#"SHIR O SHAKAR"

The Timeless Appeal
of Seersucker

In the United States Congress, there's a
tradition known as " Seersucker
Thursday, " when lawmakers show up
dressed in seersucker suits

eersucker is one of
those fabrics that
quietly carries a
long, global story
while still feeling
effortlessly modern.
Light, breathable,
and instantly recognizable by
its puckered stripes, it has
become a symbol of relaxed
elegance in places as varied as
summer sporting events and
political traditions.

At events like Wimbledon
Championships, where style
is almost as important as
sport, seersucker often makes
an appearance. Its crisp yet
casual look fits perfectly with
the atmosphere, refined, but
not overly formal. The fabric's
signature stripes and texture
give it a distinctive charm
that stands out without trying
too hard.

Across the Atlantic, seer-
sucker has even carved out a
place in politics. In the United
States Congress, there's a tra-
dition known as "Seersucker
Thursday," when lawmakers
show up dressed in seersuck-
er suits. It's a lighthearted
custom that breaks from the
usual seriousness of govern-
ment attire, celebrating both
heritage and comfort during
the warmer months. What
many people don't realize is

that seersucker's origins trace
back to India. The name itself
is derived from the Persian
phrase "shir o shakar," mean-
ing "milk and sugar." This
poetic description refers to
the fabric's texture: smooth
stripes  alternating with
slightly rough, puckered ones.
Over time, "shir o shakar"
evolved into "seersucker" as
the fabric traveled through
trade routes and into Western
fashion.

Those alternating stripes
aren't just decorative, they
serve a practical purpose.
The puckered sections lift
parts of the fabric away from
the skin, allowing air to cir-
culate more freely. This
makes seersucker especially
comfortable in hot, humid cli-
mates because it doesn't cling
to the body. The result is a
fabric that feels as cool as it
looks, combining function
with understated style.

From its roots in Indian
craftsmanship to its presence
at iconic events and institu-
tions, seersucker remains a
testament to how traditional
textiles can find new life
across cultures. It's more
than just a summer fabric,
it's a blend of history, design,
and practicality woven into
every stripe.
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ourbet kept this paint-

ing until he died. Why

would he keep this? An

image most of us would

hide.

He pushes his own
face right to the front of
the painting. His mouth
is tight. Caught before
speech. Both hands

clutch his hair as if he is trying to
hold himself together. The white
shirt catches the light, but every-
thing around him darkens. There is
no landscape, no table, no steadying
object. Nothing gives this image
rest.

Then comes the most unsettling
part. He looks straight at us. Not
away and not past us. At us. Courbet
painted this early in his life before
he would become the artist who
would challenge French painting.
Before the public defiance, and
before his name became larger than
the man he painted himself. Like
this.

He kept it. Most of us carry a
version of ourselves we would
rather leave behind. The anxious
one, the ashamed one, the one who
didn't yet know whether life would
hold together. But to love oneself
begins by seeing yourself without

The Desperate
esesp

contempt. Courbet gives us a face
held in the edge of panic. And some-
how, he lets that face meet our eyes.
Maybe, some part of us needs that
too. Not to be explained away or to
be hidden, to simply to be seen and
not cast out.

The 24-year-old stares wild-eyed
out at the viewer, his hands tearing
at his flowing, unkempt hair. In his
blousy white shirt and blue smock,
Courbet here appears the quintes-
sential Romantic artist, a tortured
genius struggling for recognition
and a bite to eat.

"May I meet my frightened self
without contempt. May honesty
come before performance. I notice
the hands in the hair and the eyes
that don't look away. Today, I will
notice one person who seems tightly
held together, and I will offer gentle
love without needing them to
explain themselves."

While familiar in this folkloric
sense, The Desperate Man contrasts
markedly with the public image
Courbet had been steadily crafting
for himself. Only a few years later, at
the Paris salon of 1850-51, he would
cause a sensation with confronta-
tional canvases, The Stone Breakers
(1849-50, since destroyed) and A
Burial at Ornans (1849-50) among
them, featuring ordinary people
from his native Ornans depicted at a
large scale typically reserved for

lofty history painting.
The unvarnished realism of
these works would establish

Courbet as the proponent of a new
art, one that reflected life, including
the lower classes, as it is. "To know

ere)

Black Cat Appreciation Day

lack Cat Appreciation Day, observed on August 17 in the USA, aims to dispel myths and superstitions surrounding black cats. Often
unfairly associated with bad luck, these beautiful felines have long suffered from negative stereotypes, affecting their adoption rates in
shelters. This day highlights their charm, uniqueness, and loving nature, encouraging people to see them as symbols of good fortune
and companionship. Animal shelters and pet lovers use the occasion to promote black cat adoptions and spread awareness through
social media and events. It's a perfect time to celebrate these mysterious, elegant creatures and give them the love they deserve.
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"To know in order
to do, that was my
idea," the artist
wrote in 1855. "To
be in a position to
translate the
customs, the ideas,
the appearance of
my time, according
to my own
estimation; to be
not only a painter,
but a man as well;
in short, to create
living art, this is my
goal." By the
artist's own token,
The Desperate
Man should be
taken as a literal
expression of his
lived experience.
After all, in 1843,
when Courbet
undertook this
anxious self
portrait, he was
young man
without a
manifesto, still
laboring to build
his reputation.

#COURBET

in order to do, that was my idea," the
artist wrote in 1855. "To be in a posi-
tion to translate the customs, the
ideas, the appearance of my time,
according to my own estimation; to
be not only a painter, but a man as
well; in short, to create living art,
this is my goal."

By the artist's own token, The
Desperate Man should be taken as a
literal expression of his lived expe-
rience. After all, in 1843, when
Courbet undertook this anxious
self-portrait, he was a young man
without a manifesto, still laboring to
build his reputation.

Courbet had moved to Paris
when he was 20, in 1839, to pursue a
law degree. He quickly defected
from this career path, vowing, he
wrote, "to lead the life of a savage,"
enjoying "the great, independent
vagabond life of the Bohemian," as
an artist unencumbered by the
state. To that end, Courbet skipped
enrollment at the Academy of Fine
Arts, training instead in various
artists' studios and spending hours
at the Musée du Louvre copying Old
Masters he admired. He also took in
works by the previous generation of
French Romantic artists, especially
Théodore Géricault and Eugene
Delacroix, who painted contempo-
rary events on a monumental scale.

Despite his enthusiastic drive,
Courbet was still searching for his
own artistic identity. Yet, he found

Gustave Courbet (1819-1877)

himself growing increasingly disil-
lusioned by the art establishment as
he faced repeated rejection from the
state-sanctioned salon. Finally, in
1844, the salon accepted his Courbet
with a black dog (1842-44), a haughty
view of the artist, in black cape and
hat, as a resting traveler in a craggy
hillside (a trope that repeats in the

1854 work The Encounter [Bonjour,
M. Courbet], which art historians
Linda Nochlin and T.J. Clark have
compared to images of the
"Wandering Jew," a rootless outsider
with whom Courbet identified).

Perhaps, in a literal bid to insert
himself into art history, the ambi-
tious but insecure young artist took
to the self-portrait on a number of
occasions during this decade. In
paintings like The Wounded Man
(1844-54), The Man with the Leather
Belt (1845-46), and Man with a Pipe
(ca. 1848), Courbet appears as a
Byronic heartthrob who exudes a
vulnerable sexuality, the man
Nochlin was talking about when she
deemed him "the Mick Jagger of the
nineteenth century."

These other portraits serve only
to complicate the identity of the
frightened animal who appears in
The Desperate Man. Looking back
on his early struggles, Courbet once
remarked: "How I was made to suf-
fer despair in my youth!" Aside
from these early rejections from the
salon, Courbet had a pronounced
chip on his shoulder stemming
from his parochial bourgeois roots,
a feeling that would only become
more pronounced as he spun far-
ther away from his Romantic ideals
and towards a controversial form of
social realism.

Courbet faced a turning point
not long after he completed The

Desperate Man, undergoing a politi-
cal and artistic awakening in 1848, a
pivotal year both civically and per-
sonally. A democratic revolution in
France deposed the monarchy and
resulted in the liberal Second
Republic, and Karl Marx published
his Communist Manifesto. That
same year, Courbet moved into a
studio on the Left Bank, falling in
with the poet Charles Baudelaire,
art critic Champfleury, and socialist
philosopher Pierre-Joseph
Proudhon, who encouraged him to
create the serious, unidealized
depictions of the working classes
that would catapult him to notori-
ety. By the early 1850s, Courbet had
acquired the steady support of
Alfred Bruyas, a wealthy collector
whose patronage allowed him finan-
cial freedom. Still, throughout his
life, Courbet retained his provoca-
tive sense of dissent, and of being
an outsider. (As an active socialist,
the artist couldn't resist, for
instance, begrudging Bruyas's
upper-class status in works like The
Encounter.) Courbet's characteriza-
tion of himself as the "proudest and
most arrogant man in France"
seems distant from the horrified fig-
ure in The Desperate Man. A little-
known self-portrait completed
around the same time, entitled The
Man Mad with Fear (ca. 1843),
shows the artist with an almost
identically wretched expression,
but in this scene, he crouches down
at the edge of an abyss. Here, the
Romantic prospect of the solitary
genius is literalized to comical
effect, the looming threat of failure

exemplified by the ridiculous
chasm. The Desperate Man, there-
fore, focuses in on a moment of
dichotomy in the artist's life. Just as
Courbet began to shed the
Romantic tropes of his forebears to
attend to a new, modern art, he
experienced the now-cliched inse-
curity of the young artist who
stares down his own unknown
future. When taken alongside his
other self-portraits, and with the
fact that it largely remained in his
studio during his lifetime, The
Desperate Man seems intensely per-
sonal, and thus, deeply genuine. In
many of his paintings, Courbet was
committed to capturing the truth of
modern life, or the unwashed mass-
es. But in this picture, he takes off
his mask, revealing a much more
vulnerable truth about himself.
Courbet himself never men-
tioned this enigmatic work, which
remained with him until his death.
The painting has been read as an
"expressive head," an academic
exercise in the tradition of Charles
Le Brun (1619-1690), an image of the
artist as mad genius, and an autobi-
ographical work depicting the artist
in a moment of personal and artis-
tic crisis. It probably was painted
about 1844-45, after Courbet had
been rejected several times by the
Salon jury and was becoming disil-
lusioned with his youthful
Romantic ideals. Looking back on
his early struggles, Courbet would
comment, "How I was made to suffer
despair in my youth!"
L
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#PALM COCKATOO

Drum Beats In the

ong before humans
carved the first drums
from wood or
stretched animal hide
over hollow frames,
another musician
may already have
been performing deep within
the rainforests of Australia and
New Guinea.

Meet the Palm Cockatoo
(Probosciger aterrimus), a
striking black parrot with a
crimson cheek patch and one of
the most extraordinary musical
behaviours ever documented in
the animal kingdom.

Unlike birds that sing with
their voices, Palm Cockatoos
create rhythm with tools.

In fact, they are the only
known wild animals that delib-
erately manufacture tools
specifically to produce sound.

Nature's First Drummers

The performance begins with
careful preparation.

A male Palm Cockatoo
searches for a suitable branch,
snaps off a stick, and then trims
it with his powerful beak until
it resembles a drumstick.
Sometimes, he may even use a
seed pod, but carefully shaped
sticks appear to be his preferred
instrument.

With drumstick in beak, he
flies to a hollow tree, his natural

Rainforest

stage. Then, the concert begins.
Holding the stick firmly, he
strikes the hollow trunk repeat-
edly, producing loud, resonant
beats that echo through the
rainforest.

This is not random pecking.

It is rhythmic drumming.

Every Bird Has Its
Own Style
Researchers have discovered

that individual Palm
Cockatoos possess distinctive

A male Palm
Cockatoo
searches for
a suitable
branch,
snaps off a
stick, and
then trims it
with his
powerful
beak until it
resembles a
drumstick

drumming styles. Some per-
form faster rhythms, while
others prefer slower, deliberate
tempos. The spacing between
beats differs from bird to bird,
creating individual rhythmic
"signatures." A performance
can continue for several min-
utes, maintaining a remark-
ably consistent tempo.

Much like human musi-
cians, no two performers
sound exactly alike. These
unique patterns suggest that
the drumming is more than
instinctive noise, it is an indi-
vidualized display.

Echoes Through the
Rainforest

In the dense forests of northern
Australia and New Guinea,
these remarkable birds contin-
ue a tradition that may predate
human drumming by millions
of years.

Each carefully crafted
drumstick, each measured
strike against a hollow tree,
and each rhythmic perform-
ance reminds us that the
roots of rhythm may run far
deeper in nature than once
imagined.

Before concert halls, before
orchestras, and perhaps even
before humanity's first drum,
the rainforest already had its
percussionists. And their
ancient beats still echo beneath
the forest canopy today.
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