how 

Blackbeard had cleverly 

captured their vessels in 

the Bay Islands of  Honduras by an-

choring innocently nearby and seiz-

ing of  cers after they naively rowed 

over to say hello. One witness, who 

spent 11 weeks aboard the Queen 

Anne’s Revenge, reported that 70 of 

the 250 crewmen were black and that 

they all sought to seize the Adventure. 

Another reported that they “often 

threatened to take his majesty’s ship 

the Diamond, as they heard she was 

weakly manned.” Blackbeard’s in-

telligence was excellent. Jacob’s let-

decks. Unable to outrun Blackbeard’s 

swift sloops, Capt. Pierre Dosset sur-

rendered without a fi ght.

For Blackbeard, it was the per-

fect pirate ship. “Slavers had all the 

right elements: They were large, ex-

tremely fast and could carry a lot of 

armament,” says Daniel. “They could 

be easily converted to a large, totally 

open, flush deck that could house 

many people and allow them to easily 

move around during a boarding ac-

tion.” Blackbeard brought the ship to 

a remote anchorage where his crew 

refi tted her as a pirate frigate, renam-

ing her Queen Anne’s Revenge. They 

kept food and valuables, of course, but 

what of her human cargo?

Pirate vessels were among the few 

places in European America where 

slaves could free themselves. A re-

markable number of pirates were of 

African origin, according to accounts 

of captives and pirates brought to trial. 

There were more than 30 Africans in 

Bellamy’s crew, and in the months af-

ter capturing the Concorde, witnesses 

would report as many as 70 serv-

ing with Blackbeard. “Most of these 

black sailors on pirate ships were not 

slaves,” Rediker, who has studied both 

the pirates and life aboard slave ships, 

told me recently. “We have an account 

of a group of rebellious slaves on one 

of the islands rowing of shore to join 

a pirate ship. And the pirates knew 

they could count on them to be totally 

committed and to fi ght to the end, be-

cause their only other option was a 

life of plantation slavery.”

But not everyone was seen as a po-

tential recruit. Of the 455 slaves who 

were still alive when Blackbeard in-

tercepted Concorde, all but 61 were 

given back to Captain Dosset, along 

with a small sloop, which he used to 

ferry them back to Martinique to be 

sold at auction. How it was decided 

which people were crew and which 

were cargo remains a mystery, beyond 

the lucky minority being able-bod-

ied males. What is known is that a 

substantial number of black people 

 would remain within Blackbeard’s in-

ner circle until the day he died.

With the Queen Anne’s Revenge at 

the center of his fl otilla, Blackbeard 

raced up the Lesser Antilles, the is-

land chain ringing the outer arc of 

the Caribbean like a string of pearls, 

leaving fear and destruction in his 

wake, events described in the tes-

timonies of some of those he held 

captive and the letters of the colonial 

of  cials whose islands he terrorized. 

He set fi re to part of Gua-

deloupe Town, burned 

a fl eet of merchant ves-

sels in the shadow of the 

British fort on St. Kitts  

and caused the governor 

of the Leeward Islands to 

abandon a tour of his col-

ony aboard HMS Seaford 

for fear the frigate would 

be captured. Blackbeard 

and his crew  repaired 

to St. Croix, burning 

an English sloop for 

amusement, and sailed 

for Puerto Rico, where, 

in early December, they 

learned shocking news 

from the captain of a mer-

chant sloop they’d seized.

King George I had 

decreed that any pirate 

who surrendered to a 

British governor by Sep-

tember 1718 would be 

pardoned for all piracies 

committed before Janu-

ary 5, and could even keep his plun-

der.  The day before, Blackbeard and 

the 400 other men in his fl eet had 

thought they had already taken an ir-

revocable step into criminality and 

rebellion. Now they could consider 

the possibility of a second chance. 

What Blackbeard did next reveals a 

great deal about his character.

Until recently, nobody knew ex-

actly what that was. The great pirate 

vanished from British records for the 

next three months, last seen continu-

“. . .they could count on them to be . . .committed and to fi ght to the
 end, because their only other option was a life of plantation slavery.”

Among the artifacts 

recovered from the 

wreckage of Black-

beard’s sloop Queen 

Anne’s Revenge are 

gold fragments (right), 

a bell stamped “1705” 

(top) and, this past 

year, a cannon—one 

of several on the for-

mer French slave ship.
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ters indicate his warship’s crew had 

been critically weakened by tropical 

diseases en route to Veracruz . Black-

beard hadn’t been laying low; he’d 

doubled-down on piracy, risking ev-

erything in an ef ort to make a mas-

sive fi nal score.

It was not to be. Blackbeard never 

found the frigates or the Royal 

Prince, probably because he aban-

doned the search too early. He spent 

much of February, March and April 

in the islands of  Honduras and Be-

lize, seizing ships fi lled with wood 

and molasses, rather than Span-

ish gold and silver. Indeed, despite 

capturing a huge number of vessels, 

his enormous crew had fairly little 

wealth to show for it. Morale was ap-

parently poor, especially when they 

ran out of rum for a time. “A damned 

confusion amongst us!” Blackbeard 

reportedly wrote in his journal, 

which was found and remarked on 

by naval of  cers after his death and 

quoted by the author of the Gen-

eral History but has since been lost. 

“Rogues a plotting [and] great talk 

of separation.” While he was able to 

replenish the liquor supply and head 

of  mutiny, he must have been des-

perate for real treasure. 

In the spring, Blackbeard pointed 

Queen Anne’s Revenge north. His 

four-vessel fl eet dropped into Nassau 

—perhaps to sell goods—then tried 

their luck diving among the Spanish 

treasure fl eet wrecks on the nearby 

Florida coast. In May he made an-

other bold move, blockading the en-

trance to Charleston’s harbor for six 

days and capturing every vessel that 

came or went. I found Charleston’s 

customs records for these weeks in 

the  British archives. The cargoes 

he intercepted were useless, mostly 

barrels of  pitch, tar and rice. Impro-

vising, Blackbeard seized passengers 

instead, sending word to the town 

that he wished to ransom them. In 

the end, his crew of 400 left the area 

with plunder worth less than £2,000. 

They needed a hideaway, and the 

creeks and inlets of poor, sparsely 

populated North Carolina had hide-

aways in abundance.

What happened next is a matter of 

scholarly debate. We know that on 

June 3, 1718, Blackbeard guided his 

fl eet into Topsail Inlet, home to the 

tiny hamlet of Fish Town, now Beau-

fort. Bonnet’s Revenge and the fl eet’s 

two other sloops went fi rst, negotiat-

ing the narrow, comma-shaped chan-

nel to the village. Queen Anne’s Re-

venge ran hard aground, apparently 
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even married a local girl, a fact that 

reached the ears of Royal Navy of  -

cers in nearby Virginia, who noted 

the development in their dispatches 

to London. But in reality the pirates   

were intent on slipping down the 

creek and into the open sea to prey 

on vessels passing up and down the 

Eastern Seaboard or to and from 

 Chesapeake Bay. As later court tes-

timony reveals, they set up a camp on 

Ocracoke Island on the Outer Banks, 

where they could sort their plunder, 

repacking it for transshipment and 

sale back in Bath. It was the perfect 

arrangement: a new Nassau, only 

better in that it had a sovereign gov-

ernment and therefore, the pirates 

might well have assumed, not subject 

to British invasion.

Blackbeard  started small at fi rst, 

“insulting and abusing the mas-

ters of all trading sloops and taking 

from them what goods or liquors he 

pleased,” according to one witness. 

But in August he and his gang took the 

Spanish sloop far out to sea in search 

of foreign vessels whose crews would 

be unlikely to be able to identify them. 

On the morning of the 24th, they cap-

tured the Rose Emelye and the Toison 

d’Or , or “Golden Fleece.”

True to form, Blackbeard’s men ter-

rorized the Frenchmen, but did them 

no harm. According to mate Pierre 

Boyer’s account—recently found by 

Daniel in the city of Nantes—they tied 

up the fi ve crewmen and kept them 

aboard the pirate sloop, while armed 

men strip-searched the rest for valu-

ables. Pleased with the Rose Emelye’s 

cargo—180 barrels of sugar and hun-

dreds of bags of cocoa—they trans-

ferred the crew to the Toison d’Or and 

“ordered them to make without delay” 

for France or Blackbeard  would burn 

their ship. In parting, the pirates told 

the crew that if the extra vessel had 

not been available “they would have 

thrown them into the sea”—the near-

est reference to “walking the plank” 

ever found in connection to the golden 

age pirates.

while under full sail. The pirates tried 

to get their fl agship of  the shoal, but 

only managed to sink one of their 

sloops in the ef ort. We know that 

Blackbeard sent Bonnet away with 

the Revenge before marooning doz-

ens of his remaining crew on a large 

sand bank. He then set of  in the re-

maining sloop with his closest crew-

men—“forty white men and sixty 

Negroes”—and all the company’s 

plunder. One of his captives, David 

Herriot, later told authorities it was 

“generally believed the said Thatch 

ran his vessel a-ground on purpose” 

to get rid of the rif -raf . Others—

including the man who would fi nd 

the wreck of Queen Anne’s Revenge 

nearly 300 years later—think that 

Blackbeard simply made the best of 

the situation.

Not all the evidence of Blackbeard 

lies hidden in archives; it also lies 

at the bottom of the sea, with the 

wrecks of his vessels, each an arti-

fact-packed time capsule. Daniel, 

then working for the salvage fi rm 

Intersal, found the remains of Queen 

Anne’s Revenge one November day in 

1996, and with it a treasure trove of 

physical evidence. There’s the ship 

itself, which is just as witnesses de-

scribed it and was equipped with a 

variety of cannons of mixed English, 

French and Swedish origin, some 

of which were loaded when it sank. 

During his blockade of Charleston, 

Blackbeard’s most urgent ransom 

demand had been a chest of medi-

cine; on the wreck, divers found a 

pewter urethral syringe containing 

traces of mercury, which in the pi-

rates’ day was used to treat syphilis. 

Daniel thinks that the wreck’s lo-

cation shows the grounding was an 

accident. “He didn’t run right into a 

bank, he hit the sandbar at the shal-

lowest part as you enter,” he says. 

“She was just too big to get in there.” 

“The Queen Anne’s Revenge was 

his claim to fame—he was an admi-

ral when he had that,” Daniel contin-

ues. “After that he was just a small 

operator working out of a 35-ton 

vessel. Why would he have done that 

to himself ?”

Crammed aboard their small Span-

ish-built sloop, Blackbeard and 

his followers headed for their fi nal 

sanctuary. The tiny hamlet of Bath, 

located up a narrow creek from Pam-

lico Sound a day’s sail from Beaufort, 

was a frontier settlement. Just over 

ten years old and comprising fewer 

than two dozen homes, it had only a 

hundred residents. But it was also, 

in ef ect, the capital of North Caro-

lina, and counted Gov. Charles Eden 

among its residents. 

No eyewitness accounts of the 

initial meeting between Blackbeard 

and Eden have survived, but it must 

have gone well. Eden was a wealthy 

English nobleman who governed an 

impoverished colony spread out over 

what was literally a backwater: vast 

tracts of pestilent, low-lying cypress 

forests pierced by sluggish, tea-col-

ored creeks, inlets and swamps. Most 

of its approximately 20,000 colonists 

were penniless and outnumbered by 

aggrieved Indians who, just six years 

before, had nearly wiped Bath and 

the rest of the colony from the map. 

Blackbeard’s men wanted a pardon—

one to include even their blockade of 

Charleston—and they of ered the col-

ony something in return. First, with 

their arrival, the population of Bath 

nearly doubled, and the newcomers 

were armed combat veterans, men 

who could help defend the settle-

ment if war resumed with the Indi-

ans or anyone else. Second, they had 

money and the means and inclination 

to bring in more, so long as Governor 

Eden refrained from asking too many 

questions about where it came from. 

In the end, Eden granted all of them 

a pardon and, later, legal title to the 

sloop they’d arrived in. 

Blackbeard and several of his men 

settled in Bath, building homes and 

leading what might appear at a dis-

tance to be honest lives. Blackbeard 

Blackbeard’s men were overwhelmed and he fell “with five shot 
in him, and 20 dismal cuts in several parts of his body.” 
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Blackbeard brought Rose Emelye 

back to Ocracoke. While his crew 

began unloading its cargo and stor-

ing it in tents on the beach, he set of  

in a small boat bearing presents for 

Bath authorities: sweetmeats, loaf 

sugar, chocolate and some mysteri-

ous boxes. Arriving at midnight at the 

home of Tobias Knight, North Caro-

lina’s chief justice and His Majesty’s 

customs collector, he was welcomed 

inside and stayed, eyewitnesses later 

testifi ed, “till about an hour before 

the break of day.” When he emerged 

—without the gifts—he headed back 

to Ocracoke. A day later, Governor 

Eden granted him full salvage rights 

to the French ship, which Blackbeard 

alleged to have found abandoned at 

sea. Meanwhile a large parcel of sugar 

found itself into Knight’s barn, hiding 

itself under a pile of hay.

Blackbeard may have had Eden in 

his pocket, but the lieutenant gover-

nor of Virginia was another matter.  Al-

exander Spotswood had been keeping 

tabs on Blackbeard for months, even 

sending spies into North Carolina 

“to make particular inquiry after the 

pirates.” Merchants had bombarded 

him with complaints about Thatch, 

but when he learned of the Rose Eme-

lye incident, Spotswood later wrote, 

“I thought it necessary to put a stop 

to the further progress of the robber-

ies.” He didn’t have the authority to 

send an expedition into another col-

ony, but Spotswood was not one to be 

constrained by legal and ethical nice-

ties. Legislators were already working 

to have him thrown out of of  ce for 

various power grabs and for squan-

dering tax revenue on Williamsburg’s 

fantastically opulent new Governor’s 

Palace. Through blind trusts he would 

ultimately give himself 85,000 acres 

of public land, an area that came to 

be known as Spotsylvania County. He 

contacted the captains of the two naval 

frigates at anchor in Hampton Roads 

and hatched an audacious and illegal 

plan to wipe out the fearsome pirate.

Not knowing if Blackbeard would 

be in Bath or on Ocracoke, the naval 

captains launched a two-pronged in-

vasion of their southern neighbor. One 

led a contingent of armed men over-

land on horseback, arriving at Eden’s 

house in Bath six days later. The other 

dispatched 60 men under Lt. Robert 

Maynard in two small, unarmed sloops 

Spotswood had provided. They arrived 

at Ocracoke five days later. Black-

beard’s sloop was anchored there.

The following morning, Lieutenant 

Maynard’s men attacked. Blackbeard’s 

crew of 20 had spent the night drinking 

and might have been surprised at an-

chor, had one of Maynard’s sloops not 

run aground coming into the anchorage. 

By the time the naval sailors got their 

small vessel free, Blackbeard had gotten 

his sloop underway and greeted them 

with a broadside that killed 

or injured many. But as the 

pirates sailed for open wa-

ter, a musketball severed 

a halyard on their sloop, 

causing a sail to drop and 

a critical loss in speed. The 

second sloop—Lieutenant 

Maynard’s—caught up to 

them, only to receive an-

other broadside of deadly 

grapeshot and a salvo of 

hand grenades. In sec-

onds, 21 members of May-

nard’s crew were killed or 

wounded. Staring down at 

the smoke-veiled carnage, 

Blackbeard concluded the 

battle had been won. He 

ordered his sloop to come 

alongside Maynard’s sloop, 

so his men could take con-

trol of it. Blackbeard was 

the fi rst to step aboard, a 

rope in his hands to lash 

the vessels together.

Suddenly: chaos. May-

nard and a dozen un-

injured sailors rushed up from the 

hold where they had been hiding and 

engaged the pirates in hand-to-hand 

combat. In a scene that would inspire 

many Hollywood movies, the dash-

ing naval lieutenant and the arch-pi-

rate faced each other with swords. 

In the end, Blackbeard’s men were 

overwhelmed, and the pirate fell to 

the deck “with fi ve shot in him, and 

20 dismal cuts in several parts of his 

body,” according to Maynard. The 

second sloop arrived to overwhelm 

the rest. Maynard returned to Vir-

ginia with 14 prisoners (nine white 

and fi ve black). Blackbeard’s head was 

strung up from his bowsprit. 

The controversy over the invasion 

helped bring down Spotswood, who 

was deposed in 1722. Although Eden 

was cleared of wrongdoing, his repu-

tation  never recovered from his deal-

ings with Blackbeard. He died from 

yellow fever on March 17, 1722. “He 

brought the country into a fl ourish-

ing condition,” his tombstone reads, 

“and died much lamented.”

Blackbeard had no grave at all. His 

body was thrown into Pamlico Sound, 

his head given as a trophy 

to Spotswood, who had it 

displayed on a tall pole 

in Hampton Roads, at a 

site now known as Black-

beard’s Point. But while 

the governors have both 

been all but forgotten, the 

pirate has lived on, more 

famous in death than 

ever he was in life.

The Nassau pirates 

were self-interested, to 

be sure, but their ideal-

istic way of organizing 

themselves, sharing their 

plunder and settling 

scores with social bet-

ters made them heroes 

to many common people 

throughout Britain’s em-

pire. The example they 

set—choosing to live a 

dangerous but free life 

over one of stability and 

servitude—has proven a 

captivating one, and the 

new archival and archae-

ological discoveries accentuate the 

incredible (and often unnecessary) 

risks many of them took, even after 

being of ered a second chance. Many 

intriguing questions remain unan-

swered—from the status of former 

slaves to the origins of principle fi g-

ures like Blackbeard—but scholars 

hope the answers are out there, in 

long-forgotten documents at French, 

Spanish and Caribbean archives, or 

beneath shifting sands at the bottom 

of the sea. 

Virginia Lt. Gov. Spots-

wood (top) launched 

the 1718 mission to 

capture the pirate 

in North Carolina. 

Blackbeard and crew 

killed a score of British 

pursuers before he 

was vanquished. His 

head hung from the 

bowsprit of a Royal 

Navy vessel. 
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Burrowing balls 
of fluf , recently 
plucked from 
the American 
prairie, hold the 
secrets to our 
deepest bonds 
and affections. 
Meet the vole, 
the animal 
whose very name 
contains the word 
LOVE by ABIGAIL TUCKER
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low-through, yanking her guy by the 

scruf  of his neck if he’s not doing his 

part. And when a partner dies, voles ex-

perience something akin to grief.

Perhaps most exciting of all, from 

a scientifi c perspective, prairie voles 

have near-identical cousins called 

meadow voles that share none of their 

social proclivities. By comparing the 

faithful rodents with their promis-

cuous doppelgängers, Young and his 

colleagues hope to reveal the neural 

circuits behind the prairie vole’s mo-

nogamous tendencies . “The prairie 

voles crave social contact, and the 

meadow voles don’t,” Young says. 

An “extraordinary gift to science,” 

is how Thomas Insel, head of the Na-

tional Institute of Mental Health and 

a pioneer in vole studies, describes 

the critters. “The experiment has al-

ready been done by nature,” he says. 

“What are the results? What was 

modifi ed genetically in the brain to 

get this dif erence in behavior?”

To fi nd out, Young uses a stagger-

ingly sophisticated set of biomolecu-

lar tools, from genetic sequencing to 

transcriptomics.

But could an animal as humble as 

the prairie vole, only lately recruited 

from America’s plains, really have 

secrets to share about human conun-

drums such as infi delity, and perhaps 

even social disorders like autism? Ab-

solutely, says Young, who himself be-

gan life as a provincial creature, born 

“a mile down a dirt road” in the sand 

and pine country of Sylvester, Georgia. 

(He still keeps a cabin there, where he 

hazes citifi ed graduate students via 

goat skinning and other practices.) 

He had never even heard of DNA until 

after high school. Part of his interest 

in vole behavior and brain structure 

seems to stem from curiosity about 

his own life path: marriage, divorce, 

mings and resembling hamsters, is a 

much newer experimental subject: 

The first prairie voles engineered 

to possess genes from another spe-

cies came on the scene only in 2009. 

(They glowed green because they were 

tagged with a fl uorescent jellyfi sh pro-

tein meant to signal visually that the 

DNA transfer had worked.) In 2012, 

scientists fi rst read out the DNA in 

the voles’ genetic instruction book, or 

genome. And although in some ways 

the rodent is a bucktoothed burrower 

like any other, sometimes considered 

a pest by gardeners, it displays social 

traits that we think of as deeply hu-

man. 

Most notable, voles—unlike 97 per-

cent of mammals—are monogamous, 

forming bonds that last long after mat-

ing (often for life, albeit a short one). 

“Male and female come together, male 

courts the female so that she goes 

into estrus, and they mate,” Young ex-

plains. “And then something happens 

in the time when they mate, and in 

the hours after that, so that those two 

animals have bonded and they want 

to stay together always.” Rather than 

abandoning subsequent babies to fate, 

the males stick around to raise them. 

The female clearly expects this fol-

THE PILE OF COTTON AND HAMSTER 

bedding rises and falls steadily, as 

though the two prairie voles snuggled 

beneath are breathing in unison. In the 

wild, these “potato chips of the prairie” 

would be lucky to enjoy a few months 

of a partner’s company: Their snack-

able size makes them popular with 

weasels, hawks and snakes. But here in 

the breeding cages at Atlanta’s Yerkes 

National Primate Research Center, 

 the voles can expect two or three years 

of blissful cohabitation, cranking out 

litters at the rate of one a month.

“Life is good,” says Larry Young, 

a Yerkes researcher who has been 

studying voles for nearly two decades. 

“They’ve got a mate. Nesting materi-

als. No parasites. All the rabbit food 

they could want.”

 Voles may look like animated pom-

poms with shining, watchful eyes to you 

and me, but Young and his colleagues 

see them as the key to understanding 

some of humankind’s most tender and 

mysterious impulses: why we care for 

our partners, coddle our children, even 

mourn our dead. The word “vole” is, af-

ter all, an anagram for “love.”

“My work is all centered around this 

central question: Why do we inter-

act with others the way we do?” says 

Young. The answer, in his opinion, 

almost always comes down to neuro-

chemistry, but it’s not an easy subject 

to study. Scientists can’t tamper much 

with the brains of humans or other 

living primates, and dead ones aren’t 

much use. Many molecular investiga-

tions of the mind have, for better or for 

worse, focused on the white laboratory 

mouse, but Young dismisses this an-

imal model as “a bag of mutations.” 

After a century of inbreeding for med-

ical research, it’s far too removed from 

nature. 

The vole, closely related to lem-

UNLIKE 97 
PERCENT OF 
MAMMALS, 
PRAIRIE VOLES 
FORM BONDS 
THAT LAST 
LONG AFTER 
MATING.
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by hearing aid batteries. Tracking 

their movements through the dense 

grass, he discovered that 11 of the 

12 “couples” cohabited more or less 

permanently in subterranean dens, 

a behavior almost unheard of among 

rodents. Both members of the 12th 

couple had other partners in sepa-

rate love nests. Getz had apparently 

captured the two mid-tryst.

Astonished, he took his fi ndings 

to Sue Carter, a colleague at the Uni-

versity of Illinois who was working 

on hamster endocrinology. Female 

hamsters routinely slaughter and eat 

their sexual partners. “That’s what I 

thought was normal,” Carter recalls. 

She was unprepared for the voles’ at-

tachment to their partners, or what 

voles like liquor, and diluted whiskey 

may in fact have been good vole bait.

Cracked corn worked well enough 

in the traps, but the scientists did no-

tice something unusual. Prairie voles 

frequently showed up in pairs, often 

a male and a female. Sometimes, the 

scientists would snare the same duo 

again months afterward. These cou-

ples made up some 12 percent of adult 

prairie vole catches, compared with 

just 2 percent among other trapped 

voles. To fi nd out what was up, Getz 

outfi tted a dozen prairie vole pairs 

with miniature radio collars powered 

remarriage, fi ve children and an ongo-

ing love af air with neuroscience that’s 

taken him far from his rural roots.

THE PRAIRIE VOLE FIRST CAUGHT 

science’s eye in the 1970s, when the 

mammalogist Lowell Getz launched 

a routine population study in the al-

falfa fields and bluegrass pastures 

close to the University of Illinois at 

Urbana-Champaign, where he taught 

at the time. To take the edge of  the 

subzero temperatures at night, he 

and other researchers sometimes 

kept Jack Daniel’s in the study shed 

along with the data sheets and other 

materials. The alcohol was for the 

researchers’ own consumption; taste 

tests since have shown that prairie 

Prairie voles typically nest in under-

ground burrows. They clip grass on the 

surface to create a network of trails two 

inches wide and up to 80 feet long .
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ceptor into a virus, and then injected 

the virus into the reward centers of the 

meadow vole brain. The point? To see 

whether the alien DNA would alter 

the meadow vole’s behavior. It did: 

As the animals grew up, they began 

exhibiting pair-bonding behaviors. 

“We transformed a meadow vole into 

a prairie vole, behaviorally,” he says. 

Long before he began his vole work, 

Young understood the power of the 

pair-bond: He married his high-school 

sweetheart on his 18th birthday. Now 

Young understands that any pair-bond 

depends on a suite of genes and brain 

chemicals, probably working along-

side oxytocin and vasopressin. His 

most recent foray is into transcrip-

tomics, a fi eld focused on messenger 

RNA, the genetic material responsible 

for shuttling information from a cell’s 

DNA to its protein-making machin-

ery. While the DNA of every cell in 

the body stays the same, the level of 

proteins produced by the translation 

of that DNA changes from one minute 

to the next. Young’s lab is attempting 

to watch how messenger RNA fl uc-

tuates as the mysterious prairie vole 

pair-bond is forged. Researchers “sac-

rifi ce” the animals at various stages in 

the bonding process, then extract the 

mRNA. If the mRNA signal indicates 

that genes are active during mating in 

prairie voles but not meadow voles, 

those genes become candidates for 

study. “We can design experiments to 

manipulate those genes,” Young says, 

“and determine if they are involved.” 

Likewise, he’s eager to look at his 

newly sequenced prairie vole genome 

alongside the meadow vole’s genome, 

to fi nd dif erences worthy of further 

investigation. The challenge comes 

in getting computers to compare and 

contrast such a vast amount of ge-

netic information.

“There’s 50 years of work ahead 

of us, and a whole lot that we don’t 

know,” he says.   

HERE’S A DIRTY LITTLE SECRET: 

Prairie voles are socially, but not sex-

ually, monogamous. As with human 

romances, pair-bonding doesn’t pre-

clude what researchers call oppor-

tunistic infidelity, as evidenced by 

vasopressin receptors in areas of the 

brain associated with reward and ad-

diction. The voles’ brains are rigged 

to associate the reward of sex with 

the presence  of a particular partner, 

just like “an addict learns an associ-

ation with drug paraphernalia when 

getting high, so even his crack pipe 

becomes pleasurable,” Young says. 

He thinks that humans’ oddball face-

to-face mating style, which highlights 

a partner’s unique physical features 

at the moment of reward, probably 

also serves to cement a pleasurable 

connection with a single individual . 

The vole-bonding studies of the 

early 1990s intrigued Young, who had 

discovered molecular biology in col-

lege. After graduating, he did research 

in a Texas lab  studying gender-bend-

ing whiptail lizards, whose fl uctuating 

hormones allow them to shift between 

male and female behavior. He found 

he could change their behavior dra-

matically by injecting them with one 

hormone or another. When he went to 

Yerkes, at Emory University, he took 

along various techniques that could 

also decipher gene activity. In the fi rst 

experiment of its kind in these crit-

ters, Young’s team put a prairie vole 

gene that codes for a vasopressin re-

turned out to be long-lasting and pas-

sionate mating sessions (“We had to 

put them on time-lapse video. No one 

could sit there for 40 hours!”).

But what makes the attachment 

so strong? How exactly does a pair 

forge its bond? Carter and others 

eventually homed in on the chemical 

messenger oxytocin—also a hormone 

associated with the perception of 

social cues, childbirth and maternal 

bonding . When a female prairie vole 

received an oxytocin injection in her 

brain, she huddled with her partner 

more and formed stronger bonds. 

Another hormone, vasopressin, re-

lated to territoriality, has been found 

to promote pair-bonding in males. 

Perhaps, researchers proposed, evo-

lution had piggybacked on well-estab-

lished neural circuitry. If the hormones 

responsible for maternal behavior in 

females and territoriality in males 

were released during sex, they could 

foster this novel male-female bond. 

Prairie vole sex, for instance, involves 

an unusual amount of vaginal-cervi-

cal stimulation—probably an adapted 

behavior that  triggers the oxytocin re-

lease normally associated with child-

birth. Instead of bonding with a baby, 

the female bonds with her partner.

Subsequent studies showed that 

unlike the bond-eschewing meadow 

voles, prairie voles have oxytocin and 

By studying voles, Larry Young has 

learned that just a handful of molecules 

orchestrates our social interactions.

  



 THE NEAR-UBIQUITY of monogamous pair-bonding—a.k.a. 

“marriage”—in modern civilization makes it look like the 

default condition, but anthropologists studying human 

relationships say it is anything but. Historically, roughly 

85 percent of all cultures have been polygynous, allowing 

at least some males, those who could aff ord it or demand 

it by rank, to have multiple sexual partners and father 

children by them. That includes the culture that gave rise 

to Christianity, once ruled by a king—Solomon—with a 

harem of a thousand wives and concubines. 

Though marriage itself may be unique to humans, 

the complicated nature of male-female relationships 

is not. Some other animals do practice what scientists 

call social monogamy,  in which males and females pair 

up for a breeding season, or for life, to raise off spring. 

This is generally what birds do when birds do it—one 

partner forages and one watches the nest. With all due 

respect to prairie voles (p. 42), though, monogamy is 

rare among mammals, and uncommon even 

among the primates. Of our closest 

relatives, the apes, only gibbons 

are predominantly monogamous; 

gorillas are polygynous, and 

chimpanzees do not pair off  at 

all. Male anatomy has adapt-

ed accordingly. Chimps have 

large testes, producing copious 

sperm, maximizing the chances 

of inseminating a female. Gorillas, 

who monopolize their females, have 

relatively small testes. And humans? 

They’re in between.

But since male fi tness (in the Darwinian 

sense of leaving more descendants) would 

seem best served by mating with as many females 

as possible, the rise of even some monogamy is a puzzle. 

One possible explanation is that it’s not just the number 

of off spring that counts, it’s how many of those off spring 

survive to reproduce themselves. So by helping rear 

young, a male could gain more in the long run than he 

would by running off  with other females. Except that does 

not appear to be the case. As zoologists Dieter Lukas 

and Tim Clutton-Brock of Cambridge wrote in a recent 

paper, “detailed fi eld studies have found no evidence 

of any form of male contribution to care in 94 of 229 (41 

percent) socially monogamous species.”  Not to diminish 

the role of fathers, but their contributions to child rearing 

seem to be an afterthought, evolutionarily speaking.

Paternal attention may, however, play a crucial part 

in one respect : protecting off spring from being killed 

by strangers seeking to mate with the mothers of those 

off spring. Opportunistic infanticide is not uncommon 

among mammals—it even occurs among humans —and 

Kit Opie, a biological anthropologist at University College  

 London, believes it was a driving force in the evolution of 

monogamy. Lukas and Clutton-Brock, by contrast, off er 

what might be called the Lovin’ Spoonful model. Monog-

amy, they say, arose when solitary females occupied 

exclusive territories too distant for one male to control, 

confronting males with the question: Did you ever have 

to make up your mind? “Female mammals set the ground 

rules,” as one researcher sums it up , “and males map 

themselves onto their distribution.”

Even if we begin to solve the evolutionary puzzle,  we 

confront the question of why monogamy came, more 

recently, to dominate the civilized world. Why would 

high-status males who made the rules give up their 

harems? One theory is that monogamy spread because 

it is a less problematic way to organize society. 

When young women are monopolized 

by a privileged caste , it gives rise 

to a disaff ected underclass of 

single men that leads to crime 

and political instability. Societies 

organized by monogamy may just 

have outcompeted those built on 

polygyny.

 But that doesn’t make for much 

of a Valentine’s Day card. So as a 

fi nal thought, consider the signs 

of love in a person’s brain. Biolo-

gists know that dopamine-rich areas, 

associated with reward and motivation, are 

activated in romantic love. And the chemical 

oxytocin is linked with long-term, trusting love. 

In one study, giving oxytocin to monogamously 

attached men caused them to stand farther away from 

an attractive woman, by as much as 6 inches.  But we 

don’t have to give up the romance for the commitment. 

Studying couples who have been together an average of 

21 years but still considered themselves deeply in love, a 

research team at Stony Brook University found that pic-

tures of their partners elicited  brain activity consistent 

with both qualities of love. 

While romantic attachments evolve over time, they do 

not inevitably morph into a passionless “companion-

ate”  relationship. Like all animals, we are driven by our 

genes to procreate. But, conceived by an act of love, 

we are also, in some profound way, designed for love . 

We are humans. —JERRY ADLER

THE SCIENCE OF MONOGAMY

  



48   SMITHSONIAN.COM  | February 2014

T
O

D
D

 
A

H
E
R

N

What he does want to know is more 

about what makes prairie voles dif er-

ent from one another. Can early life 

experiences make a dif erence? And 

could that dif erence shed light on 

human behavior and social disorders?

Katie Barrett, a graduate student in 

Young’s lab, pulls on multiple pairs of 

gloves as she leads me into a room full 

of adult voles. “They’re biters,” she 

says, by way of an explanation. The 

male voles in the room, each roam-

ing in chambered arenas instead of 

ordinary cages, are in the middle of a 

partner preference test, the founda-

tion of much of vole research.  Along 

with the male, females collared with 

plastic zip ties are tethered at oppo-

site ends of each arena. One female is 

superior pair-bonders , because they 

have more receptors in certain brain 

areas, while males with a short ver-

sion might remain unattached.  

Similar variation may matter 

among people, too. Swedish research-

ers genotyped nearly 2,000 adults  and 

asked them about relationships. Men 

with two copies of a specifi c version 

of a vasopressin receptor gene were 

twice as likely to report a crisis in 

their marriage in the last year as men 

with one or zero copies. Their part-

ners also expressed less satisfaction. 

Young hasn’t had his own gene ana-

lyzed: “I don’t want to know,” he says. 

Getz’s two-timing 12th couple. This 

infi delity means that many males sire 

young outside the nest—and can acci-

dentally end up raising someone else’s 

babies. (About 10 percent of young are 

from a father that is not their moth-

er’s main suitor.) And just like in the 

human dating pool, some males don’t 

pair-bond at all. These footloose in-

dividuals are known as “wanderers.”

One of Young’s claims to fame is 

pinpointing a genetic dif erence be-

tween the career bachelors and the 

devoted partners. It’s found in a por-

tion of a vasopressin receptor gene 

called a microsatellite, repetitive 

genetic material that for a long time 

was called “junk DNA.” Males with a 

long version of the microsatellite are 

A male prairie vole sticks by his female 

partner, spending more than 60 percent 

of his time in the nest with the pups . 
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helpful thing. It’s love sickness.” 

When researchers dissected the 

bereaved animals’ brains, they found 

elevated levels of a chemical called 

corticotropin-releasing factor, or 

CRF. If the bereaved animals’ chem-

ical receptors were blocked, the voles 

behaved normally, struggling fi ercely 

for life. “It helps us understand the 

neurocircuitry that may be involved 

in depression in general,” Young says.

He knows fi rsthand the pain of sep-

aration. About a decade ago, his fi rst 

wife, his partner since high school, 

left him, taking their three children  

with her. For months he fl oated in 

a metaphorical beaker. “I lived in a 

house with no furniture,” he says. “I 

slept on a little kid’s mattress. I real-

ized the consequences that happen 

when you lose someone you love, be-

cause I went through it. In the mo-

ment, when you’re going through it, 

you don’t think about experiments 

and things—these urges and drives 

are just happening.” 

Young has since recovered his 

momentum. He recently founded 

the Center for Translational Social 

Neuro science at Emory, which fo-

cuses on how basic animal research 

can inform new treatments for hu-

man social disorders, and convened 

an international meeting for vole re-

searchers. A world map on the wall 

of his of  ce highlights just how far 

he has traveled from his Sylvester 

“dirt road.” On one madcap journey to 

Madagascar, he and other research-

ers collected brain samples of two 

closely related species of plover, an-

other animal with “love” in its name. 

One species is monogamous and the 

other isn’t. Young hopes to compare 

their neural wiring with that of the 

voles. 

Perhaps most signifi cantly, he also 

pair-bonded again, this time with 

another neuroscientist. Over dinner 

he and his partner discuss the fi ner 

points of his hormone work and how 

it relates to the human condition. Ge-

netics and brain chemistry may shape 

every relationship, but they don’t 

make magic last on their own. “I still 

gotta remember the anniversary,” he 

says. “I still gotta buy the fl owers.” 

ments related to autism. 

There’s good reason to be cautious 

about the curative powers of oxytocin, 

though. “In my own opinion, there 

hasn’t been enough preliminary data 

from animals,” says Karen Bales, who 

studies social bonding at the Univer-

sity of California, Davis, and worries 

about the consequences of exposing 

developing brains to the molecule. 

Bales and her colleagues have found 

that oxytocin exposure may inhibit 

later-life pair-bonding, particularly 

in male voles. And though some work, 

including in human beings, shows 

that the molecule may help sociality, 

others fi nd that the ef ect depends on 

the individual and the situation.

“You have to beware of premature ex-

trapolation,” says Insel, of the National 

Institute of Mental Health. “You want 

to be very careful and not assume that 

we are very, very large prairie voles.” 

Less controversial, for the mo-

ment, is Young’s work in grief ther-

apy. He and a German colleague re-

cently studied what happens when 

voles and their life partners become 

separated. In rigorous stress tests, 

including ones that dropped rodents 

in a beaker of water, those that had 

just lost a partner struggled far less 

than the others. Instead, they pas-

sively fl oated, not seeming to care if 

they lived or died. In some ways, their 

symptoms resembled depression. 

“When animals form this pair-bond 

they become addicted to that partner, 

and when they lose the partner it is 

almost like withdrawal from a drug,” 

Young explains. “It’s a maladaptive 

consequence of an evolutionarily 

the male’s mate, and another is a com-

plete stranger. Though he may mate 

with both, a well-bonded male should 

spend much more time huddling with 

his partner. A computer program an-

alyzes the movements of his pudgy 

little body, adding up the minutes. 

Barrett has found that baby voles 

isolated from the licking and groom-

ing of parents, an interaction known 

to stimulate oxytocin production, 

have trouble bonding with future 

mates—but only if the isolated voles 

also have a relatively low density of 

oxytocin receptors in reward areas of 

the brain. She is conducting tests to 

fi nd out whether an oxytocin-boost-

ing drug can protect the neglected an-

imals’ social futures . “Can you inter-

vene early in life and protect against 

this outcome?” Barrett asks. 

Previous work had shown that the 

ef ects of oxytocin were stronger in 

females than in males, but in today’s 

test, males treated as pups are bond-

ing quite well. “I wasn’t expecting 

that,” Barrett says. Early-life oxyto-

cin release appears to build a stronger 

social brain in both sexes. 

VOLES, AND BY EXTENSION OXY-

tocin, have begun to capture imagi-

nations more widely, though the out-

come is sometimes silly. There’s the 

self-help book Make Love Like a Prai-

rie Vole: Six Steps to Passionate, Plen-

tiful and Monogamous Sex, as well as 

a fragrance called “Liquid Trust,” a 

synthetic oxytocin spray  marketed 

to “singles” and “salespeople” alike. 

Of course, Young points out, even if 

the spray works (and he is not say-

ing it does), the wearer would inhale 

much more of the hormone than any 

potential target: “Who’s going to end 

up trusting who?” he laughs.

But some human uses are quite se-

rious. One of Young’s primary inter-

ests is autism therapies. “Autism is a 

disorder where social cues are not as 

salient, kids are not motivated to in-

teract with others and have dif  culty 

reading emotions,” he points out. “All 

of these social things, oxytocin seems 

to stimulate.” Already synthetic oxy-

tocin, administered through the nose, 

is being used in experimental treat-

HERE’S A 
DIRTY LITTLE 
SECRET: 
PRAIRIE VOLES 
ARE SOCIALLY, 
BUT NOT 
SEXUALLY, 
MONOGAMOUS.
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become Muhammad Ali, the rich 

rhyming savant, public militant and 

charismatic superstar.   

Here was just a desperate, ducking 

huckster, the sportswriters said, and 

he looked scared. But Clay wasn’t 

scared. He was sure. In January 1964, 

at the end of a workout, he removed 

his gloves and wiped of  the sweat. 

Then he reached for a pen and auto-

graphed one of his training gloves for 

posterity. “From Cassius Clay,” he 

wrote, and capitalized the fi rst letter 

of the following words for emphasis: 

Cassius Clay was a towering young 

braggart, but as much as he used 

his mouth, the real music was in his 

hands. In January of 1964 he hadn’t 

done much worth talking about yet 

in professional boxing ; he was just a 

22-year-old working out in a seedy 

sweatbox of a gym in Miami Beach, 

where you could watch him in action 

for 25 cents. He trained on a heavy 

punching bag, the hands turning his 

silly doggerel—“Don’t make me wait, 

I’ll whup him in eight!”—into epic po-

etry as he rapped out verses with his 

gloves: whap-whap-whump-whap-

whap-whump-bam. 

Clay was in training for his bout 

with Sonny Liston, the reigning world 

champion, who had underworld ties 

and a heavy, flooring punch. Vet-

eran sportswriters said the pretty 

kid wouldn’t last more than a round, 

and the touts made him a seven-to-

one underdog. Only later would he 

Fifty years ago, the “Louisville Lip” 
fulfi lled his own prophecy

by Sally Jenkins

“Next Heavyweight Champion of the 

World.” Then he underscored it. 

“People in the know, boxing people, 

didn’t think he had a chance,” says 

Suzanne Dundee Bonner, daughter of 

Chris Dundee, the Liston match pro-

moter. She was also a friend  of Clay’s 

during that era. “He was the one that 

appeared to have the confi dence in 

what he was doing, and in what he was 

going to become. He looked at himself 

as a historical fi gure even at that age.”

Today the gloves, acquired from the 

Dundee family by curator Paul Gar-

dullo, reside in the collections of the 

National Museum of African Amer-

ican History and Culture, scheduled 

to open in 2015. “They are more than 

just a piece of signed memorabilia, 

they’re a window into that moment 

and the creation of this mythic fi gure,” 

Gardullo says. “His bold, brash predic-

tion. . . . You can think of that glove as 

a calling card. It’s an announcement 

of arrival.”

There was a sense of forces gath-

ering, of something nascent. His 

hotel in Miami Beach was a magnet 

for “whores, johns, pimps, boosters, 

grifters, con men, and addicts,” ac-

cording to author Dave Kindred, who 

chronicled Ali throughout the 1960s 

and wrote the 2006 biography Sound 

and Fury. And in the midst of it all, 

a young ascetic with skin fl awless as 

water, and a pure focus on training .

“He was a true athlete in the sense 

that he loved craft,” says Kindred.  “He PHOTOGRAPH BY Henry Leutwyler

The Mouth
That Roared

National Treasure
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Clay work, and thought, “If only they 

could put tassels on his gloves. . . . ”

Sports Illustrated used a photo 

shoot  to measure his hand speed. A 

jab at a piece of balsa wood, 16 1/2 

inches from cocked fi st to strike point, 

landed in 0.19 seconds. He delivered 

a six-punch combination—two jabs, 

a hook, right to the body, hook and 

right to the head, Whap-whap-whap-

whump-whap-bam—in 2.15 seconds.

But it was one thing to make fi st 

music for a camera, and another thing 

to do it against the hulking Liston. 

“That big, ugly bear,” Clay called him. 

Of the 46 writers covering the fi ght, 

43 predicted a slaughter. Immortals 

like Red Smith and Jimmy Cannon 

didn’t trust the lean ballroom dancer 

with the fl icking hands and shy tac-

tics. What kind of man ran from 

punches? 

At the weigh-in the morning of 

the fi ght—February 25, 1964—Clay 

hollered at Liston and had to be re-

strained by his minders, but when 

the doctor reported that Clay’s heart 

rate was more than double its usual 

pace, at 120, everyone agreed he was 

terrifi ed. There were rumors that he 

would pull a no-show. 

“I think a lot of the antagonism to-

ward him by older sportswriters . . .

was that unorthodox style, in which 

he leaned back instead of slipping 

punches,” Lipsyte says. “That seemed 

to go against their sense of tradition.”

But that night, when he entered 

the ring, there was the sudden real-

ization that the ephemeral-seeming 

young man was more substantial than 

anyone had appreciated. He loomed 

over Liston, 6-foot-3 and 210 pounds 

of shining force and presence. “There 

was that magic moment before the 

fi ght when they stood in  the ring, and 

there was the realization that Clay 

was bigger,” recalls Lipsyte. “That 

broke all the preconceptions.” 

Seven rounds later, Liston sat in his 

corner, cut, bleeding, refusing to come 

out, and Clay, the new heavyweight 

champion of the world, screamed at 

the writers, “Eat your words!” 

Lipsyte began typing. This is what he 

wrote: “Incredibly, the loud-mouthed 

bragging, insulting youngster had been 

telling the truth all along.” 

loved everything about boxing, the 

training; it was a rare instance when 

someone has talent and they also like 

it, they like to have it, like to use it.”

He had the fastest, most dexterous 

hands anyone ever saw on a big man. 

“People talk about the dancing and 

the footwork, but it was the speed of 

the hands,” says Robert Lipsyte, who 

covered the fi ght for the New York 

Times. Suzanne Dundee watched 

See the signature on the other 
side of the training glove at 
Smithsonian.com/clay

FROM THE NATIONAL 

MUSEUM OF AFRICAN 
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The 
Cave 
Dwellers
Once the “shame of Italy,” the ancient 
warren of natural caves in Matera 
may be Europe’s most dramatic 
story of rebirth

by Tony Perrottet  



photographs by Francesco Lastrucci

Matera’s paleolithic 

past has made it a 

thriving tourist desti-

nation: It is competing 

with cities like Siena 

and Ravenna to be the 

European Capital of 

Culture 2019. 
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tures.” The most elaborate stonework 

dates from the Renaissance , when 

many caves were adorned with new 

facades, or had their ceilings extended 

to make vaulted rooms.  Today, carved 

stone stairways still connect arches, 

attics, belfries and balconies, each 

grafted onto the other like a dynamic 

Cubist sculpture. Hidden behind iron 

grilles are rock-hewn churches, created 

by Byzantine monks, with splendidly 

frescoed interiors. On the opposite side 

of the ravine, on a plateau called the 

Murgia, more mysterious  caves stare 

back like vacant eyes. 

It’s easy to see why Matera has 

been chosen to double for ancient Je-

rusalem in fi lms, including Pier Paolo 

Pasolini’s The Gospel According to St. 

 Matthew and Mel Gibson’s The Pas-

sion of  the Christ. “Matera is one of 

the oldest living cities in the world in 

terms of continuity,” Antonio Nico-

letti, an urban planner from Matera, 

told me. “You can fi nd older cities in 

Mesopotamia, but they have not been 

occupied in modern times. Where else 

can you now sleep in a room that was 

fi rst occupied 9,000 years ago?” Es-

timates of the earliest occupation of 

the site vary, but archaeologists have 

found artifacts in local caves dating to 

the Neolithic period and even earlier. 

At the same time, the modern re-

purposing of the Sassi’s historic in-

teriors has been endlessly inventive. 

  ou know that travelers’ tastes have come full circle 
when hotel guests are clamoring to live like troglodytes. In the southern Ital-

ian town of Matera, I followed a sinuous laneway down into a haunting district 

known as the Sassi (Italian for the “stones”), where some 1,500 cave dwellings 

honeycomb the fl anks of a steep ravine. First occupied in the Paleolithic Age, the 

myriad natural caves were gradually burrowed deeper and expanded into living 

spaces by peasants and  artisans throughout the classical and medieval eras. Today, 

these underground residences are being reinhabited by Italians, and staying in one 

of the Sassi’s cave hotels has become one of Europe’s most exotic new experiences. 

Near a summit of stone crowned by an iron crucifi x is a cave complex called Corte 

San Pietro, where the owner, Fernando Ponte, greeted me in a fi ne silk suit and cravat. 

(Being a troglodyte, as locals cheerfully refer to themselves—the word’s literal mean-

ing is “cave dweller”—evidently doesn’t preclude being stylish.) Ponte opened the

smoked-glass door to what was to be 

my own rock-hewn refuge, one of fi ve  

rooms   dug into the soft limestone of  

a small courtyard. Elegant designer 

lighting suf used the raw stone walls, 

which were adorned with contempo-

rary artworks and a fl at-screen TV. A 

sleek stone bath was embedded in the 

cave’s farthest corner. Naturally, my 

cave was Wi-Fi enabled. Whenever 

I brushed against the golden walls, a 

gentle shower of sand fell onto the pol-

ished stone fl oor.

It’s dif  cult to imagine that Mat-

era’s ancient warren was known not 

too long ago  as “the shame of Italy” for 

its dismal poverty . In the 1950s, the 

entire population of roughly 16,000 

people, mostly peasants and farmers, 

were relocated from the Sassi to new 

housing projects in an ill-conceived 

government program, leaving it an 

empty  shell . Ponte, who grew up in the 

modern part of Matera, which sprawls 

along the Piano (the “fl at”) above the 

ravine, was one of the fi rst to take ad-

vantage of this ready-made real estate. 

He moved nearby with his wife around 

1990, and has been renovating the com-

pact complex, with fi ve cave-rooms 

and a dining hall around a courtyard, 

ever since,  installing plumbing, elec-

tricity, heating and ventilation systems 

to counter the subterranean humidity. 

“My wife’s family was violently against 

us living here,” he said. “Back then, the 

Sassi had been abandoned, virtually 

given over to wolves.” 

Working on their caves—which 

gives new meaning to the term “fi x-

er-upper”—the Pontes discovered 

eight interconnected cisterns below 

the fl oor, part of a network developed 

to catch rainwater for drinking. “We 

had no idea these were here until we 

started,” he said, as we walked inside 

the now-immaculate cone-shaped 

spaces.  “They had been filled with 

debris.”  The cisterns are now being 

turned into a “soul spa” for meditation.  

 “You don’t think of a cave being com-

plex architecturally,” says American ar-

chitect Anne Toxey, author of Materan 

Contradictions, who has been studying 

the Sassi for over 20 years. “But I was 

blown away by their intricate struc-
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Along with cave hotels, there are now 

cave restaurants, cave cafés, cave gal-

leries and cave clubs. There is an un-

derground swimming pool, evoking an 

ancient Roman thermae, with lights 

creating hypnotic water patterns 

on the ceiling, and a contemporary 

art museum, MUSMA, with its own 

underground network, highlight-

ing—what else?—sculpture. One cave 

complex is occupied by a computer 

software company with nearly 50 em-

ployees. Visitors to Matera can follow 

metal walkways through an enormous 

16th-century cistern complex under 

the main plaza, with chambers some 

50 feet deep and 240 feet long , which 

were discovered in 1991 and explored 

by scuba divers. 

“The Sassi are like a Swiss cheese, 

riddled with tunnels and caverns,” re-

marks Peppino Mitarotonda,  an artist 

who works on renovations with a lo-

cal cultural group, the Zé tema Foun-

dation. “What you see on the surface 

is only 30 percent. The other 70 per-

cent is hidden.”

In southern Italy, the past has often 

helped rescue the present. Ever since 

the excavation of Pompeii brought 

grand tours to Naples in the 18th cen-

tury, historical sites have lured foreign 

travelers to impoverished outposts. 

But Matera may be Europe’s most 

radical rags-to-riches story. Located 

in the instep of the Italian boot, the 

town has always been an isolated, 

forgotten part of Basilicata, among 

the least populated, least visited and 

least understood regions of Italy . 

Even in the 19th century, few travel-

ers ventured through its arid, desolate 

landscapes, which were known to be 

full of briganti, or brigands. The rare 

adventurers who did stumble upon 

Matera were mystified by the up-

side-down world of the Sassi, where, 

at their peak, 16,000 people lived one 

above the other, with palazzi and cha-

pels mixed in among  cave houses, and 

where cemeteries were actually built 

above the church roofs .

Matera’s obscurity ended in 1945, 

when the Italian artist and author 

Carlo Levi published his memoir 

Christ Stopped at Eboli, about his year 

of political exile in Basilicata under 

the Fascists. Levi painted a vivid por-

trait of a forgotten rural world that 

had, since the unifi cation of Italy in 

1870, sunk into a desperate poverty. 

The book’s title, referring to the town 

of Eboli near Naples, suggested that 

Christianity and civilization had never 

reached the deep south, leaving it a pa-

gan, lawless land, riddled with ancient 

superstitions, where  some shepherds 

were still believed to commune with 

wolves. Levi singled out the Sassi for 

their “tragic beauty” and hallucino-

genic aura of decay—“like a schoolboy’s 

idea of Dante’s Inferno,” he wrote. The 

town’s prehistoric cave dwellings had 

by then become “dark holes” riddled 

with fi lth and disease, where barnyard 

animals were kept in dank corners, 

chickens ran across the dining room 

tables, and infant mortality rates were 

horrendous, thanks to rampant ma-

laria, trachoma and dysentery.

Levi’s book caused an uproar in 

postwar Italy, and the Sassi became 

notorious as la vergogna nazionale, 

the disgrace of the nation. After a visit 

 in 1950, Italian Prime Minister Alcide 

De Gasperi was so appalled that he 

set in motion a draconian plan to re-

locate the Sassi’s entire population to 

new housing developments . Italy was 

fl ush with funds from the Marshall 

Plan, and American experts such as 

Friedrich Friedmann,  a philosophy 

professor  at the University of Arkan-

sas, arrived with Italian academics 

who had studied the mass rural re-

location programs of the Tennessee 

Valley Authority in the 1930s. The 

new public houses were designed by 

Italy’s most avant-garde  architects, 

in a misguided utopian vision that 

would actually isolate families in dis-

mal, claustrophobic boxes.  

“In the next few years, the Sassi 

were emptied,” says Nicoletti. “It be-

came a city of ghosts.” Some Materan 

officials suggested that the whole 

district be walled up  and forgotten . 

Instead, the ancient laneways became 

overgrown and decrepit, and the Sassi 

soon gained a reputation for crime, 

attracting drug dealers, thieves and 

smugglers.  At the same time, the Sas-

si’s former inhabitants had dif  culty 

adjusting to their new lodgings.    

Many relocated families pretended 

they came from other parts of south-

ern Italy. The planner Antonio Ni-

coletti  was puzzled that his own fa-

ther, Domenico, had never visited the 

Sassi since his family was moved in 

1956, when Domenico was 20 —even 

though his new home was less than 

half a mile away.  I asked if his father 

might now consider revisiting his 

ancestral residence. A couple of days 

later, I got my answer. Signor Nico-

letti would try to fi nd his old home, 

accompanied by both his sons  and 

two of his grandchildren.

It felt like an Italian version of “This 

Is Your Life” as we gathered in a café 

at the top of the Sassi. It was a Sun-

day, and the extended family was fresh 

from church service, crisply dressed 

and chatting excitedly over potent 

espressos. They deferred politely to 

Levi singled out 
the Sassi for their 
“tragic beauty” and 
hallucinogenic aura 
of decay—“like a 
schoolboy’s idea of 
Dante’s Inferno.” 

A child plays on tin can stilts in one of 

Matera’s troglodyte villages in 1948. 

A government program later relocated 

the villagers to new housing projects. 
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yer in his 70s, relaxing with his wife on 

the garden terrace of their renovated 

mansion in the Sassi, eating cherries 

in the sunshine. In 1959, at age 23, De 

Ruggieri and his older brother founded 

a cultural club to salvage Matera’s past, 

called the Circolo la Scaletta, the Cir-

cle of Stairs. “We were a tight group 

of friends, men and women, medical 

students, law students, housewives—

and not a single trained archaeolo-

gist among us.” The members began 

exploring the desolate Sassi, which 

were by then becoming overgrown and 

dangerous, and realized that the cave 

dwellings’ reputation was misleading. 

“Obviously, there was a truth there, the 

houses were unhealthy, conditions were 

terrible. But why did the government fo-

cus on the failures of the last 100 years, 

and forget that the Sassi had thrived for 

the previous 9,000?” De Ruggieri asks. 

“The only real problem of the Sassi was 

economic: It was poverty that was mak-

ing the Sassi unhealthy.”  

Much of the unique architecture, 

the group discovered, could easily be 

saved. “Only 35 percent  of the cave res-

idences had been declared dangerous,” 

De Ruggieri says, “but 100 percent of 

them were evacuated.” The abandoned 

architectural treasures included many 

rupestrian, or rock-hewn, churches, 

covered with priceless Byzantine 

frescoes.   Over the years, the group 

identified over 150 cave churches, 

some of which had been turned into 

stables by shepherds with their fl ocks, 

including one majestic Byzantine-era 

the patriarch, Domenico, now 78,  a 

tiny, subdued man in an immaculate 

three-piece gray suit and brush of 

silver hair. As we all descended the 

slippery steps, a fi ne drizzle shrouded 

the stone laneways in a haunting mist, 

and Signor Nicoletti gazed around the 

Sassi with increasing agitation. He 

suddenly stopped next to a fractured 

staircase: “There used to be a well 

here, where I’d get the water as a little 

boy,” he said, visibly shaken. “I once 

tripped and cut my leg here. I still have 

the scar.” A few paces later, he pointed 

down to what looked like a hobbit’s 

house, built below ground level and 

opening onto a small courtyard be-

neath the stairs. “That was our home.” 

He pretended to clean his glasses as 

tears welled up in his eyes.

Composing himself, Signor Nico-

letti said, “Of course, without running 

water or electricity, life was very tough 

here. The women did all the hard work, 

con coraggio, with courage. But the 

beauty of it was the community. We 

knew every family.” 

“My father has some very black 

memories of the Sassi,” Antonio added. 

“But he also has a nostalgia for its so-

cial life. People lived outside in their 

vicinato, or courtyard, which was like 

a tiny piazza. There would be children 

playing, men gossiping, women shell-

ing peas with their neighbors. They 

helped each other in every dif  culty.” 

This traditional life drew photogra-

phers like Henri Cartier-Bresson in 

the 1950s , who captured images, de-

spite the poverty, of a mythic Italy—of 

priests with black caps riding donkeys 

through stone alleyways, archways fes-

tooned with laundry on lines, women 

in embroidered dresses lined up with 

leather buckets at the communal wells. 

“But when they moved, that commu-

nity simply disintegrated. ” 

As we talked, a young woman peered 

at us through the small window of the 

cave house. She explained that she had 

leased it from the city a decade ago, and 

of ered to let us visit. The rough walls 

were now whitewashed with lime to 

seal the rock, but the layout was un-

changed. Signor Nicoletti showed 

where he and his three sisters once 

slept on straw mattresses separated 

by curtains, and he found the spot in 

the kitchen where his mother had 

built a false wall to hide valuables from 

the Nazis, including his sisters’ linen 

dowries. (One of his earliest memories 

was his father’s return to Matera after 

migrating to Germany to become a la-

borer. The family had had no news of 

him for two years. “I ran up to hug him 

and nearly knocked him over!”)

Later, as we dried out in a warm 

café, Signor Nicoletti said that he had 

been glad to see his old home again, 

but was in no hurry to go back. “I had 

three brothers who all died there as 

infants,” he said. “When there was a 

chance to escape, I took it.”

“My father didn’t tell me about his 

lost brothers until I was 18,” Antonio 

confi ded. “To me, it was shocking: I 

might have had three uncles! But he 

didn’t think it was news. He said, 

‘They died from hunger, malaria, I 

don’t want to remember.’ ”  

In the late 1950s, as the Sassi’s last in-

habitants were being evacuated from 

their houses, about two dozen Mat-

eran students, who had grown up in 

the more modern, af  uent world of the 

Piano, decided to rebel against their 

city’s notoriety. “We asked ourselves 

a simple question: Who are we?” re-

calls one of the leaders, Raf aello De 

Ruggieri, today. “Are we the children of 

misery and poverty, as the government 

was telling us, or are we the descen-

dants of a long, proud history?”

I met De Ruggieri , now a retired law-

“Without running 
water or electricity, 
life was very tough 
here. . . .But the 
beauty of it was the 
community. We knew 
every family.”

Casa Cava (top right) hosts concerts and 

cultural events; excavations unearth an-

cient artifacts (left). Domenico Nicoletti 

returns to his childhood home along with 

his son and grandson (bottom right). 

  



  



  



Inside one of Matera’s 

rupestrian churches, 

frescoes from the 

ninth century A.D. on 

the walls of the Crypt 

of Original Sin depict 

scenes from the Old 

and New Testaments.
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they never had a golden age. The Re-

naissance, the Enlightenment, the In-

dustrial Revolution—they all passed 

Matera by. There was nothing but pov-

erty and exploitation. So today, there is 

no knee-jerk resistance to new ideas.”

Despite Matera’s sudden upscale 

swing, the homespun eccentricity that 

marked the revival of the Sassi has 

persisted. The caves do not attract big 

hotel chains but enterprising individ-

uals like the Pontes, who like to spend 

time with their guests in the old vic-

inato, chatting over an apertif. Visits 

tend to be arranged by word of mouth . 

Access to many rock-hewn churches 

is arranged through friends of friends, 

depending on who has the key. 

And the ancient rural culture is sur-

prisingly resilient. The new cave restau-

rants in the Sassi of er modern takes 

on Matera’s (now fashionably simple) 

peasant cuisine: plump orecchiette, ear-

shaped pasta, tossed with broccoli rabe, 

chili and breadcrumbs; a rich bean soup 

called crapiata; and maiale nero, salami 

made from “dark pig” and fennel. And 

with a little ef ort, it is still possible for 

travelers to slip back in time. 

One afternoon, I followed a trail that 

left the Sassi into the wild ravine and 

connected to paths once used by pagan 

shepherds. When I spotted the stone 

facade of a church in the wilderness, 

it looked like a mirage: Etched into the 

raw fl anks of a clif , it could only be 

reached by scrambling across pebbles 

as slippery as ball bearings. In the icy in-

terior, light fi ltering through a collapse 

in the ceiling revealed the faded re-

cavern now known as the Crypt of 

Original Sin, which has been dubbed 

the Sistine Chapel of rupestrian art.  

Many of the frescoes were painted 

by anonymous, self-taught monks. 

In the church of Madonna delle Tre 

Porte, images of the Virgin Mary date 

back to the 15th century A.D. and are 

executed in an  informal  style, Mi-

chele Zasa, a guide at the Murgia pla-

teau, explained: “You can see that his 

Madonnas are not queen-like fi gures 

or remote, heavenly virgins typical 

in Byzantine art, but fresh-faced and 

open, like our own country girls.”

 La Scaletta published its own book 

on the cave churches in 1966, and be-

gan lobbying for conservation funds, 

supported by the writer Carlo Levi, 

now a senator, who declared the Sassi 

to be an architectural treasure “on a 

par with the Grand Canal of Venice.” 

In the late 1970s, De Ruggieri pur-

chased a ruined mansion on the fringe 

of the Sassi—“for the price of a cappuc-

cino!” he jokes—and began restoring 

it, despite fears that it was dangerous . 

At the same time, adventurous local 

artists began to drift into abandoned 

buildings. Donato Rizzi, a painter, re-

calls discovering the Sassi as a teen-

ager. “I just wanted a place to sneak 

of  for a cigarette with my friends,” he 

said. “But I was overwhelmed by what 

I found! Imagine Paleolithic people 

coming here to fi nd these caves near 

fresh water, fl owers, wild game,” he 

told me from the terrace of his gallery 

in the Sassi, which has a panoramic 

view. “It must have been like fi nding a 

fi ve-star hotel, without the padrone!” 

He and friends fi rst moved in as squat-

ters in the 1970s, and today, the com-

plex, abstract shapes of the Sassi are 

echoed in his paintings. 

The tide began to turn in the 1980s. 

“The young adventurers of our club 

had become part of the political class, 

with lawyers, businessmen, even two 

mayors among our number,” said De 

Ruggieri. “We all had dif erent politics, 

but we shared the goal of restoring the 

Sassi.” They organized volunteer gar-

bage collectors to shovel out cisterns 

fi lled with debris and churches scat-

tered with used hypodermic needles. 

The fi rst government archaeologists 

arrived in the early 1980s.  A few years 

later, an Italian law La Scaletta lobbied 

for passed, providing protection and 

funding. In 1993, Unesco listed the 

Sassi as a World Heritage site, call-

ing it “the most outstanding, intact 

example of a troglodyte settlement in 

the Mediterranean region, perfectly 

adapted to its terrain and ecosystem.” 

The fi rst cave hotels opened soon af-

ter, and city authorities began of ering 

30-year leases at nominal cost to ten-

ants who agreed to renovate the caves, 

under the supervision of conservation 

experts. “The paradox is that ‘histori-

cal preservation’ can generate so much 

change,” says architect Toxey. “Rather 

than being put in mothballs, the Sassi 

are becoming dramatically dif erent to 

what they once were. It’s a form of gen-

trifi cation, but it doesn’t quite fi t the 

model, since the Sassi were already 

empty, and nobody is being displaced.” 

Today, around 3,000  people live in the 

Sassi and about half of the dwellings 

are occupied, with Matera fi rmly on 

southern Italy’s tourist circuit. “It’s 

like a gold rush here,” Zasa , the guide, 

says with a laugh.  

“Matera is a model for making use of 

the past without being overwhelmed 

by it,” says American-born novelist 

Elizabeth Jennings, who has lived 

here for 15 years. “In other Italian 

cities like Florence, history is a black 

hole that sucks everything into it, and 

makes any innovation dif  cult. Here, 

“Imagine Paleolithic 
people coming here 
to find these caves 
near fresh water, 
flowers, wild game.” 

Painter Donato Rizzi (left) fi rst lived in 

the Sassi as a squatter in the 1970s. A 

cheesemaker perfects his ricotta (top 

right). The ancient town grew on the 

slope of a ravine (bottom right). 

See more of Francesco 
Lastrucci’s photographs at 
Smithsonian.com/matera
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mains of frescoes on the scarred walls.

Afterward, scrambling up the 

Murgia plateau, I heard the distant tin-

kle of bells. A leather-skinned shepherd 

wielding a wooden crook was driving 

podolico cattle to pasture with a pha-

lanx of dogs . Introducing himself as 

Giovanni, he led me to a stone house, 

where one of his friends, a sun-parched 

farmer named Piero, was making 

cheese. Balls of his prized caciocavallo 

podolico hung from the rafters, and a 

small dog darted about the disordered 

room yapping at our ankles. Piero was 

boiling ricotta in a vat and stirring it 

with a cudgel the length of a gondola’s 

pole. As the ripe cloud of steam hung 

in the room, he scooped out a scalding 

sample and of ered it to me. 

“Mangia! Mangia!” he insisted. It was 

delicate, closer to cream than cheese.

“Yesterday’s ricotta is tomorrow’s 

butter,” Piero said, as if it were an al-

chemist’s secret.

The pioneers of Circolo la Scaletta, 

now in their 70s, are handing over the 

reins to a younger generation of Ital-

ian preservationists. “Twenty years 

ago, we were the only ones who were 

interested in the Sassi,” says artist Mi-

tarotonda.  “But now the circle is wider. 

We’ve achieved our goal.” The biggest 

challenge, he says, is to ensure that the 

Sassi develop as a living community 

rather than a tourist enclave. “This 

can’t just be a place where culture is 

consumed,” says De Ruggieri. “Then 

it’s just a museum.” Access to schools, 

hospitals and stores of the Piano re-

mains dif  cult and there are bitter dis-

putes over whether car traf  c should 

be allowed on the Sassi’s only road.  

 On my last day, I was strolling 

with Antonio Nicoletti when we met 

a group of old men in workers’ caps 

taking the air in the plaza. At the 

slightest prompting, they took turns 

regaling us with their childhood 

memories of “troglodyte life” in the 

Sassi, including how to wash laundry 

using ash and how many goats they 

could squeeze into their homes.  

“Before the revival, people who 

grew up in the Sassi would pretend 

they came from somewhere else,” 

Nicoletti mused, as we strolled away. 

“Now they’re celebrities.” 

The Museo Nazionale 

Domenico Ridola 

houses local artifacts, 

including many from 

the age of Magna 

Graecia, when Greeks 

settled in the area 

some 2,500 years ago. 
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N THE EDGE OF A LONELY DIRT ROAD 

that winds through farmland and 

forest in the eastern Amazon 

Basin of Brazil stands a simple 

marble slab. It’s a memorial to a 

local rainforest defender who was 

gunned down on his motorcycle, 

together with his wife, on the site 

on the morning of May 24, 2011.

Nearly two years later, I stand on 

the road by a swollen brook, trying 

to reconstruct the chain of events 

that led to the brutal deaths of José “Zé Cláudio” Ri-

beiro da Silva and Maria do Espírito Santo. The after-

noon is muggy and overcast, with low-hanging, leaden 

clouds threatening more rain, raising the prospect of 

getting stuck out here in the middle of nowhere.

“The gunmen were hiding in the brush over there,” 

says Maria’s brother-in-law José Maria Gomes Sam-

paio, who has accompanied me on a bouncy two-

hour ride in a 4x4 across fl ooded plains and fi elds 

dotted with dilapidated ranchos and herds of white, 

hump-backed  steers. A wiry man with pleading dark 

eyes and an Adam’s apple that bobs when he speaks, 

Sampaio, 49, walked past this very spot only a half-

hour before the ambush. “They were already here 

when I went by,” he says, pointing into the shadows 

beyond the washed-out bridge that forced the vic-

tims to slow their dirt bike to a crawl, putting the 

couple directly in their gunsight. 

The killers evidently knew when the couple 

would be traveling. In the predawn darkness, they 

took up positions behind a blind of thicket close 

by the decrepit bridge. It was a time of day when 

there would likely be no witnesses. And the shotgun 

with its spray of buckshot would confound ef orts to 

identify a murder weapon. It was a well-planned op-

eration. Not likely the work of two illiterate, down-

and-out men in their early 

30s. Certainly not acting 

on their own, anyway.

From this vantage point at 

the bottom of a gentle slope, 

I get an uncanny sense of 

straddling the very edge of 

Brazil’s most violent frontier. On the one side of the 

road, electric-green cattle pastures roll away into 

the distance, as far as the eye can see. On the other 

side, colossal castanha and andiroba  trees, draped in 

thick lianas, soar to neck-craning heights, the rem-

nants of a virgin rainforest Zé Cláudio and Maria 

died trying to defend from the chain saws that had 

already leveled much of the forest in this part of the 

Amazon Basin.

Somewhere in the treetops, a toucan yelps . I turn 

back to inspect the memorial more closely. “They want 

to do the same thing to me they did to Chico Mendes 

O

The deadly confl ict 

between the advo-

cates and ranchers 

was over virgin forest-

land  (right) near Nova 

Ipixuna, Brazil.
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BY SCOTT WALLACE

The sensational murder of a married 

couple trying to protect an Amazon 

rainforest points to an ominous trend: 

a worldwide spike in violence against 

environmental advocates

IN THE
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killed, and 2011, the most recent year 

assessed, when 106 were slain.  At that 

rate, chances are that someone will 

be killed somewhere on the planet 

this week for investigating toxic 

runof  from a gold mine, protesting 

a mega-dam that will fl ood  commu-

nal farmland or trying to shield en-

dangered wildlife from well-armed 

poachers. Rights advocates warn the 

upward trend is likely to continue. 

And because of the spotty quality of 

reporting, the overall number of kill-

ings  is likely to be a good bit higher. 

“We may be seeing just the tip of a 

much larger iceberg,” says Bill Kovarik, 

a communications professor at Rad-

ford University in Virginia who tracks 

cases of abuse perpetrated on green ac-

tivists. “The world needs to be aware of 

the people who are dying to save what’s 

left of the natural environment.”

The underlying cause of the vi-

olence appears to be the expanding 

reach of the global economy into hith-

erto inaccessible hinterlands. These 

are regions where governance is 

shakiest and where traditional, sub-

sistence-oriented communities fi nd 

themselves up against much more 

powerful, profi t-hungry players. 

“It is a well-known paradox that 

many of the world’s poorest coun-

tries are home to the resources that 

drive the global economy,” reads a 

2012 Global Witness report. “Now, 

and Sister Dorothy,” it reads. Pro-

phetic words, spoken by Zé Cláudio at 

a public gathering six months before 

he and Maria were gunned down. The 

inscription is mostly intact, but it’s 

been vandalized by the impact of two 

bullets, leaving it fractured .

It has been 25 years since the assas-

sination of Chico Mendes, the rubber 

tapper who made defense of the Ama-

zon rainforest an international cause 

célèbre after he was shot dead by the son 

of a rancher. And it has been nine years 

since Ohio-born nun Dorothy Stang was 

killed in similar circumstances. The 

shattered plaque of ers a grim testament 

to how risky it still is to stand up for the 

rainforest. Environmental activists in 

Brazil and around the world continue to 

pay the ultimate price for their convic-

tions. And their numbers are mounting.

Zé Cláudio and Maria, both in their 

early 50s at the time of their deaths, 

had been married for nearly 30 years. 

For even longer they’d been fi ghting 

to protect their lush forestland from 

illegal loggers, ranchers and the oper-

ators of clandestine charcoal pits that 

reduced magnificent, centuries-old 

trees to sacks of briquettes. In 1997, 

they helped succeed in petitioning the 

federal government to create the Praia 

Alta-Piranheira agro-forestry settle-

ment, 84 square miles of public land 

to provide themselves and other fam-

ily farmers a sustainable living while 

keeping the forest intact. Its pur-

pose stood in stark contrast to other 

pursuits that had turned so much of 

southern Pará , a state in Brazil, into an 

epicenter of violence and devastation. 

But the boundaries of the reserve 

could hold back neither the bloodlet-

ting nor the pillage. Fourteen years 

after Zé Cláudio and Maria helped 

found the settlement, its forest cover 

had shrunk from 80 percent to 20 

percent. Speculators snatched up 

parcels and sold of  the timber. They 

flipped the land to cattlemen and 

wheeler-dealers looking for a quick 

buck. They imposed their own brand 

of frontier justice, tapping when nec-

essary into an abundant pool of un-

deremployed enforcers, or jagunços, 

from the rough-and-tumble slums 

of Marabá, Pará’s fourth-largest city , 

which boasts one of the highest mur-

der rates in Brazil. 

Evidently, it was to this reservoir of 

talent that the enemies of Zé Cláudio 

and Maria turned in the spring of 2011. 

Nearly two years later, two out-of-work 

day laborers—Alberto Lopes do Nasci-

mento, 30, and Lindonjonson Silva Ro-

cha, 31—sat in prison blues in a Marabá 

courtroom, charged with carrying out 

the murders with coldblooded calcu-

lation. Silva Rocha, named in honor of 

the 36th president of the United States, 

happened to be the brother of José Ro-

drigues Moreira, a rancher whose ef-

forts to acquire land inside the reserve 

had been repeatedly frustrated by Zé 

Cláudio and Maria. Moreira, a tightly 

wound and fervently religious man of 

43 with short-cropped auburn hair 

and pinched brow, was also on trial, 

accused of ordering the killings.

Violence unleashed against green ac-

tivists is on the rise. London-based 

rights group Global Witness says 

more than 700 environmentalists 

were murdered in the decade that 

began in 2001. Either because doc-

umentation of such crimes is more 

thorough in Brazil than elsewhere or 

because its frontier is the most vio-

lent—perhaps both—more than half 

of the global death toll was recorded 

within its borders. In any event, Bra-

zil is considered the most dangerous 

country in which to work as an envi-

ronmentalist today.

Many of the victims of environmen-

tally motivated violence are not your 

typical placard-waving rabble-rous-

ers, but rather are grass-roots leaders 

who stand up for their communities 

when threatened by environmental 

calamity. “Often these people become 

involved because they’re fi ghting for 

what’s being taken away from them 

and their communities,” says Jane 

Cohen, an expert in environmental 

health at Human Rights Watch in New 

York City. “They’re especially vulner-

able because they usually don’t have a 

support network, and things can really 

escalate before their stories get on the 

national or international radar.”

Worldwide, the most violent years 

were 2010, when 96 activists were 

The frontier city of Marabá (top right) 

hosted the trial of the men accused 

of ambushing Zé Cláudio and Maria. 

Settlers continue to burn forest (middle 

right), often for farming, within the re-

serve co-founded by the slain activists. 

But cattle (bottom right), raised chiefly 

for beef exports, occupy the greatest 

amount of cleared Amazon land. 
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as the race to secure access to these 

resources intensifi es, it is poor people 

and activists who increasingly fi nd 

themselves in the fi ring line.”

 A Laotian community organizer 

named Sombath Somphone, 60, 

vanished from a police checkpoint 

outside the capital of Vientiane in 

2012 . His disappearance came after 

he spoke up for victims of a land-grab 

scheme that saw village rice fi elds 

bulldozed to make way for a for-

eign-owned rubber plantation. 

Francisco Canayong, 64, was pres-

ident of a Philippine farmers associa-

tion when he was stabbed to death in 

2012. Two months earlier, he had ral-

lied villagers to block a China-bound 

shipment of chromite ore from an 

illegal mine that was poisoning local 

water sources. He and two other ac-

tivists had also testifi ed that they’d 

overheard the mine’s boss making 

plans to kill the trio if they succeeded 

in shutting down the operation.  

In the oak forests of southwestern 

Mexico, communities are under siege 

from illegal loggers backed by drug 

cartels seeking to expand their acre-

age of opium poppies and marijuana. 

Entire towns have risen up to torch 

logging trucks and expel corrupt of  -

cials, arming themselves against traf-

fi ckers and timber poachers. But re-

sistance comes at a high price: Several 

villagers have been murdered while 

out collecting mushrooms and fi re-

wood in what remains of the  forest. 

Mexico may be an extreme case, but 

experts say it points to the connection 

between the consumption of goods in 

the rich, industrialized nations and 

the environmental and human toll in 

poor nations. Protesters at an Aus-

tralian-owned mine in Indonesia are 

threatened and brutalized by govern-

ment troops. Park guards in Central 

Africa are ambushed by poachers who 

slaughter wildlife for tusks and body 

parts that will ultimately sell as high-

priced aphrodisiacs in Asian markets. 

An uncontacted tribe in Peru faces 

deadly peril from the encroachment 

of men and machines exploring for 

oil that will end up in the pumps of an 

American gas station. In the eastern 

Amazon where Zé Cláudio and Maria 
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spirators who Moreira threatened to 

expose in the wiretapped conversation 

still on the loose; now Moreira himself 

was as well. “Sure, we’re afraid,” says 

Claudelice, her darting eyes probing 

the nearby forest. The memorial has 

been shot up, and gunfi re has been 

heard close to the house as well. It’s 

an intimidation tactic that dates 

back to the years when Zé Cláudio 

and Maria were still alive. Back then, 

she says, Zé Cláudio often maintained 

a nighttime vigil from the crook of a 

tree to counter shadowy fi gures who 

took potshots at the house  that she 

believes were intended to kill her 

brother. “Thank God they didn’t suc-

ceed . . . ” Claudelice starts to say, then 

catches herself in mid-sentence at the 

unintended irony. They did, in fact, 

succeed all too well. Quickly shifting 

gears, she adds: “But my brother and 

his wife fought till the end for an ideal. 

Who are we if we don’t show the same 

courage? It was our blood, not just 

theirs, that was spilled here.”

She and a brother-in-law, Luíz, 

take me on a short hike back through 

the woods. Despite the pastureland 

pressing in from all sides, the 50-acre 

property feels like a small reserve in 

its own right, practically all of it in-

tact, virgin rainforest. The decaying 

leaf litter exudes a spongy dankness 

underfoot. In ten minutes we reach 

a towering castanha—a Brazil-nut 

tree —so wide that it would take at 

least eight people joined hand to hand 

lived and died, charcoal from illegally 

cut trees is used to smelt pig iron, a 

key ingredient in the steel assemblies 

of cars sold in the United States and 

Europe. 

 “There’s a resource that someone 

wants,” Kovarik says, describing the 

pattern of events that puts environ-

mental advocates at risk of harm. 

“People are displaced to get it. They or-

ganize and speak up, and their leaders 

are killed. It’s happening all around the 

world, and it needs to be investigated.” 

The cases are by nature dif  cult to 

investigate. Local authorities are of-

ten in the pockets of those who have 

a vested interest in covering up the 

crime.  And the assassinations are 

likely to involve complicated conspira-

cies, with instigators distancing them-

selves through a series of middlemen 

from the “kill team”—often two men 

on a fast-moving dirt bike, one driving, 

the other with a fi nger on the trigger.

Like the murders of Chico Mendes 

and Dorothy Stang, the deaths of Zé 

Cláudio and Maria provoked such 

widespread revulsion that Brazilian 

of  cials were forced to act. Bringing 

the killers to justice came to be seen as 

an early test of President Dilma Rous-

sef ’s commitment to the rule of law. It 

also posed a serious challenge to one of 

her core tenets—that Brazil can remain 

a bastion of biological and cultural di-

versity even while exploiting the riches 

of the Amazon Basin with massive de-

velopment projects. She dispatched 

federal agents to investigate. 

They had a lot of work to do. After 

all, José Rodrigues Moreira was but 

the latest in a long list of people Zé 

Cláudio and Maria had crossed paths 

with over the years. As the reserve’s 

forest cover shrank, the couple had 

denounced illegal land clearing, un-

authorized logging, the illicit buying 

and selling of parcels, and the char-

coal pits that not only devastated 

woodlands but employed slave labor 

to do it. And many families on the set-

tlement had turned to ranching them-

selves after failing to secure credit for 

more eco-friendly activities such as 

extracting oils and salves from rain-

forest nuts and fruits. They came to 

resent what they saw as the couple’s 

purist hectoring.

“There was an internal ideological 

war underway within the settlement,” 

says Claudelice Silva dos Santos, 31, 

Zé Cláudio’s youngest sister. I’ve just 

arrived at the slain couple’s former 

home, a simple cabin set back in the 

woods, a few miles from the scene of 

the crime. Claudelice and several sis-

ters and brothers-in-law are lounging 

on the front porch, drinking cof ee and 

smoking cigarettes. “The association 

was divided between those who sought 

a sustainable alternative to cutting 

down the forest and those who were 

willing to partner with outside inter-

ests.” The outside interests, she says, 

are mostly ranchers seeking to extend 

their pasturelands into the settlement. 

The government detectives nar-

rowed their focus in the end to a single 

line of inquiry, and Moreira and the 

two alleged triggermen were taken 

into custody and charged with mur-

der. Oddly, prosecutors did not pre-

sent what appeared to be evidence of 

a larger conspiracy. A federal police 

wiretap recorded Moreira, in hiding 

after hearing reports that linked him 

to the murders. In the phone call, he 

instructed a relative to tell a pair of fel-

low ranchers to hire an attorney for his 

defense. Otherwise, he threatened, he 

would “deliver them all” to authorities. 

Moreira got his lawyers. The wiretap 

was not introduced as evidence. The 

other ranchers were never charged. 

The jury in Marabá eventually re-

turned a verdict that astounded ev-

eryone in the packed courtroom. The 

hit men were found guilty; Moreira 

was absolved and set free. Lawyers on 

both sides called it “schizophrenic,” 

contradictory. Without a prime 

mover—an “intellectual author,” in 

legal terms—the murders made no 

sense; neither of the killers had any 

known connection to the victims, ex-

cept through Moreira. By the jury’s 

logic, it was a crime without motive. 

The decision left the families of Zé 

Cláudio and Maria stunned and fear-

ful. Not only were the apparent co-con-

A bullet-torn plaque (top right) marks 

where Maria and Zé Cláudio (below, in 

2010) were killed. “There were a lot of 

people who wanted them dead because 

they constantly denounced environ-

mental crimes,” said Zé Cláudio’s sister, 

Claudelice Silva  dos Santos (second 

from left, with her mother, daughter and, 

far right, another of Zé Cláudio’s nieces) .

Get a closer look at the 
deforestation in the Amazon 
at Smithsonian.com/brazil
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to encircle its base. Zé Cláudio had es-

timated the colossus to be about 600 

years old—older than the discovery 

of the New World itself. Hundreds of 

similar behemoths inside the reserve 

have already been toppled to make 

way for cattle and  charcoal.

Rights activists fear the verdict will 

feed a culture of impunity that reigns 

in southern Pará and throughout the 

Brazilian Amazon. Of more than 914 

cases of land-related killings over the 

past 30 years, all but a dozen gunmen 

have gone scot-free. Only six intel-

lectual authors  have served time in 

prison, amounting to a conviction 

rate below 2 percent.  

With receding hairline and bookish 

eyeglasses, José Batista Gonçalves 

Afonso, a Catholic Church lawyer 

who advised the prosecution in the 

case against Moreira and conspir-

ators, looks more like the priest he 

studied to be in his youth than the 

rainforest and human rights cru-

sader he has become, a man who has 

received multiple death threats. He 

has helped fi le an appeal in the case, 

hoping to bring a new trial against   

Moreira. “Convicting the boss would 

have a squelching ef ect,” he says. 

“They’ll have to think twice before 

contracting killers to do their work.”

That’s unlikely to happen any time 

soon, in Afonso’s view. Brazil has set 

itself on a course that will see more 

land confl ict, not less, as it seeks to 

boost commodity exports—miner-

als, beef and soy—to pay for massive 

public-works projects and social pro-

grams. It could be the government 

applying imminent domain over 

indigenous lands to dam a river. Or 

a rancher illegally clearing land for 

cattle. Wherever the challenge comes 

from, there will be push-back from 

traditional communities. “We see the 

greatest number of confl icts where 

the frontier is expanding into the 

Amazon,” says Afonso, who pledges 

to stand behind those who resist. 

“We’re going to confront the loggers, 

the cattle breeders, the ranchers. We 

will impede their advance.” It’s a fi ght 

he almost seems to welcome.  In any 

case, it’s a fi ght that’s far from over. 
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OHN HAY, ONE OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN’S

two private secretaries, spent the eve-

ning of April 14, 1865, Good Friday, at 

the White House, drinking whiskey and 

talking with the president’s 21-year-old 

son, Robert, an of  cer attached to Gen-

eral Ulysses S. Grant’s staf  . Shortly be-

fore 11 p.m., Tad Lincoln burst through 

the front door of the mansion, crying 

“They’ve killed Papa dead!” Hay and 

Robert rushed by carriage to Tenth 

Street, where the mortally wounded  

president had been transferred to the 

Petersen House, a boardinghouse 

across from Ford’s Theatre. Upon 

their arrival, a doctor informed them 

that the president would not survive his wounds.

With John Hay at his side, Robert Todd Lincoln walked 

into the room where his father lay 

stretched out on a narrow bed. Uncon-

scious from the moment of his shooting, 

the president “breathed with slow and reg-

ular respiration throughout the night,” Hay 

later recalled. Family friends and govern-

ment of  cials fi led in and out of the cham-

ber. “As the dawn came and the lamplight 

grew pale,” Hay recalled, the president’s 

“pulse began to fail.” Hay and Robert were  

at the president’s side when he passed .

The next day,  33-year-old John Nicolay, 

who served as the president’s other pri-

vate secretary, was aboard a Navy warship, 

returning from a brief excursion to Cuba, 

where he had traveled to take the ocean air. 

As his party entered Chesapeake Bay, Nico-

lay reported, they “took a pilot on board 

[and] heard from him the fi rst news of the 

terrible loss the country had suf ered. . . . It 

was so unexpected, so sudden and so hor-

rible even to think of, much less to realize 

that we couldn’t believe it, and therefore 

remained in hope that it would prove one 

of the thousand groundless exaggerations 

which the war has brought forth during 

the past four years. Alas, when we reached 

Point Lookout at daylight this morning, the mournful re-

ports of the minute guns that were being fi red, and the fl ags 

at half-mast left us no ground for further hope.”

It is little wonder that historians consult Hay’s and Nico-

lay’s writing frequently—their letters and journals provide 

eyewitness accounts of their White House years. But their 

major life’s work after the Civil War is a largely forgotten story.

“The boys,” as the president af ectionately called them, 

became Lincoln’s of  cial biographers. Enjoying exclusive 

access to his papers—which the Lincoln family closed to 

the public until 1947 (the 21st anniversary of the death of 

Robert Todd Lincoln)—  they undertook a 25-year mission 

Lincoln’s 
Boys

J
to create a defi nitive and enduring historical image of their 

slain leader. The culmination of these ef orts—their ex-

haustive, ten-volume biography, serialized between 1886 

and 1890—constituted one of the most successful exer-

cises in revisionism in American history. Writing against 

the rising currents of Southern apologia , Hay and Nico-

lay pioneered the “Northern” interpretation of the Civil 

War—a standard against which every other historian and 

polemicist had to stake out a position.

Hay and Nicolay helped invent the Lincoln we know to-

day—the sage father fi gure; the military genius; the great-

est American orator; the brilliant political tactician; the 

master of a fractious cabinet who forged a “team of rivals” 

out of erstwhile challengers for the throne; the Lincoln 

Memorial Lincoln .

That Abraham Lincoln was all of these things, in some 

measure, there can be no doubt. But it is easy to forget 

how widely underrated Lincoln the president and Lincoln 

the man were at the time of his death and how successful 

Hay and Nicolay were in elevating his place in the nation’s 

collective historical memory. 

While Lincoln prided himself on his deep connection 

to “the people,” he never succeeded in translating his im-

mense popularity with the Northern public into similar 

regard among the nation’s political and intellectual elites. 

The profound emotional bond that he shared with Union 

soldiers and their families, and his stunning electoral suc-

cess in two presidential elections, never fully inspired an 

equivalent level of esteem by the infl uential men who gov-

erned the country and guarded its of  cial history. To many 

of these men, he remained in death what he was in life: the 

rail-splitter and country lawyer—good, decent and ill-fi tted 

to the immense responsibilities that befell him.

Leading into the 1864 election cycle, many prominent in 

Lincoln’s own party agreed with Iowa senator James Grimes 

The slain president’s 

two personal 

secretaries battled 

mudslingers for a 

quarter-century to 

shape his image 
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outside his immediate family. Still in 

their 20s, they lived and worked on 

the second fl oor of the White House, 

performing the functions of a mod-

ern-day chief of staf , press secretary, 

political director and presidential 

body man. Above all, they guarded 

the “last door which opens into the 

awful presence” of the commander 

in chief, in the words of Noah Brooks, 

a journalist and one of many Wash-

ington insiders who coveted their 

jobs, resented their influence and 

thought them a little too big for their 

britches (“a fault for which it seems 

to me either Nature or our tailors are 

to blame,” Hay once quipped). 

that the administration “has been a 

disgrace from the very beginning to 

every one who had any thing to do 

with bringing it into power.” Charles 

Sumner, a radical antislavery leader, 

fumed that the nation needed “a pres-

ident with brains; one who can make a 

plan and carry it out.” 

From across the political spectrum, 

influential writers and politicians 

blamed Lincoln for four years of mil-

itary stalemate and setbacks and for 

a series of political blunders that cost 

his party dearly in the 1862 midterm 

elections. John Andrew, the governor 

of Massachusetts, spoke for many Re-

publicans when he explained his sup-

port of Lincoln’s re-election. The pres-

ident, he said, was “essentially lacking 

in the quality of leadership,” but now 

that he had been renominated, “cor-

rection is impossible . . . Massachu-

setts will vote for the Union Cause at 

all events and will support Mr. Lincoln 

so long as he remains the candidate.”

Years later, Hay remarked that had 

Lincoln “died in the days of doubt and 

gloom which preceded his reelec-

tion,” rather than in the fi nal weeks of 

the war, as the Union moved to secure 

its great victory, he would almost cer-

tainly have been remembered dif er-

ently, despite his great acts and deeds.

John Hay and John George Nicolay 

were prairie boys who met in 1851 

as gifted, inquiring students in a ru-

ral Illinois school. Hay, a physician’s 

son and one of six children born into 

a close-knit family, and Nicolay, or-

phaned at 14 after his parents emi-

grated from Bavaria in 1838, forged a 

close friendship that endured over a 

half century. Fortune placed them in 

the right place (Springfi eld, Illinois) 

at the right time (1860) and of ered 

them a front-row seat to one of the 

most tumultuous political and mili-

tary upheavals in American history.

By 1856, Nicolay, the editor of an Il-

linois antislavery newspaper, had be-

come active in Republican party pol-

itics. Appointed an aide to the Illinois 

secretary of state that year, he was a 

well-known fi gure in the statehouse. 

Hay returned to Illinois in 1859 after 

graduation from Brown University 

and was studying law, having joined 

his uncle Milton Hay’s Springfi eld 

practice, housed in the same building 

as Lincoln’s law of  ces.

Lincoln took on Nicolay as his sec-

retary in June 1860, in the midst of 

the presidential campaign. During 

the heady post-election interlude in 

Springfi eld, Nicolay, installed in the 

governor’s of  ce, controlled access to 

Lincoln and labored alone, answering 

between 50 and 100 letters a day.

When the mail and visitors became 

unmanageable, Hay began assisting 

his friend on an informal basis. By 

the end of December, Lincoln of ered 

Nicolay the post of presidential sec-

retary, at a princely sum of $2,500 

per year—almost three times what 

he earned as campaign secretary. Not 

long after, Nicolay suggested that 

Hay be appointed assistant secretary. 

“We can’t take all Illinois down with 

us to Washington,” Lincoln replied. 

When Milton of ered to pay his neph-

ew’s salary for six months, the pres-

ident-elect relented. “Well, let Hay 

come,” he agreed.

As Abraham Lincoln’s private sec-

retaries, Nicolay and Hay became 

closer to the president than anyone 

LincolnÕs Boys: John Hay, John Nicolay and the War 

for LincolnÕs Image by Joshua Zeitz. Copyright © 

2014, The Viking Press.

ad Lincoln “died in the days of doubt and gloom 
which preceded his reelection” he would almost 
certainly have been remembered differently.H   
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In demeanor and temperament, 

they could not have been more dif er-

ent. Short-tempered and dyspeptic, 

Nicolay cut a brooding fi gure to those 

seeking the president’s time or favor. 

William Stoddard, formerly an Illi-

nois journalist and then an assistant 

secretary under their supervision, 

later remarked that Nicolay was “de-

cidedly German in his manner of tell-

ing men what he thought of them . . . 

People who do not like him—because 

they cannot use him, perhaps—say he 

is sour and crusty, and it is a grand 

good thing, then, that he is.”

Hay cultivated a softer image. He 

was, in the words of his contemporar-

ies, a “comely young man with peach-

blossom face,” “very witty boyish in his 

manner, yet deep enough—bubbling 

over with some brilliant speech.” An 

instant fi xture in Washington social 

circles, fast friend of Robert Todd 

Lincoln’s and favorite among Repub-

lican congressmen who haunted the 

White House halls, he projected a 

youthful dash that balanced out Nico-

lay’s more grim bearing.

Hay and Nicolay were party to the 

president’s greatest of  cial acts and 

most private moments. They were in 

the room when he signed the Emanci-

pation Proclamation, and by his side 

at Gettysburg, when he fi rst spoke to 

the nation of a “new birth of freedom.” 

When he could not sleep—which, as 

the war progressed, was often—Lin-

coln walked down the corridor to 

their quarters and passed the time 

reciting Shakespeare or mulling over 

the day’s political and military devel-

opments. When his son Willie died in 

1862, the fi rst person to whom Lin-

coln turned was John Nicolay.

Though the White House was un-

der military guard—later, as the war 

progressed, plainclothes detectives 

mingled among household staf  for 

added security—the public, includ-

ing hordes of patronage seekers, 

was at liberty to enter the mansion 

during regular business hours. Visit-

ing hours “began at ten o’clock in the 

morning,” Hay explained, “but in real-

ity the anterooms and halls were full 

before that hour—people anxious to 

get the fi rst axe ground.”

After rising at dawn and eating a 

sparse breakfast of one egg, toast and 

black cof ee, the president read the 

morning dispatches from his gener-

als, reviewed paperwork with his sec-

retaries and conferred with members 

of his cabinet.  Breaking at noon for a 

solitary lunch—“a biscuit, a glass of 

milk in the winter, some fruit or grapes 

in the summer ”—he returned to his 

of  ce and received visitors until 5 or 

6 in the evening. Most days, Lincoln 

worked until 11 p.m.; during critical 

battles, he stayed up until the early 

daylight hours, reviewing telegraphic 

dispatches from the War Department. 

Unlike modern presidents, Lincoln 

never took a vacation. He worked 

seven days each week, 52 weeks of the 

year, and generally left Washington 

only to visit the fi eld or, on one occa-

sion, to dedicate a battleground ceme-

tery in Gettysburg, Pennsylvania. 

For the secretaries, too, the work 

was punishing. When their boss was 

in the of  ce, often 14 hours each day, 

they remained on call. “The boys” 

soon came to know him intimately. He 

often took carriage rides with them, and 

when the fi rst lady was out of town or 

indisposed, they accompanied him to 

the theater. In good humor, the secre-

taries referred to Lincoln privately as 

“the Tycoon” and “the Ancient,” though 

they always addressed him directly as 

“Mr. President.” Charles G. Halpine, an 

Irish-born writer who came to know 

Hay during the war, later judged that 

“Lincoln loved him as a son.” 

Nicolay’s rapport with Lincoln 

was more formal but they were still 

close. Nicolay decided which visitors 

would enjoy a presidential audience 

and which dispatches would fall un-

der Lincoln’s gaze. In many cases, 

Nicolay issued orders and responses 

without consulting the president, 

From the instant of Lincoln’s death, the 

debate over his role in history ignited. 

John Hay, who was present at Peter sen 

House (pictured leaning against table, 

right) understood the obligation to Lin-

coln’s legacy as early as 1863. “I believe,” 

Hay wrote, “he will fi ll a bigger place in 

history than even he dreams himself.”
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hand.” The book reinvented Lincoln 

from whole cloth, but the reading 

public eagerly bought up 100,000 cop-

ies, making it an overnight best seller. 

Ultimately, Herndon—although he 

delivered a series of lectures on Lin-

coln’s life—was unable to complete a 

biography, particularly once he became 

sidetracked by stories he collected re-

garding Lincoln’s doomed courtship 

of Ann Rutledge. The New Salem, Illi-

nois, innkeeper’s daughter contracted 

typhoid and died at age 22 in 1835; 

rumor had it that she and Lincoln had 

been engaged. Herndon’s subtext was 

impossible to mistake: Lincoln had 

loved only one woman (Ann Rutledge) 

and his grief for her was so profound 

that he never loved another woman, 

including his wife, Mary Todd Lincoln.

Mary, of course, was enraged.  “This 

is the return for all my husband’s kind-

ness to this miserable man!” she fumed. 

Robert was equally incensed, but also 

concerned. “Mr. Wm. H. Herndon is 

making an ass of himself,” he told Da-

vid Davis, the executor of his father’s 

estate , and pleaded with him to inter-

cede. Because Herndon  “speaks with a 

certain amount of authority from hav-

ing known my father for so long,” his 

stories, Robert believed, could do great 

injury to the  family’s reputation. (Years 

later, as late as 1917, Robert still bristled 

at any suggestion that his father had 

been a simple, rough-hewn relic of the 

frontier, a characterization advanced 

aggressively by Herndon.) Fortunately 

for the Lincoln family, Herndon lacked 

the necessary discipline to sit down 

and write a proper book.

Unfortunately for the family, by 

1867, Herndon, in increasingly dire 

fi nancial straits, sold copies of his 

extensive collection of Lincoln ma-

terials—interview transcripts, court 

records, testimonial letters and news-

paper clippings—to Ward Hill Lamon, 

a bluf , gregarious lawyer whom Lin-

whose policies and priorities he came 

instinctively to understand and antic-

ipate. Even his detractors did not sec-

ond-guess his standing.

In the weeks following Lincoln’s 

burial in Springfi eld, Nicolay and Hay 

returned to Washington, where they 

spent several weeks arranging the 

presidential papers for shipment to 

Illinois. The archives would be over-

seen by Lincoln’s son, Robert, now 

devoted to a growing law practice in 

Chicago . Lincoln’s of  cial correspon-

dence comprised more than 18,000 

documents, sprawled across roughly 

42,000 individual pieces of paper. 

Most items were letters and telegrams 

written to the president, but dispersed 

among dozens of boxes were copies of 

thousands of Lincoln’s outgoing let-

ters and telegrams, memoranda, Con-

gressional reports and speeches.

During the next half-dozen years, 

the Lincoln papers remained sealed 

behind closed doors. When William 

Herndon, Lincoln’s Springfield law 

partner, who was planning his own 

Lincoln biography, asked Robert for 

access, Robert insisted that he had 

“not any letters which could be of any 

interest whatever to you or anyone.” 

The fi rst substantive attempt at 

memorializing Lincoln fell to George 

Bancroft, the unof  cial dean of the 

American historical enterprise, 

whom Congress invited to deliver a 

tribute in early 1866. A Democrat who 

had served in James Polk’s cabinet, 

Bancroft was an unusual choice to 

eulogize the fi rst Republican pres-

ident. The two men were not well 

acquainted. Bancroft cast a critical 

eye on Lincoln’s abilities. Speaking 

from the well of the House for more 

than two and a half hours, the gray-

haired relic of ered little background 

beyond a stock biographical sketch of 

the 16th president, though he man-

aged to issue a cool, outwardly polite 

rebuke of Lincoln’s administrative 

skills and intellectual capacity for 

high office. John Hay later fumed 

that “Bancroft’s address was a dis-

graceful exhibition of ignorance and 

prejudice.” The former secretary was 

particularly of ended that Bancroft 

seemed fundamentally to underesti-

mate Lincoln’s native genius. It was 

an error Hay had seen committed 

time and again during the war, by 

better-educated but lesser men who 

remained stubbornly ignorant of the 

president’s inner reserve of intelli-

gence and strength. 

William  Herndon likely shared 

Hay’s contempt for George Bancroft, 

though for reasons of his own. Lin-

coln’s friend and law partner of 16 

years, Herndon was an abolitionist 

and temperance man, though also an 

alcoholic who relapsed repeatedly. 

Yet for all his faults, Herndon under-

stood Lincoln intimately and frowned 

upon the popular impulse to apoth-

eosize the man whom he had known 

in the fl esh and blood.

No biographer was more guilty of 

this historical mischief than Josiah 

Holland, the deeply pious editor of 

the Springfi eld Republican in Massa-

chusetts, who paid Herndon a visit in 

May 1865. In the 1866 Holland’s  Life 

of Abraham Lincoln, the author intro-

duced the president as a Bible-quot-

ing evangelical whose hatred of slav-

ery flowed from an eschatological 

belief that “the day of wrath was at 

The former secretary was particularly offended 
that Bancroft seemed fundamentally to 
underestimate Lincoln’s native genius.
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coln had befriended on the circuit in 

the 1850s. Lamon went to Washington 

with Lincoln, served as U.S. marshal 

for the city during the war and later 

established a law practice in Wash-

ington, D.C. with Jeremiah Black, a 

prominent Democrat who had served 

in President Buchanan’s  cabinet. 

Realizing that he lacked a way with 

words, Lamon joined forces with his 

partner’s son, Chauncey Black, who 

undertook the task of ghostwriting 

Lamon’s history of Lincoln. The Black 

family held the Republican Party and 

its martyr in low esteem. “He cer-

tainly does not compare well with 

the refi ned and highly cultivated gen-

tlemen (fi fteen in number) who pre-

ceded him in the executive chair,” the 

elder Black scof ed. “He also lacked 

that lofty scorn of fraud and knavery 

which is inseparable from true great-

ness. He was not bad himself but he 

tolerated the evil committed by others 

when it did not suit him to resist it.” 

On the eve of the book’s publica-

tion  in 1872, Davis, who had learned 

of its contents, all but locked Lamon 

in a room and compelled him to ex-

cise an entire chapter representing 

Lincoln as a bumbling, inept presi-

dent who inadvertently pushed the 

nation to war. Black was incensed by 

the eleventh-hour omission, but what 

remained in print proved suf  ciently 

explosive. Incorporating Herndon’s 

material, Black and Lamon, in The 

Life of Abraham Lincoln, were the fi rst 

to publish alleged details of Lincoln’s 

troubled marriage to Mary Todd, the 

depth of the future president’s pu-

tative atheism and a charge—long 

thereafter disputed, and much later 

discredited—of Lincoln’s illegitimate 

patrimony. Hay beseeched a mutual 

friend, “Can’t you stop him? . . .  For 

the grave of the dead and the crime of 

the living prevent it if possible. Its ef-

fect will be most disastrous.” Robert, 

too, was furious. “It is absolutely hor-

rible to think of such men as Herndon 

and Lamon being considered in the 

light that they claim.”

Herndon, for his part, countered that 

he was helping the world to appreciate 

the complex of hurdles that Lincoln 

overcame, including bastardy, poverty 

and obscurity. Unsurprisingly, the Lin-

coln family took exception to Herndon’s 

declarations of friendship. Robert also 

came gradually to understand that to tell 

the story his way, he would need help. 

Hay and Nicolay had begun planning 

a biography of Lincoln as early as 

midway through their White House 

tenure. The president’s death up-

ended whatever initial scheme they 

had in mind. Over the next fi ve years, 

the secretaries turned their attention 

to other endeavors. Nicolay took plea-

sure in travel and family life with his 

wife and daughter before settling in 

the nation’s capital, while Hay kept 

busy as a newspaper editor and poet, 

for the most part in New York City, 

and devoted time to his courtship of 

Clara Stone, a daughter of wealthy 

Cleveland industrialist Amasa Stone. 

By 1872, however, Hay was “con-

vinced that we ought to be at work on 

our ‘Lincoln.’ I don’t think the time for 

publication has come, but the time for 

preparation is slipping away.” 

That same year, Charles Fran-

cis Adams—a scion of the famous 

Massachusetts family (and father of 

Henry Adams) who had served in the 

Lincoln administration as minister 

to Great Britain—delivered a memo-

rial address on William Seward that 

portrayed him as the glue that kept 

the government together in perilous 

times. “I must af  rm, without hesita-

tion,” he avowed, “that in the history 

of our government, down to this hour, 

no experiment so rash has ever been 

After an 1863 portrait session (Nicolay, 

left), Hay wrote in his diary: “Nico & I 

immortalised ourselves by having our-

selves done in a group with the Prest.” 
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located in their personal archives.

On rare occasions they relied on per-

sonal recollection of events to bring 

the biography to life—for instance, 

Nicolay’s vivid description of the mo-

ment that Lincoln was nominated at 

Chicago. They scoured newspapers for 

speech transcripts. They collected vast 

quantities of government documents, 

both Union and Confederate, related 

to the war. They swapped materials 

with the War Department, which re-

tained copies of Lincoln’s in-going and 

out-going telegrams. They asked the 

children of long-departed Civil War 

notables to look through their attics for 

important documents, and they pur-

chased materials from manuscript and 

book dealers. “I am getting together 

quite a little lot of books,” Nicolay re-

ported as early as 1876. 

The oversize fi rst-fl oor study in 

Nicolay’s Capitol Hill row house 

came to accommodate one of the 

largest private collections of Civil 

War documentation and secondary 

scholarship in the country.  Later, 

when Hay lived in Washington, be-

tween 1879 and 1881 as assistant sec-

retary of state, and again from 1885 

onward, he and Nicolay would walk 

between each other’s homes to swap 

materials and chapter drafts. 

“The two would never divulge how 

the actual writing was divided between 

them,” Nicolay’s daughter, Helen, later 

explained. “They seemed to take a mis-

chievous delight in keeping it a secret, 

saying they were co-authors, and that 

was all the public need know.” In some 

cases they alternated chapters. In other 

cases, each might assume responsibil-

ity for an entire volume. Hay and Nico-

lay had been so long acquainted that 

they were able to develop a common 

prose style with little ef ort. 

 By 1885, Hay and Nicolay  had writ-

ten some 500,000 words and were 

scarcely halfway through the Civil 

War. Hay grew increasingly con-

cerned by the scope of the undertak-

ing. What was needed was an incen-

tive to bring the project to a close. 

Roswell Smith and Richard Gilder, 

publisher and editor, respectively, of 

the Century magazine, provided that 

motivation. “We want your life of Lin-

made as that of elevating to the head 

of af airs a man with so little previ-

ous preparation for the task as Mr. 

Lincoln.” Only by good grace and luck 

did Lincoln possess the wisdom to 

appoint as his fi rst minister Seward, 

the “master mind” of the government 

and savior of the Union. The speech 

enraged Lincoln’s stalwart defenders, 

fi rst among them Gideon Welles, sec-

retary of the Navy in Lincoln’s cabi-

net, who issued a stinging rebuke.

Then, in his popular account of the 

war years, The American Conflict, 

the ever-erratic newspaper editor 

Horace Greeley portrayed Lincoln 

as a bungling leader who squandered 

multiple opportunities to end the war 

early, either on the 

battlefi eld or through 

negotiation. Lincoln 

acolytes might have 

rolled their eyes, but 

he sold books, so his 

opinion mattered.

Shortly after Sew-

ard’s death, Nicolay 

wrote once more to 

Robert, urging him to 

allow for the “collection 

and arrangement of the 

materials which John 

and I will need in writ-

ing the history we pro-

pose. We must of ne-

cessity begin with your 

father’s papers.”  Robert 

agreed to grant access in April 1874. 

 That summer, several dozen boxes  

made their way from Illinois to Wash-

ington, D.C., where Nicolay, who had 

been appointed marshal to the Supreme 

Court in 1872, deposited them in his of-

fi ce. There, in the marble confi nes of 

the Capitol building, they would be safe 

from fi re, water damage or theft. 

 Hay and Nicolay were especially 

troubled by the historical amnesia that 

was quickly taking hold over the re-

united states. In popular literature and 

journalism, the war was being recast 

as a brothers’ squabble over abstract 

political principles like federalism and 

states’ rights, rather than as a moral 

struggle between slavery and freedom. 

Magazines and newspapers commonly 

took to celebrating the military valor 

of both Confederate and Union sol-

diers, as though bravery, rather than 

morality, were the chief quality to be 

commemorated.

The authors  pointedly  emphasized 

the salient moral and political issues 

that had divided the nation before, and 

in many respects after, the war. The 

confl ict had been caused by “an upris-

ing of the national conscience against 

a secular wrong” that could never be 

blotted out by the romance of reunion.  

By 1875, the secretaries were fully 

immersed in research and slowly com-

ing to appreciate the mammoth task 

for which they had volunteered.  The 

biography would consume them for the 

next 15 years. During that time, both 

men held other jobs: 

Nicolay remained at 

the Supreme Court 

until 1887, while Hay 

worked for his father-

in-law and served 

briefl y as assistant sec-

retary of state under 

Republican President 

Rutherford B. Hayes. 

Their labors were fre-

quently interrupted 

by their own illnesses 

or those of their wives 

and children. Edi-

tors begged them for 

an advance peek at 

the work. Publishers 

courted them. For the 

time being, they held their suitors at 

bay. “We [are] in no hurry to make ar-

rangements,” Hay told one hopeful. 

Though Nicolay and Hay made little ef-

fort to mask their bias, they did set out 

to write a history grounded in evidence. 

In the early days of the project, Nico-

lay spent several months interviewing 

dozens of individuals who had known 

Lincoln in Illinois and Washington. 

The transcripts of these discussions 

informed their work, but they came to 

cast a skeptical eye on memories re-

corded years or decades after the fact. 

If a fact or an anecdote could not be 

confi rmed by the written record, they 

usually discounted it entirely. Luckily, 

what they could not fi nd in Lincoln’s 

vast manuscript collection they often 

Robert Lincoln also witnessed 

Garfi eld’s slaying and was near-

by at McKinley’s assassination. 

  



coln,” Smith told Hay. “We must have 

it. If you say so, I shall give you all the 

profi t. We will take it, and work it for 

nothing . . . It is probably the most im-

portant literary venture of the time.” 

Soon they had a contract. Century 

of ered unprecedented terms: $50,000 

for serial rights, as well as 

royalties on sales of the 

full ten-volume set, to be 

issued following the mag-

azine run. 

 The long-awaited serial-

ization began in late 1886. 

Almost from the start, the 

work proved controversial. 

By virtue of their exhaus-

tive treatment of Lincoln’s 

political career, Nicolay and 

Hay seared into the national 

awareness episodes largely 

unknown to the public, and 

themes and arguments that 

would influence Lincoln 

scholars and Civil War his-

torians for generations. 

   Among its  many famous 

contributions to the na-

tion’s shared historical 

consciousness were rev-

elations that William 

Seward drafted the clos-

ing lines of Lincoln’s fi rst 

inaugural address, which 

the president-elect then 

fashioned into a work of 

literary genius. Nicolay 

and Hay were the fi rst to 

report George McClellan’s 

vainglorious assurance 

that he could “do it all” 

when Lincoln gave him 

command of the Union 

Army. They were the fi rst 

to write of Lincoln’s great 

distress early in the war, 

when Washington, D.C. 

was cut of  from the North 

and the president, keep-

ing anxious vigil for fresh 

troops, wondered, “Why 

don’t they come!” The bi-

ographers of ered unprec-

edented insight into Lin-

coln’s decision-making on 

emancipation and the en-

listment of black soldiers 

and an insider’s view of his interac-

tion with the Union’s high command.

Above all, Nicolay and Hay created 

a master narrative that continues to 

command serious scrutiny more than 

a century after its introduction. Pop-

ulating his cabinet with former oppo-

nents for the Republican 

presidential nomination, 

Lincoln demonstrated his 

discernment and magna-

nimity in choosing men 

whom he “did not know . . .

He recognized them as 

governors, senators, and 

statesmen, while they yet 

looked upon him as a sim-

ple frontier lawyer at most, 

and a rival to whom chance 

had transferred the honor 

they felt to be due to them-

selves.” Presaging the pop-

ular argument that Lincoln 

forged a “team of rivals,” 

Nicolay and Hay insisted 

that the strong personal-

ities and talents who con-

stituted his inner circle did 

not always appreciate “the 

stronger will and . . . more 

delicate tact [that] inspired 

and guided them all.” 

Hay’s love for Lin-

coln shines through in 

his imagining of the fu-

ture president’s solitary 

childhood. Describing 

Lincoln’s boyhood habit 

of reading and rereading 

Aesop’s Fables, Robinson 

Crusoe, the Bible and Par-

son Weems’ biography of 

George Washington, he 

drew a moving portrait 

of a young boy sitting “by 

the fi re at night,” covering 

his “wooden shovel with 

essays and arithmetical 

exercises, which he would 

shave of  and begin again. 

It is touching to think of 

this great-spirited child, 

battling year after year 

against his evil star, wast-

ing ingenuity upon devices 

and makeshifts, his high 

intelligence starving for 
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want of the simple appliances of ed-

ucation that are now af orded gratis 

to the poorest and most indif erent.” 

Hay presented the future president 

as a hero in the wilderness, doing sol-

itary battle against the privations of 

his upbringing.

 Nicolay and Hay gave a prominent 

place to the elephant in the room: slav-

ery. Few white Americans were inter-

ested in discussing the question by 

1885. Hay , in his discussion of sectional 

politics that formed the backdrop of 

Lincoln’s political rise, stated matter-

of-factly that “it is now universally un-

derstood, if not conceded, that the Re-

bellion of 1861 was begun for the sole 

purpose of defending and preserving 

to the seceding States the institution 

of African slavery and making them 

the nucleus of a great slave empire.” 

Rejecting the increasingly widespread 

argument that the Civil War was about 

a great many things, but not slavery, Hay 

reduced the confl ict to “that persistent 

struggle of the centuries between des-

potism and individual freedom; be-

tween arbitrary wrong, consecrated 

by tradition and law, and the unfolding 

recognition of private rights.” 

Breaking his own rule against be-

lieving the memories of old men long 

after the fact, Hay gave credence to the 

claim of John Hanks, Lincoln’s cousin, 

who recalled a journey that he and Lin-

coln had taken. Hired to escort a barge 

of goods down the Mississippi River in 

1831, Hanks claimed that it was there 

that Lincoln fi rst saw “negroes chained, 

maltreated, whipped, and scourged. Lin-

coln saw it; his heart bled; said nothing 

much, was silent, looked bad. I can say, 

knowing it, that it was on this trip that 

he fi rst formed his opinion of slavery.” 

As an antebellum politician, Lin-

coln—though not an abolitionist or 

a radical—had boldly affirmed that 

black Americans were fellow men and 

women. After four years of war, his 

own thinking evolved even further. The 

secretaries followed his moral and in-

tellectual lead. They also understood 

that his legacy would forever be linked 

with his emancipation agenda. In this 

regard, they were writing for posterity.  

As young presidential aides, Nicolay 

The slain presi-

dent’s critics were 

legion, including 

(from top): historian 

George Bancroft; 

Senator James 

Grimes; newspa-

per editor Horace 

Greeley; statesman 

Charles Francis 

Adams; William 

Herndon, Lincoln’s 

law partner.  

LINCOLN’S 

DETRACTORS
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machinery of command and coordi-

nation in Cabinet, Congress, army, 

navy, and the hosts of national pol-

itics.” When the military high com-

mand failed to deliver victory, the 

president schooled himself in the art 

of battle, and “it is safe to say that no 

general in the army studied his maps 

and scanned his telegrams with half 

the industry—and, it may be added, 

with half the intelligence—which Mr. 

Lincoln gave to his.” Unlike many of 

his generals, the president displayed 

a “larger comprehension of popular 

forces” and understood that “a free 

people . . . can stand reverses and 

disappointments; they are capable of 

making great exertions and great sac-

rifi ces. The one thing that they cannot 

endure is inaction on the part of their 

rulers.” He was, in the eyes of his sec-

retaries, the most skilled executive 

ever to have lived in the White House.

Hay was certain that he and Nicolay 

had placed “the truth before the coun-

try.” “Year after year of study,” he wrote 

to Robert Lincoln, “has shown me 

more clearly than ever how infi nitely 

greater your father was than anybody 

about him, greater than ever we imag-

ined while he lived. There is nothing to 

explain or apologize for from beginning 

to end. He is the one unapproachably 

great fi gure of a great epoch.”

Reviews of the massive Nicolay-Hay 

work—in its fi nal form, Abraham Lin-

coln: A History was ten volumes and 

1.2 million words—were mixed. Some 

reviewers were baf  ed by its scope. 

Even a friendly newspaper remarked 

that “no one will suspect the writers of 

being lukewarm Republicans.”

William Dean Howells, the dean of 

American literature who, as a young 

man, had written Lincoln’s campaign 

biography in 1860, called it “not only . . .

the most important work yet accom-

plished in American history” but also 

“one of the noblest achievements of 

and Hay often missed the signifi cance 

of events that they’d witnessed and in 

which they’d participated. They were 

actors in “stirring times,” Nicolay ob-

served in the fi rst weeks of the war, 

though “I hardly realize that they are 

so, even as I write them.” In Novem-

ber 1863, the secretaries drank their 

way through a 24-hour trip to Gettys-

burg, in part because it was their job 

to work the swing-state reporters and 

politicians on hand for the dedication 

of the cemetery, but also because they 

were young men who enjoyed a good 

time. In hindsight, they appreciated 

the gravitas of the moment.

 The pair acknowledged the growing 

consensus around the magnitude of the 

Gettysburg Address when they devoted 

a stand-alone chapter, 13 pages, to the 

speech. They reproduced the entire ad-

dress, along with a photo facsimile of the 

original manuscript in Lincoln’s hand.

In securing Lincoln’s historical leg-

acy, Hay believed it was imperative 

that the biography diminish the rep-

utation of George McClellan, the 

former Union general, Democratic 

presidential candidate and thorn in 

Lincoln’s side during the war.

Hay portrayed McClellan as an inept 

general given to “delusions” and “hal-

lucinations of overwhelming forces 

opposed to him,” a man who “rarely 

estimated the force immediately op-

posed to him at less than double its 

actual strength.” Hay disclosed for the 

fi rst time McClellan’s discourteous re-

fusal to meet with Lincoln, when the 

president called at his house in late 

1861, and zeroed in mercilessly on the 

general’s botched ef ort at the Battle 

of Antietam, where, thanks to a Union 

private’s discovery of Lee’s battle plans, 

he “knew not only of the division of 

his enemy’s army in half, but he knew 

where his trains, his rear-guard, his 

cavalry, were to march and to halt, and 

where the detached commands were to 

join the main body.” McClellan failed to 

act on this intelligence, Hay disclosed, 

and “every minute which he thus let 

slip away was paid for in the blood of 

Union soldiers the next day.” McClel-

lan’s “deplorable shortcomings” were 

a constant source of agony, as was his 

“mutinous insolence” in routinely den-

igrating the president behind his back. 

Nicolay and Hay scrupulously 

avoided distortions. Yet their bias was 

evident not only in what they wrote 

but what they omitted. The secretaries 

were fully cognizant of Mary Todd Lin-

coln’s misappropriation of the of  cial 

household expense account. They also 

witnessed the distress that her actions 

visited upon the president. The subject 

appears nowhere in their work.

 As for the president’s liberal sus-

pension of the writ of habeas cor-

pus—protection against indefinite 

confi nement without benefi t of legal 

proceeding—they dismissed crit-

ics. “The greatest care was taken by 

the President to restrain the of  cers 

acting under his authority from any 

abuse of this tremendous power,” 

they wrote. In retrospect, even histo-

rians who believe that Lincoln had lit-

tle choice but to jail certain vituper-

ous Northern opponents of the war 

would disagree with the secretaries’ 

overly generous assessment.

The Lincoln whom Hay and Nico-

lay introduced to the reading public 

was a deft operator. He exerted con-

trol “daily and hourly” over “the vast 

The secretaries understood that his legacy would 
forever be linked with his emancipation agenda. 
In this regard, they were writing for posterity.
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literary art.” By far, the critic whose 

opinion held the greatest sway with the 

authors was Robert Lincoln, and he was 

“much pleased . . . with the results of 

your long work,” he told Hay. “It is what I 

hoped it would be.” “Many people speak 

to me & confi rm my own opinion of it as 

a work in every way excellent—not only 

sustaining but elevating my father’s 

place in History,” he assured his friend 

of three decades. “I shall never cease to 

be glad that the places you & Nicolay 

held near him & in his confi dence were 

fi lled by you & not by others.”

Hefty and expensive, Abraham Lin-

coln: A History sold only 7,000 copies, 

but for every person who bought the 

collection, 50 others read extensive ex-

cerpts in its serial run. More important 

than sales was the book’s intellectual 

reach. For at least half a century, the 

Nicolay-Hay volumes formed the ba-

sis of all major scholarship on Lincoln.

Nicolay continued to labor in Lin-

coln’s shadow. He contributed articles 

on matters of Lincoln lore and legend. 

He condensed the ten volumes of his 

ef ort with Hay, creating an abridged 

history that achieved strong sales.  That 

his life had become an extension of Lin-

coln’s did not seem to trouble Nicolay. 

He had not grown as rich as Hay (though 

he surely understood that Hay married, 

rather than earned, his money). He was 

by no means as famous. He never held 

high of  ce or seemed even to aspire to it. 

Hay, approaching 60, fi nally achieved 

the political heights that many of his 

friends had expected of him. In spring  

1898, President William McKinley 

forced the increasingly senile John 

Sherman out of the State Department 

and later that year tapped Hay to re-

place him  as secretary of state. Over the 

next six and a half years, until his death, 

Hay played an instrumental role in ex-

panding America’s strategic position 

over two oceans and two hemispheres. 

Days after William McKinley, struck 

down by an assailant’s bullet, expired 

on September 14, 1901, Hay rode by 

carriage from his home on Lafayette 

Square to Capitol Hill, where his old-

est friend, John Nicolay, lay dying. Hay 

wore black crepe on his arm, a sign of 

mourning for the president. Helen 

greeted him in the hall and explained 

that her father did not have long to live. 

She asked that Hay not tell him of the 

president’s assassination, for fear that 

the news would agitate him. “I must 

take this of  before I go up to him,” Hay 

said as he removed his armband. “I had 

to tell him that my father would not 

see it—that he was already more in the 

other world than in this,” Helen later 

wrote. “He mounted the stairs slowly. 

I stayed below. He came down more 

slowly still, his face stricken with grief. 

He never saw his old friend again.”

Shortly following Theodore Roos-

evelt’s inauguration in 1905, Hay took a 

leave of absence from the State Depart-

ment and traveled to Europe with Clara, 

where he hoped that doctors might help 

cure him of mounting heart trouble. The 

sojourn seemed to have had a restorative 

ef ect. Yet by the time John and Clara 

boarded the RMS Baltic for the journey 

home, the old troubles seemed to af  ict 

him once again. After conferring with 

the president in Washington, Hay left 

with Clara for the Fells, his New Hamp-

shire country house, where he died in 

the early hours of July 1, 1905.

On July 25, 1947, some 30 scholars and 

scions of the Civil War era gathered in 

the Whittall Pavilion of the Library of 

Congress for a gala dinner. Poet and 

Lincoln biographer Carl Sandburg was 

there—so were historians James G. Ran-

dall and Paul Angle, the leading expert 

on Lincoln’s Springfi eld years. Ulysses 

S. Grant III was pleased to attend; Helen 

Nicolay, now 81, was compelled by poor 

health to send 

The Lincoln Memorial, constructed after 

the secretaries’ deaths, testifi es to their 

image of a president who was “almost a 

giant in physical stature and strength.” 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 80
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her regrets. “Not since that morning in 

the Petersen House have so many men 

who loved Lincoln been gathered in one 

room,” remarked one of the attendees.  

Shortly before midnight, the party 

took leave of the banquet and walked 

across the street to the library  annex. 

There they waited for the clock to strike 

12, signaling the 21st anniversary of 

Robert Todd Lincoln’s death—the date 

that the Lincoln family had designated 

to make the president’s papers available. 

Among the crowd of 200 onlookers, 

newspaper cameramen lit the room with 

their fl ashbulbs, while CBS Radio News 

interviewed several dignitaries.  

At the appointed hour, the library staf  

unlocked the vaulted doors that had  

guarded the Lincoln collection, and the 

scholars rushed the card catalog. Elated, 

Randall felt as though he were “living 

with Lincoln, handling the very papers 

he handled, sharing his deep concern 

over events and issues, noting his pa-

tience when complaints poured in, hear-

ing a Lincolnian laugh.” Many of the 

Lincoln papers were written in Nico-

lay’s or Hay’s hand and signed by the 

president. Most had passed through 

their fi ngers at least twice—during the 

war, when they were young men, and 

decades later, when they were old.

Soon after release of the manuscript 

collection, Roy P. Basler, the 41-year-

old secretary of the Abraham Lincoln 

Association, entered into an agreement 

with the Library of Congress to edit The 

Collected Works of Abraham Lincoln. 

Basler was among a handful of individ-

uals, then and since, who could claim 

to have read almost every extant scrap 

Lincoln ever wrote, from the mundane 

to the truly profound (with the exception 

of the late president’s legal papers). In 

1974, speaking as “one of the few people 

yet alive who once read Nicolay and Hay 

complete,” he judged their work “indis-

pensable” and predicted that it “will not 

be superseded.” Theirs was “not merely a 

biography of a public man but a history of 

the nation in his time.”  The secretaries, 

he concluded, made “use of the stuf  of 

history” in a way that few of their suc-

cessors could claim.

Lincoln’s Boys
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 79
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Cross-country fl iers usually nap, read 

or break out their tablet computers. 

When Toby Beach fl ies, he can’t stop 

looking out the window. “The land-

scape in this country is just mind-bog-

gling,” he says.

Beach should know; he’s on his way 

to spending an average of 35 hours 

airborne over each of the 50 states—

and he will not qualify for a single 

frequent-fl ier mile. He’s the direc-

tor and producer of the Smithsonian 

Channel’s “Aerial America,” which 

will begin its fourth season on Feb-

ruary 23 as one of the channel’s most 

widely viewed programs. “Everyone 

can go on Google Earth these days and 

look down,” says Beach, whose previ-

ous work includes documentaries on 

wildlife and on fi lm actors. The series 

of ers a dif erent perspective: “You’re 

neither on the ground nor looking 

from a satellite. You’re in three-di-

mensional space.”

The idea for the series came from 

David Royle, the channel’s executive 

vice president for programming and 

production. “I had seen some aerial 

programming in Europe that showed 

the great monumental sites, like 

Stonehenge and Versailles,” Royle 

says. “But I thought of the great 

American painters of the early 19th 

century, who turned their backs on 

the European tradition of painting 

grand buildings or objects to 

paint the American landscape, 

Hot accordion, boxed 
birds, the ends of the 
universe, a presidential 
recount . . . and more.

Sky High
A new fusion of camera and copter 
gives us a bird’s-eye view of America

“You’re in three-

dimensional space”: 

“Aerial America” got 

the swoop on Padre 

Island during the 

series’ visit to Texas. 

by Paul Glenshaw

Smithsonian

  



“Cell phones have gotten so small, I can barely 
dial mine” 

Not Jitterbug®, it features a larger keypad for easier 
dialing. It even has an oversized display so you can 
actually see it.
 
“I had to get my son to program it”
Your Jitterbug set-up process is simple. We’ll 
even pre-program it with your favorite numbers.
 
“I tried my sister’s cell phone… I couldn’t 
hear it”
Jitterbug is designed with an improved speaker. 
There’s an adjustable volume control, and 
Jitterbug is hearing-aid compatible.
 
“I don’t need stock quotes, Internet sites 
or games on my phone, I just want to talk 
with my family and friends”
Life is complicated enough… 
Jitterbug is simple.
 
“What if I don’t remember a number?”
Friendly, helpful Jitterbug operators 
are available 24 hours a day and will 
even greet you by name when you call.

“I’d like a cell phone to use in an 
emergency, but I don’t want a 
high monthly bill”
Jitterbug has a plan to fit your 
needs… and your budget.

 

“My cell phone company wants to lock me in on a 
two-year contract!”
Not Jitterbug, there’s no contract to sign and no penalty 

if you discontinue your service. 
 

“I’ll be paying for minutes I’ll 
never use!”
Not with Jitterbug, unused minutes 
carry over to the next month, there’s 
no roaming fee and no additional 
charge for long distance.
 
“My phone’s battery only lasts 
a couple of days”
The Jitterbug’s battery lasts 
for up to 25 days.
 
Enough talk. Isn’t it time  
you found out more about the 
cell phone that’s changing all 
the rules? Call now, Jitterbug  
product experts are standing by.

IMPORTANT CONSUMER INFORMATION: Jitterbug is owned by GreatCall, Inc. Your invoices will come from GreatCall. All rate plans and services require the purchase of a Jitterbug phone and a one-time set up fee of 
$35. Coverage and service is not available everywhere. Other charges and restrictions may apply. Screen images simulated. There are no additional fees to call Jitterbug’s 24-hour U.S. Based Customer Service. However, for 
calls to an Operator in which a service is completed, minutes will be deducted from your monthly balance equal to the length of the call and any call connected by the Operator, plus an additional 5 minutes. Monthly minutes 
carry over and are available for 60 days. If you exceed the minute balance on your account, you will be billed at 35¢ for each minute used over the balance. Monthly rate plans do not include government taxes or assessment  
surcharges. Prices and fees subject to change. 1We will refund the full price of the GreatCall phone and the activation fee (or set-up fee) if it is returned within 30 days of purchase in like-new condition. We will also refund 
your first monthly service charge if you have less than 30 minutes of usage. If you have more than 30 minutes of usage, a per minute charge of 35 cents will be deducted from your refund for each minute over 30 minutes. 
You will be charged a $10 restocking fee. The shipping charges are not refundable. Jitterbug and GreatCall are registered trademarks of GreatCall, Inc.  Samsung is a registered trademark of Samsung Electronics Co., 
Ltd.  ©2013 Samsung Telecommunications America, LLC.  ©2013 GreatCall, Inc.  ©2013 by firstSTREET for Boomers and Beyond, Inc.

Available in 
Silver and Red.

More minute plans available. Ask your Jitterbug expert for details.

We proudly accept the following credit cards.

Jitterbug Plus Cell Phone
Call today to get your own Jitterbug Plus.   
 Please mention promotional code 47615.

 1-888-822-9256  
www.jitterbugdirect.com

Order now and receive a 

FREE Car Charger for your Jitterbug –  

a $24.99 value. Call now!
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ÒMy friends all hate their  
cell phonesÉ 
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nose—which, he notes, “would be a 

huge FAA violation.”

Beach, the helicopter pilot and the 

cinematographer manning the cam-

era controls have to make sure the 

camera and the copter move in con-

cert, whether they’re taking footage 

of hikers in the six million acres of 

Alaska’s Denali National Park or a 

single groundskeeper manicuring Bal-

timore’s Camden Yards baseball fi eld. 

They’ve fl own higher than 13,000 feet 

and lower than a hay bale, Beach says.  

A New York Times reviewer has noted 

that “no big-budget hour of televi-

sion is complete nowadays, it seems, 

without an establishing aerial shot of 

a nighttime skyline . . . [but] ‘Aerial 

America’ takes viewers’ expectations 

for dramatic views to an extreme.”

“We try to structure each program 

so the timeline of the state’s history 

will be clear,” Beach says. But they 

also “shoot 21st-century stories and 

images that can bring history alive.” 

For instance, he cites Kentucky—fea-

tured this season, with Texas, Idaho, 

Utah, the Dakotas, Wyoming and Ne-

braska—and its 193-year tradition of 

commercial coal mining. “We fi lmed 

old mines and camps,” he says. “But 

there’s no better way to show viewers 

just how much coal there is in the 

Appalachians than to fi lm mountain-

top-removal mining from the air.”

As the program approaches the 

50-state mark, Beach tends to take 

the long view from the director’s seat. 

“You’re seeing all kinds of formations 

in the ground that date back 50 million 

years, or the way that industry has trans-

formed the land, the way that people, just 

in their daily lives over the last 200 years, 

have turned empty prairie into cities and 

towns. It’s pretty moving to see.”

This Just In
Thinking Inside the Box

Joseph Cornell boxes are known 

for their intricacy, arranged with 

maps, trinkets, scraps of French 

novels, glass bottles and other 

found objects. The Hirshhorn’s 

recent  Cornell acquisition, Unti-

tled (Aviary with Yellow Birds), is 

decidedly elemental by compari-

son. Unlike the artist’s later, more 

famous aviaries, which typically 

contained cut-out  bird illustrations, 

this unique work, dated c. 1948, 

has three-dimensional wooden 

birds, rough-hewn, undetailed and 

painted in bright yellow . This exer-

cise in symbolism refl ects Cornell’s 

commitment to free association as 

an organizing principle of Surreal-

ism. “Cornell was a visual poet, try-

ing to stimulate our minds to leave 

humdrum reality for a little bit,” says 

curator Valerie Fletcher, who will 

feature the aviary in a 2015 exhibi-

tion on Surrealist sculpture. “While 

many of his boxes are beautiful, 

this aviary is less about beauty. It’s 

more about inciting you through the 

subject to think things.” –VICKY GAN

which they considered the equivalent. 

I thought we could tell the story of 

America by merging its history with 

its landscape.”

The “three-dimensional space” 

Beach mentioned is a result of ad-

vances in high-defi nition videography 

and helicopter rigging that allow for 

degrees of depth, clarity, climbing, 

swooping and zooming that would 

have been unimaginable a few years 

ago. Before, Beach says, aerial vid-

eographers either took of  the heli-

copter’s door, strapped themselves in 

and trained a hand-held camera out-

ward, or they bolted a camera to a hard 

mount on the helicopter’s nose. Either 

method limited the camera’s point of 

view and was prone to shaking. 

For “Aerial America,” his crew 

uses a Cineflex system that consists 

of a 97-pound  lens mounted to a 

gimbal at the helicopter’s nose and a 

set of controls operated from inside 

the cabin; the lens can tilt, roll and 

rotate 360 degrees, but its gyroscop-

ic stabilizer can hold the image still 

even if the chopper is being buffeted 

by 30-knot  winds. The system can 

produce close-up imagery of, say, 

antelope in New Mexico while the 

helicopter is flying so high the an-

imals don’t know it’s there. It can 

also confuse human beings on the 

ground: Beach recalls that someone 

in Wisconsin reported that the “Ae-

rial America” helicopter was flying 

around with a person hanging off the 

Playlist

Border-crossing

Max Baca, a virtuoso on the 12-string bajo sexto (Spanish for Òsixth bassÓ), grew up in Albuquerque 

idolizing the legendary accordionist Flaco JimŽnez, master of the Tex-Mex music known as conjunto. 

Now, nearly four decades later, the two are collaborators on Legends & Legacies, an album released 

this month by Smithsonian Folkways. Baca, who is best known for incorporating blues and rock licks 

in his conjunto sound, describes it as a return to tradition: ÒItÕs pretty much the songs that his father 

used to play when he was a kid and the songs that my dad used to play when I was a kid.Ó It adds up to a 

colorful, comical portrait of everyday life on the border.  –VICKY GAN  Listen at Smithsonian.com/conjunto
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Submit your queries to  
Smithsonian.com/ask

Do astrophysicists believe there is an 

end to space? If so, what do they think 

could be on the other side? Jessica L. 

Leeper, Frisco, Texas

No, they don’t believe there’s an end 

to space. However, we can only see a 

certain  volume of all that’s out there. 

Since the universe is 13.8 billion years 

old, light from a galaxy more than 13.8 

billion light-years away hasn’t had 

time to reach us yet, so we have no 

way of knowing such a galaxy  exists. 

Mark Reid, astrophysicist, Harvard-

Smithsonian Center for Astrophysics

Why is Grover Cleveland the only 

American president who is counted 

twice? I know he served two noncon-

secutive terms, but he was still only 

one man. Thomas Hansen, Rolling 

Meadows, Illinois 

SMITHSONIAN

I LLUSTRATION BY John Hersey

Ask Smithsonian
Your questions answered by our experts

A lightning bolt heats the air so that 

it expands at tremendous speed—fast 

enough to create a shock wave that 

travels outward at the speed of sound. 

That shock wave is what we hear as 

a thunderclap. When the shock wave 

hits the irregular ground surface, 

some of the energy is refl ected to cre-

ate other waves; these we hear as a 

low rumbling after the clap. Andrew 

Johnston, geographer, Air and Space 

Museum

How do jellyfish  navigate, hunt and 

otherwise display motor skills when 

they don’t have a brain? Martin J. Cle-

mens, Cambridge, Canada

Jellyfish do not have a brain or cen-

tralized nervous system, but they do 

have sensory structures and sensory 

cells that make up a nervous system. 

This system, which varies in com-

plexity from species to species, al-

lows jellyfi sh to react to chemical and 

physical cues in their environment. 

Allen Collins, invertebrate zoologist, 

Museum of Natural History

No one anticipated nonconsecutive 

terms, so it had long been the custom 

to count presidents as individuals 

rather than by their terms in office. 

Cleveland is counted as the 22nd and 

24th presidents because Benjamin 

Harrison was the 23rd. It made no 

sense to revert to 22 when Cleveland 

regained the White House in 1893. 

More logically, presidents would be 

counted by terms—George Washing-

ton, for example, would be considered 

the fi rst and second presidents. Now 

Barack Obama, the 44th man to hold 

the of  ce, is occupying the 57th pres-

idential term.  David C. Ward, senior 

historian, Portrait Gallery

Where did time zones come from? 

Romualdo P. Baranuelo, Naga City, 

the Philippines

The time zones we use today are 

based on those adopted by North 

American railroads on November 18, 

1883. Those zones recognized the me-

ridian passing through Greenwich, 

England, as zero degrees longitude, 

as did an international conference 

in 1884. The U.S. time zones were 

recognized in federal law with the 

Standard Time Act of 1918. Carlene 

Stephens, curator of time collections, 

American History Museum 

How does a lightning bolt lasting a 

second or less produce a thunderclap 

lasting ten seconds or more? Richard 

Pearce, Brattleboro, Vermont 
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Strings Attached
Ends April 13

There’s more to “Puppetry in Ameri-

ca,” at the American History Museum, 

than the Muppets. Featuring Punch 

and Judy, Howdy Doody and Scraps, 

(above) from Tim Burton’s 2005 fi lm 

Corpse Bride—along with a number of 

Jim Henson’s well-loved creations—

the exhibition traces the 160-year 

evolution of one of the nation’s oldest 

types of performance art, from a once-

crude imitation of Italian, French and 

British traditions into a distinctively 

American and innovative art form.

Close Knit

Ends September 21 

In “Home Sewn: 
Quilts from the 
Lower Mississip-
pi Valley,” at the 
Anacostia Com-
munity Museum, 
four quilts by 
three Mississippi 
women—sisters 
Annie Dennis and 
Emma Russell and 
their friend Ef  e 
Bates Copper—
represent patterns 
and techniques 
passed down 
through fi ve gener-
ations. The exhibi-
tion draws on oral 
histories to bring 
an African-Amer-
ican quilting com-
munity to life.

River Deep
Indefi nite 

Herodotus wrote that Egypt was “the gift of 

the Nile,” sustained by the river’s water and 

crop-nourishing silt. The Freer Gallery’s “The Nile 

and Ancient Egypt” celebrates the river’s central 

role in ancient Egyptian art, culture and religion. 

Highlights include a lifelike stone and copper head 

of a pharaoh from circa 3000 B.C. and a glass jar 

from circa 2000  B.C. (above), crafted on a core of 

sand and clay whose colorful wave forms recall 

the river itself. 

The Word
Ends September 7

“Cool” is a style, a sensibility, a 

state of mind that shifts with and 

defi nes an era. It’s an American 

concept with global cachet, and 

it’s a password for those in the 

know. You know it when you see it. 

Now “American Cool,” at the 

National Portrait Gallery, gives 

you an eyeful in 100 photographs 

of prominent musicians, writers 

and actors. The museum’s emis-

saries of American cool include 

Miles Davis, Patti Smith, Johnny 

Depp, Jay-Z and Debbie Harry, 

seen below in a 1978 portrait by 

Robert Mapplethorpe.

by Vicky Gan SMITHSONIAN SPOTLIGHT

Get an insider’s look at the Smithsonian at 

Smithsonian.com/mall

American Heritage

Ends February 23

“I have never tried 

to prove that I was 

Indian through my 

art,” said George 

Morrison (1919-2000), 

an artist of Chippewa 

heritage—though he 

allowed that his art 

gave some “suggestion 

of the rock whence 

I was hewn.” The 

fi rst comprehensive 

retrospective of his 

work, “Modern Spirit,” 

at the Heye Center 

in New York City, 

includes 80 pieces 

(above: Cumulated 

Landscape, 1976) 

that refl ect his 

interests in Abstract 

Expressionism and the 

natural world.

  



Have you ever said to yourself “I’d 

love to get a computer, if only I could 

figure out how to use it.” Well, you’re 

not alone. Computers were supposed 

to make our lives simpler, but they’ve 

gotten so complicated that they are 

not worth the trouble. With all of the 

“pointing and clicking” and “dragging 

and dropping” you’re lucky if you  

can figure out where you are. Plus, 

you are constantly worrying about 

viruses and freeze-ups. If this sounds 

familiar, we have great news for you. 

There is finally a computer that’s 

designed for simplicity and ease of  

use. It’s the WOW Computer, and  

it was designed with you in mind. This 

computer is easy-to-use, worry-free 

and literally puts the world at your 

fingertips. From the moment you  

open the box, you’ll realize how  

different the WOW Computer is.  

The components are all connected;  

all you do is plug it into an outlet and 

your high-speed Internet connection. 

Then you’ll see the screen – it’s now 

22 inches. This is a completely new 

touch screen system, without the  

cluttered look of the normal computer 

screen. The “buttons” on the screen 

are easy to see and easy to understand. 

All you do is touch one of them, from 

the Web, Email, Calendar to Games–  

you name it… and a new screen opens 

up. It’s so easy to use you won’t have 

to ask your children or grandchildren 

for help. Until now the very people 

who could benefit most from E-mail 

and the Internet are the ones that  

have had the hardest time accessing  

it. Now, thanks to the WOW  

Computer, countless older Americans 

are discovering the wonderful world 

of the Internet every day. Isn’t it time 

you took part? Call now, and a  

patient, knowledgeable product  

expert will tell you how you can try  

it in your home for 30 days. If you  

are not totally satisfied, simply return 

it within 30 days for a refund of the 

product purchase price.  Call today.

Call now and find out how you can 

get the new WOW! Computer.

Mention promotional code 47616 

for special introductory pricing.

1-877-788-5828 
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TECHNOLOGY SIMPLIFIED – BIGGER AND BETTER

Wow! The Computer Designed for 

You, Not Your Grandchildren!
Easy to read. Easy to see. Easy to use. Just plug it in! 

s Send & Receive Emails

s Have video chats with family and friends

s Surf the Internet:

 Get current weather and news

s Play games on line:

 Hundreds to choose from!

ÒI love this computer! It is easy to 

read and to use!  I get photo updates 

from my children and grandchildren  

all the time.Ó

– Janet F.

FREE
Automatic

Software Updates

NEW
Now comes with...

Larger 22-inch hi-resolution 
screen – easier to see

16% more viewing area

Simple navigation Ð so you  
never get lost

Intel¨ processor Ð lightning fast

Computer is in the monitor Ð 
No bulky tower

Advanced audio, Better speaker 
configuration Ð easier to hear

Text to Speech translation Ð  
it can even read your  

emails to you!

U.S. Based Customer Service
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 FREE Enrollment Packet!

 CALL 1-800-374-4392 

There’s no obligation so call today. www.MutualDirectLife.com

Take advantage of the features 

of this Easy Way ® Whole Life 

Insurance Policy: 

�  Guaranteed Acceptance  

with no health questions asked

�  Full Coverage  

for people aged 45 to 85

�  Benefits do not decrease 

due to age or changing health

�  Coverage Guaranteed 

policy cannot be cancelled

�  Builds cash value 

Good news in today’s  
economy for people  

ages 45 to 85.*

no matter what your 
health and at rates 
that never go up!

Consumers want the best value in todayÕs challenging times. Their life insurance is no exception.  

Whether you need funds to help pay your final expenses or just want to strengthen your current 

coverage, United of Omaha Life Insurance Company and Companion Life Insurance Company 

in New York have the right protection . . . priced right for you.

This is a solicitation of insurance, an agent may contact you. These policies contain benefits, reductions, limitations, and 
exclusions to include a reduction in death benefits during the first two years of policy ownership. In NY, during the first 
two years, 110% of premiums will be paid. EASY WAY Whole Life Insurance is underwritten by United of Omaha Life Insurance 
Company, Omaha, NE, 68175 which is licensed nationwide except NY. Life insurance policies issued in NY are underwritten by 
Companion Life Insurance Company, Hauppauge, NY 11788. Each company is responsible for its own financial and contractual 
obligations. Policy Form ICC11L057P or state equivalent (in FL: 7722L-0505; in NY: 827Y-0505; in OR: 7736L-0505). Not available 
in all states. *Age eligibility varies in some states.

Call for your FREE Enrollment Packet Today!

 

 $3,000.00 $5,000.00 $10,000.00 $25,000.00

  AGE Male Female Male Female Male Female Male Female

 45-49 $10.45 $8.80 $16.75 $14.00 $32.50 $27.00 $79.75 $66.00

 50-54 $11.50 $9.70 $18.50 $15.50 $36.00 $30.00 $88.50 $73.50

 55-59 $14.20 $11.95 $23.00 $19.25 $45.00 $37.50 $111.00 $92.25

 60-64 $17.20 $13.30 $28.00 $21.50 $55.00 $42.00 $136.00 $103.50

 65-69 $20.50 $16.00 $33.50 $26.00 $66.00 $51.00 $163.50 $126.00

 70-74 $27.40 $21.40 $45.00 $35.00 $89.00 $69.00 $221.00 $171.00

 75-79 $37.00 $30.10 $61.00 $49.50 $121.00 $98.00 $301.00 $243.50

 80-85 $50.50 $42.55 $83.50 $70.25 $166.00 $139.50 $413.50 $347.25

In NY and OR please call for rates.

  



FREE EXCHANGES. New customer offer. Limit 4 shirts per customer. Shipping charges extra.  

Cannot be combined with other offers. Expires 3/30/14.

SPECIAL 
INTRODUCTORY 
PRICE

reg. $59.50-$64.50

$19.95

• white 100% cotton

• 6 collar styles

• button or french cuffs

• regular, big & tall or trim

• 141À2” x 32” to 20” x 37”

• FREE monogramming 
(reg. $10.95)

¥ Add this silk tie for 
just $19.95  

(reg. $62.50)

paulfredrick.com/intro 
800-309-6000 

our best selling dress shirt

the pinpoint oxford

Specify promotional code T4RSSM 

  



Chris Harris

To receive an illustration from the Smithsonian, please fi ll out and mail this coupon.

I have already included the 
Smithsonian in my will.

Name: 

Address:  

Phone:

Email:

Offi ce of Planned Giving
Smithsonian Institution
P.O. Box 37012, MRC 035 
Washington, D.C., 20013-7012

Send information on a Smithson-
ian Charitable Gift Annuity.

Birthdate(s):

Amount:   $10,000       $50,000         
                 $100,000       

I want to know more about gifts 
to the Smithsonian that provide 
me with income for life.

Send information on including 
the Smithsonian in my will or 
other estate plans.

Sample Rates
(One Benefi ciary)

Age 65:      4.7%

Age 75:      5.8%

Age 85:      7.8%

Age 90+:    9.0%

For more information, contact the Offi ce of Planned Giving, Smithsonian Institution.  

888.419.7584  | Email: legacy@si.edu  |  si.giftlegacy.com

For Chris Harris, the Smithsonian has 

been a source of great inspiration. 

From the time he was a young boy, he’s 

clocked countless hours exploring its 

exhibits, attending events, and losing 

himself in the Smithsonian’s extensive 

modern art collection. 

These days the Smithsonian is touching 

his life in a different way. Through Chris’ 

Smithsonian Charitable Gift Annuities, 

he receives income for life along with  

signifi cant tax benefi ts. But mainly, 

Chris gets to give back to what he 

would consider to be a life-long friend.

HOW CHRIS HARRIS IS
KEEPING MODERN ART 

from becoming 

 ANCIENT HISTORY.

PG1402SM

ALEVE 

Just 2 Aleve have the stength to relieve 

minor arthritis* pain all day. Each pill  

can last 12 hours.  

*Use as directed for minor arthritis pain. 

aleve.com

AMERICAN CRUISE LINES 

Small Ship Cruising Done Perfectly. 

Voted 2013 North America’s Leading 

River Cruise Company. 1-800-460-6187 

americancruiselines.com 

LINDBLAD EXPEDITIONS-

NATIONAL GEOGRAPHIC  

Active, engaging, immersive ship-based 

expeditions to remarkable places: 

Galapagos, Antarctica, Alaska & more  

expeditions.com 800-EXPEDITION

PEARL SEAS CRUISES 

Defining luxury adventure with itineraries 

through the Canadian Maritimes, Great 

Lakes and Caribbean. 1.888.669.5812 

pearlseascruises.com

ADVERTISEMENT

INFORMATION 

For a complete listing, visit: 
www.smithsonianmag.com/
reader-service/

FREE
Special offers, 
information, 
and travel deals 
from our valued 
partners.

  



WWW.CAPPADOCIACAVESUITES.COM

 Cultural Folk Tours, “Bora Tours”, is a wonderful little
  company with unique qualities, excellent guides, 
    food, photo opps., unbelievable antiquities, live
        music, cooking lessons and more.  We do 
                   tours as tours should be done.

   For lectures, a free brochure & DVD CALL:

1-800-935-8875E-mail: tourinfo@boraozkok.com

Website: www.culturalfolktours.com For direct hotel reservations:

info@cappadociacavesuites.com

All our tours stay at our 
boutique hotel in Cappadocia, a World Heritage site! 
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Canton, Ohio (Special) Jefferson set 

sail for France in 1784 as Minister to the 

Court of Louis XVI.

The cuisine of France, which he was 

to discover, was a joy and a revelation 

to him.

During the four years he lived in 

Paris... Jefferson devoted himself to the 

intricacies of French cooking. The most 

precious recipes of his French kitchen 

were carefully copied in his own hand 

and brought back to the United States.

When Jefferson returned to America, 

he came not only as a distinguished 

statesman, but as one of the greatest 

epicures and connoisseurs in the art of 

fine dining of his day.

The choicest delicacies of two conti-

nents now made their appearance on his 

table... the finest wines were imported 

from France, Spain, and Italy... all 

personally supervised by Jefferson.

The recipes for these delicious ices, 

tender cakes, superlative ragouts and 

marvelous coffees were preserved in 

Jefferson’s personal cookbook. 

Jefferson’s little granddaughter, 

Virginia Randolph carefully copied the 

recipes he brought back from France, 

as well as additional ones from friends 

and the various cooks and stewards who 

worked at different times, at Monticello 

and the White House.

The one-of-a-kind cookbook was 

handed down for generations from mother 

to daughter as a priceless possession.

In the late 1930s, Fanny M. Burke... 

great-great granddaughter of Jefferson... 

presented the book to the Thomas 

Jefferson Memorial Foundation shortly 

before her death. Ms. Burke joined with 

the Foundation in giving noted historian, 

Marie Kimball permission to prepare it 

for publication.

Mrs. Kimball fully adapted Thomas 

Jefferson’s Cook Book to practical, 

modern use.

All the recipes were proportioned 

to our current practice of a formula for 

serving six people.

Each recipe has been tested. It is not 

only correct, but tastes great!

Advertisement

Old Cookbook Reveals …

“Amazing Details of  
Jefferson’s Dining Habits”

Thomas Jefferson’s Cook Book by 
Marie Kimball was published in 1938. 
It has now, of course, long been out-
of-print.

An Ohio publisher, however, has 
recently made special arrangements to 
reprint a limited edition of Thomas 

Jefferson’s Cook Book.

Parisian recipes are given for Ice Cream, 
Blanc Mange, Wine Jelly, Macaroons, 
Meringues, Noodles a la Macaroni, 
Brandied Peaches and more. 

From his recipes used in Paris, 
Monticello and in the White House are 
complete treatises on many delicious 
soups... both French and American. 
You’ll love Jefferson’s personal comments 
about his soup recipes. 

Jefferson’s coverage of meats and 
fowl is quite extensive. Many great 
recipes are included for chicken, veal, 
mutton, beef, ham, turkey, goose, venison 
and more.

Jefferson’s recipes for fish and seafood 
also abound... as does his treatment for 
scads of delicious vegetable recipes. 

Better yet, the list of desserts and 
creams will make you hungry when 
you really aren’t! Under “Creams” are 
recipes for dishes as tasty today as when 
they were written over 200 years ago!

If you contact the publisher right 
now, you can get your own personal 
copy of this delightful historic cookbook. 
It is a beautiful full-size perfect bound 
book you will be proud to display on 

your coffee table, bookshelf, or where 
ever you keep your very best books.

Want to really be a hit with your 
family and friends? Simply invite them 
over for “dinner with Jefferson” and 
serve all your dishes from Thomas 

Jefferson’s Cook Book!

Your friends and neighbors are 
guaranteed to be absolutely envious... 
and you are guaranteed to be completely 
satisfied with your cookbook. You may 
examine and use it for a full three months 
and return it for a full no-questions-
asked refund if you desire.

Although not available in bookstores, 
you may order your cookbook directly 
from the publisher. There is a strict limit 
however, of only two copies per customer.

It’s easy to get your copy of Thomas 

Jefferson’s Cook Book.

Simply write your name and address 
on a plain piece of paper. Mail it along 
with your remittance of only $19.95 plus 
$3.98 postage and handling (total of 
$23.93, OH residents please add 6.5% 
sales tax) to: Jefferson Cookbook, 
Special Offer J174, 500 S. Prospect 
Ave., Box 980, Hartville, Ohio 44632.

You may charge to your Visa,  
MasterCard, Discover or American 
Express by including your card number, 
expiration date and signature. For 
even faster service, have your credit 
card handy and telephone toll-free 
1-800-310-7610 and ask for Special 
Offer J174.

The book makes an excellent gift 
for any gift-giving occasion. You can 
get two copies for only $30 postpaid... a 
whopping $17.86 saving!

Act within the next 15 days and 
the publisher will include a free bonus 
valued at $20.00. It’s a copy of a price-
less historic document... the little-known 
original rough draft of the Declaration of 
Independence!

The draft is in Jefferson’s own hand-
writing with corrections in the margins 
by Ben Franklin and John Adams!  
Remember, it’s yours absolutely free, 
even if you decide not to keep your 
cookbook.

http://www.jamesdirect.com

Thomas Jefferson – “The Father
of Fine Dining” In America

  



Not all personal emergency response systems (PERS) have the same features. You should determine which features are important to you. $200 savings calculation was 
determined by averaging the PERS market leaders’ lowest available monthly fees. 5Star Urgent Response is available with the purchase of The 5Star and a one-time set-
up fee of $35. Valid credit or debit card required for monthly service. 5Star service may not be available in remote or enclosed areas. You will not be able to make 5Star or 
9-1-1 calls when cellular service is not available. 5Star service will be able to track an approximate location when your device is turned on and fully charged, but we cannot
guarantee an exact location. 5Star service does not require a contract and can be cancelled at any time. Monthly service fees do not include government taxes or assessment
surcharges. Prices and fees are subject to change. 5Star, 5Star Urgent Response and GreatCall are registered trademarks of GreatCall, Inc. Copyright ©2014, GreatCall, Inc.

Call 1-866-336-4462 today
or visit us online at greatcall.com/5Star
If ordering online, please enter promo code POUCH at checkout.

The most affordable

medical alert service.

No contracts.
No cancellation fees.
No equipment to install.

ÒÉthe medical alert
service that costs less
and goes where I go!Ó

For only $1499 per month!

Endorsed by John Walsh, from 
AmericaÕs Most Wanted

Sometimes life can catch you by surprise, and it takes 
just a moment to end up in an emergency situation. In 
my good friend HelenÕs case, that moment happened 
while she was out for a walk. She started feeling dizzy, 
lost her balance and fell. Helen had her cell phone, 
but it happened so quickly she didnÕt know who to 
call or even have time to dial. It turned out she had 
experienced a minor stroke.

It took my friendÕs unexpected emergency to make me 
realize that I need to be better prepared. Then I found 
5Star Urgent Response¨

 service by GreatCall
¨
 and I 

thought, ÔThis is the answer!Õ The 5Star
¨

 is a mobile 
medical alert device that gets you help whenever you 
need it, wherever you go.

Now I know that when I encounter an uncertain or 
unsafe situation, all I have to do is press the button 
and I can immediately speak to a 5Star Agent who can 
GET�ME�THE�HELP�)�NEED��4HESE�!GENTS�WILL�CONl�RM�MY�
location using GPS, evaluate the situation, and even 
call emergency services if needed.

I had tried one of those old fashioned help buttons, but 
since it only worked around my house, I felt trapped. 
Plus, it was so expensive. 5Star has reliable nationwide 
wireless coverage, so I can get help at home or on the 
go. And at only $1499 per month, itÕs affordable. With 
5Star, I can live my life the way I want to, and my family 
can worry less about me. 

 “I will never be without it.”

“This little device is one of the     
best purchases I’ve ever made.”

“An amazing tool, phenomenal 
customer service and worth it, worth 
it, worth it!”

What our fans are
saying on Facebook:

Start now and save over $200
per year in fees compared to other personal 
emergency response services.

Limited time offer! Call 
now to get a FREE 5Star 
Pouch, a $1999 value.
With activation by 3/15/14.

®

Why 5Star is simply the best:

• Patented GPS technology
• Access to emergency services 
• Speak with a live, registered   
 nurse, day or night
• 100% U.S. Based Agents,   
 available 24/7
• Powered by the nation’s
   largest, most reliable network

  



 “[richard] kurin has intimate knowledge of the organization’s inventory of over 137 million 

items… [His] humanistic approach to storytelling makes for immersive, addictive reading.” 

—*Publishers Weekly (starred and boxed review)

“A masterful job…immersive, 

addictive reading.”*

ThePenguinPress.com

ON�SALE�NOW!

  



GOLD EAGLE 
AT-COST COIN RELEASE

U.S. MONEY 
R E S E R V E

Special Arrangements Can 
Be Made for Gold

Orders Over $50,000

Offi cial United States 
Government Gold 
Released Today At Cost

The U.S. Money Reserve 
Main Vault Facility today 
announces what could be the 

final release of U.S. government-
issued gold coins previously held in 
the West Point Depository/U.S. 
Mint. For the first time in recent 
history, U.S. citizens can buy 
these 2013 government-issued $5 
gold coins at an incredible at-cost 
price of only $138.00 each—an 
amazing price because these U.S. 
government-issued gold coins are 
completely free of dealer markup. 
That’s correct—our cost. Gold, 
which is currently around $1,230 
per ounce, is predicted by experts to 
have the explosive upside potential 
of reaching up to $5,000 per ounce 
in the future. Please be advised: Our 
U.S. government gold inventory 
will be priced at $138.00 per coin 
while supplies last or for up to 30 
days. Call 1-855-429-9485 now!

Orders that are not immediately 
received or reserved with the order 
center could be subject to cancellation 
and your checks returned uncashed. 
We hope that everyone will have 
a chance to purchase this special 
U.S. government-issued gold at 
cost. Order immediately before 
our vault sells out completely! Call 
toll-free 1-855-429-9485 today. 

If you had $50,000 in the bank 
and you transferred it into gold at 

today’s prices, your money could 
potentially grow to more than 
four times its current value—over 
$200,000. On the other hand, if 
you leave that same $50,000 in the 
bank for 10 years, chances are, it’s 
only going to be worth the same 
$50,000. When you convert money 
to gold, you have transferred its 
value from a paper currency into a 
precious metal that can rise in both 
market and numismatic value. This 
is how the genius of owning gold 
can protect your money in today’s 
very volatile market. Thousands of 
individuals have lost their entire 
fortunes overnight. Don’t let it 
happen to you. The gold market 
is currently very explosive, and 
in our opinion smart individuals 
are moving up to 30% of their 
assets into gold. Call a portfolio 
manager today to lock in your 
at-cost government gold order!

AMERICANS OWN GOLD FOR ONLY $138!

U.S. MONEY 
R E S E R V E

CALL NOW: 1-855-429-9485
 BEGINNING TODAY, TELEPHONE ORDERS WILL BE ACCEPTED ON A FIRST-COME, 

FIRST-SERVED BASIS ACCORDING TO THE TIME AND DATE OF THE ORDER!

B6HI:G86G9���K>H6���6B:M���9>H8DK:G���8=:8@���76C@�L>G:���68=

APPROVED: PUBLIC LAW 99-185

Or while supplies last

Offer valid for 
up to 30 days

VAULT CODE:

SMT31-138

© 2013 U.S. Money Reserve

Prices may be more or less based on current market conditions. The markets for coins are unregulated. Prices can rise or fall and carry some risks. The company is not affi liated with the U.S. Government and the U.S. Mint. 

Past performance of the coin or the market cannot predict future performance. Special at-cost offer is strictly limited to only one lifetime purchase of 10 at-cost coins (regardless of price paid) per household, plus shipping and 

insurance ($15-$35). Price not valid for precious metals dealers. Coin dates our choice.

  





Costa Rica Natural Paradise 9 Days $1095
Volcanoes, Beaches and Rainforests

Affordable Guided Vacation. Call now for choice dates: 1-800-Caravan

All meals included

'D\���:HOFRPH�WR�WKH�´5LFK�&RDVW··
With Caravan, hike jungle rainforests, 
view volcanoes, soak in hot springs, 
cruise biological reserves and relax on 
tropical ocean beaches. Arrive at San 
José, Costa Rica for a 2-night stay.

Day 2 Visit Poás Volcano
From an overlook, see inside the 
active Poás Volcano. Hike Escallonia 
Cloud Forest Trail. Visit a coffee 
plantation on the slopes of the extinct 
Barva Volcano.

Day 3 Rainforest Aerial Tram
Glide through the jungle canopy 
on the Rainforest Aerial Tram. Visit 
a pineapple plantation. Enjoy scenic 
countryside to the San Carlos Valley 
for a two night stay in Fortuna.

Day 4 Caño Negro, Hot-Springs
Cruise Rio Frio through Caño Negro. 
Enjoy a relaxing soak in volcanic hot 
springs. See majestic Arenal Volcano.

Day 5 Hanging Bridges
Enjoy an unforgettable adventure as 
you hike on six suspension bridges 
through the tropical rainforest canopy. 
Relax 2-nights at JW Marriott Resort.

Day 6 Guanacaste Beach Resort
All day leisure at your magnificent 
beach resort and world-class spa.

Day 7 Tropical Dry Forest
Explore the only tropical dry forest in 
Costa Rica. Enjoy the beaches just 
outside your hotel at the entrance 
to the Manuel Antonio National Park.

Day 8 Manuel Antonio Park
Hike rainforest trails and beachcomb 
world famous Manuel Antonio Park. 
Crocodile cruise on the Tarcoles River. 

Day 9 San José 
Your Caravan tour ends with breakfast 
at your hotel. Thanks for vacationing 
with Caravan. 

¡Hasta la vista!

Join the smart shoppers and 

experienced travelers who rely 

on Caravan to handle all the details 

while you and your family enjoy 

a well-earned, worry-free vacation.

FREE Vacation Catalog

1-800-Caravan 

“Call for choice dates”—Tomas Toucan

Affordable Guided Vacations

LATIN AMERICA TOURS             (Tax,fees extra)

Guatemala 10 days $1195
Costa Rica 9 days $1095
Panama 8 days $1195
CANADA TOURS

Nova Scotia 10 days $1395
Canadian Rockies 9 days $1595
USA TOURS

Grand Canyon 8 days $1395
California Coast 8 days $1295
Mount Rushmore 8 days $1295
New England 8 days $1295

caravan
Since 1952—Find Your Vacation at caravanácom
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successful suit against him in Decem-

ber, by which time he had already run 

through a great deal of her money and 

seduced her granddaughter, leaving 

her pregnant with his son.

Since the hideous violence Fielding 

infl icted on Barbara would not, in it-

self, have been suf  cient to secure a 

divorce, it raises  the question whether 

there was ever a case so extreme that 

the courts intervened. The answer is 

just once, but not in the manner tra-

ditionally associated with divorce. In 

April 1631, a grand jury indicted the 

Earl of Castlehaven on the capital 

charges of rape and sodomy. The list 

of his alleged crimes included hiring 

his male lovers as his servants and 

giving them full control of the house-

hold, marrying of  his eldest daughter 

to one of his lover/servants, collud-

ing in the seduction of his adolescent 

stepdaughter, and finally, holding 

down his wife while she was raped 

by one of his servants. Castlehaven’s 

chief defense was that a wife’s body 

belonged to her husband, to dispose 

of as he saw fi t. According to English 

law, the prosecutors could not dis-

agree with the fi rst part of his state-

ment, but they rejected the logical 

conclusion of the latter. The earl was 

sentenced to death.

Castlehaven was beheaded on May 

14, 1631, almost exactly 100 years af-

ter the execution of Anne Boleyn. The 

irony was that in both cases, death had 

been easier to achieve than divorce. 

Contrary to popular belief, Henry VIII 

did not divorce any of his wives. He 

had sought an annulment from Cath-

erine of Aragon—which he finally 

awarded to himself after the pope’s 

continued refusal. When it came to 

Anne’s turn, Henry took the easy route 

by having her found guilty of treason. 

Two days before her execution he be-

came anxious and ordered his bish-

ops to decree an annulment as well. 

Henry did not like to think of himself 

as a wife killer. If Anne Boleyn was 

guilty of starting any sort of trend, it 

was in adding new signifi cance to the 

line “till death do you part.” 

Divorce
CONTINUED FROM PAGE 31
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Do you get discouraged when you 
hear your telephone ring? Do you 
avoid using your phone because 
hearing difficulties make it 
hard to understand the person 
on the other end of the line? 
For many Americans the 
telephone conversation – 
once an important part of 
everyday life – has become a 
thing of the past. Because they 
can’t understand what is said 
to them on the phone, they’re 
often cut off from friends, family, 
doctors and caregivers. Now, 
thanks to innovative technology there 
is finally a better way.

A simple idea… made possible 

with sophisticated technology. If 
you have trouble understanding a 
call, the Captioning Telephone can change your life. 
During a phone call the words spoken to you appear 
on the phone’s screen – similar to closed captioning 
on TV. So when you make or receive a call, the words 
spoken to you are not only amplified by the phone, 
but scroll across the phone so you can listen while 
reading everything that’s said to you. Each call is routed 
through a call center, where computer technology – 
aided by a live representative – generates immediate 
voice-to-text translations. The captioning is real-time, 
accurate and readable. Your conversation is private 
and the captioning service doesn’t cost you a penny. 
Captioned Telephone Service (CTS) is regulated and 
funded by the Federal Communications Commission 
(FCC) and is designed exclusively for individuals with 
hearing loss.  In order to use CTS in your home, you 
must have standard telephone service and high-speed 
Internet connectivity where the phone will be used. 
Federal law prohibits anyone but registered users with 
hearing loss from using IP Captioned Telephones with 
the captions turned on. Callers do not need special 
equipment or a captioning phone in order to speak 
with you.

Finally… a phone you can 

use again.  The Captioning Telephone is also packed 
with features to help make phone calls easier. The 
keypad has large, easy to use buttons. You get 
adjustable volume amplification along with the 
ability to save captions for review later. It even has an 
answering machine that provides you with the captions 
of each message. 

See for yourself with our exclusive home trial.  Try the 
Captioning Telephone in your own home and if 
you are not completely amazed, simply return it within 
60-days for a refund of the product purchase price. It 
even comes with a 5-year warranty.

Hello mrs fleming   this is 
dr martin   how are you 
today?   I just wanted to 
give you an update on 
your new prescription

“For years I avoided phone calls because 
I couldn’t understand the caller… 

now I don’t miss a thing!”

SEE what you’ve 
been missing!

Captioning Telephone
Call now for our special introductory price!

Call now Toll-Free 

1-877-630-4771
Please mention promotion code 47617.

The Captioning Telephone is intended for use by people with hearing loss.  In purchasing a 

Captioning Telephone, you acknowledge that it will be used by someone who cannot hear 

well over a traditional phone.

Breakthrough technology converts phone calls to captions.

New amplified phone lets 
you hear AND see 
the conversation.
The Captioning Telephone 
converts phone conversations 
to easy-to-read captions for 
individuals with hearing loss.
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Fast Forward

Sunny Side Up 
Across Japan, 50 nuclear power plants 

sit idle, shut down in the aftermath of 

the 2011 Fukushima nuclear disaster. 

Nobody is certain when government in-

spectors will certify that the plants are 

safe enough to be brought back online. 

Anti-nuclear activists point to this en-

ergy crisis as evidence that Japan needs 

to rely more on renewables. One think 

tank has calculated that a national solar 

power initiative could generate elec-

tricity equivalent to ten nuclear plants. 

But skeptics have asked where, in their 

crowded mountainous country, they 

could construct all those solar panels.

called SUNdy, which links 4,200 solar 

panels into a stadium-size hexagonal 

array that fl oats on the ocean’s surface.  

Meanwhile, the Shimizu  Corpora-

tion has presented plans for the ulti-

mate of shore power plant: solar pan-

els encircling the Moon’s equator that 

would transmit energy to Earth via 

microwaves and lasers. The company 

claims this project could provide up 

to 13,000 terawatts of electricity per 

year—more than three times what the 

U.S. produces. And as an added bo-

nus, nobody would ever have to worry 

about cloudy days.  —VICKY GAN

One solution was unveiled this past 

November, when Japan flipped the 

switch on its largest solar power plant 

to date, built of shore on reclaimed 

land jutting into the cerulean waters of 

Kagoshima Bay. The Kyocera Corpora-

tion’s Kagoshima Nanatsujima Mega 

Solar Power Plant is as potent as it is 

picturesque, generating enough elec-

tricity to power roughly 22,000 homes.

Other densely populated countries, 

notably in Asia, are also beginning to 

look seaward. In Singapore, the Nor-

wegian energy consultancy fi rm DNV 

recently debuted a solar island concept 
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1  Fidelity Personal Retirement Annuity® (Policy Form No. DVA-2005 et al.) and, for New York residents, Personal Retirement Annuity (Policy Form No. 
EDVA-2005 et al.) are variable annuities. Fidelity Brokerage Services, Member NYSE, SIPC, and Fidelity Insurance Agency, Inc., are the distributors.

2 Fidelity reserves the right to limit contributions.
Fidelity does not provide legal or tax advice. Always consult an attorney or tax professional regarding your specifi c legal or tax situation. 

Fidelity insurance products are issued by Fidelity Investments Life Insurance Company (FILI), 100 Salem Street, 
Smithfi eld, RI 02917, and, in New York, by Empire Fidelity Investments Life Insurance Company,® New York, N.Y. FILI is 
licensed in all states except New York. A contract’s fi nancial guarantees are subject to the claims-paying ability of the 
issuing insurance company.
Investing in a variable annuity involves risk of loss. Your principal value may decline.
Before investing, consider the investment objectives, risks, charges, and expenses of the annuity and its investment 
options. Call Fidelity or visit Fidelity.com for a free prospectus or, if available, summary prospectus containing this 
information. Read it carefully.
© 2013 FMR LLC. All rights reserved.  607993.5.2

your retirement savings 
and your tax exposure.

The Fidelity Personal Retirement Annuity ® 1 
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Talk with a specialist today. 

Call 866.507.4098 or visit 

Fidelity.com/rethink.

Taxable amounts withdrawn are subject to ordinary income tax, 
and, if taken before 59½, may be subject to a 10% IRS penalty. 
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EXPEDITION ANTARCTICA
Request a brochure at EXPEDITIONS.COM,

1.800.EXPEDITION or call your travel agent.

THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN GETTING AWAY 

FROM IT ALL AND GETTING CLOSER TO IT.

We took to our Zodiacs for a closer look.  

In addition to all our new chinstrap friends (and no doubt because 

of them) there was no shortage of leopard seals in the water. On the 

hunt for penguins, these massive (9-11ft.) southern ocean inhabitants 

provided no lack of entertainment as they swam beneath our boats, 

surfaced around their favorite icebergs or grabbed, thrashed, thenÉÓ  

>> Continued at expeditions.com/Coronation

EXPEDITION: Antarctica

SHIP: National Geographic Explorer

Filed daily from our ten ships worldwide, 
our Daily Expedition Reports provide 
unvarnished accounts of what 
happens each day on our expeditions.

  


