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For unvaccinated, reinfection by COVID-19 is likely, study finds 

Strong protection following natural SARS-CoV-2 infection is short-lived 

 
 

For the unvaccinated, reinfection by COVID-19 is likely, a new study finds. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

October 19, 2021 

Throughout the COVID-19 pandemic, there has been much uncertainty about how long immunity lasts 

after an unvaccinated person is infected with SARS-CoV-2, the virus that causes COVID-19. 

Now, U.S. National Science Foundation-funded scientists at the Yale School of Public Health and the 

University of North Carolina at Charlotte have an answer: Strong protection following natural 

infection is short-lived. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303705&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2034228&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://news.yale.edu/2021/10/01/unvaccinated-reinfection-sars-cov-2-likely-study-finds
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"Reinfection can reasonably happen in three months or less," said Jeffrey Townsend of Yale, the 

study's lead author. "Therefore, those who have been naturally infected should get vaccinated. 

Previous infection alone can offer very little long-term protection against subsequent infections." 

The study, published in the journal The Lancet Microbe, is the first to determine the likelihood of 

reinfection following natural infection and without vaccination. 

The team analyzed known reinfection and immunological data from the close viral relatives of SARS-

CoV-2 that cause common colds, along with immunological data from SARS-CoV-1 and Middle East 

Respiratory Syndrome. Leveraging evolutionary principles, the team was able to model the risk of 

COVID-19 reinfection over time. 

Reinfections can and have happened even shortly after recovery, the researchers said. And they will 

become increasingly common as immunity wanes and new SARS-CoV-2 variants arise. 

"We tend to think about immunity as being immune or not immune, but our study cautions that 

instead we should be more focused on the risk of reinfection through time," said Alex Dornburg of the 

University of North Carolina at Charlotte, who co-led the study. "As new variants arise, previous 

immune responses become less effective at combating the virus. Those who were naturally infected 

early in the pandemic are increasingly likely to become reinfected in the near future." 

The team's model reveals striking reinfection similarities over time between SARS-CoV-2 and endemic 

coronaviruses. 

"Just like common colds, from one year to the next you may get reinfected with the same virus," 

Townsend said. "The difference is that, during its emergence in this pandemic, COVID-19 has proven 

to be much more deadly." 

A hallmark of the modern world is the evolution of new threats to human health, Townsend said. 

Evolutionary biology -- which provided the theoretical foundations for these analyses -- is traditionally 

considered a historical discipline. 

"However, our findings underscore its important role in informing decision-making, and provide a 

crucial steppingstone to knowledge of our prospects of resistance to SARS-CoV-2 reinfection," he said. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303705&utm_medium=email&utm_source=go

vdelivery   

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.thelancet.com/journals/lanmic/article/PIIS2666-5247(21)00219-6/fulltext
mailto:Researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303705&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303705&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Changing your mind about something as important as vaccination isn’t a sign of weakness – being open 

to new information is the smart way to make choices 

23 septiembre 2021 14:28 CEST 
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colaboradora de The Conversation US. 

Ver todos los asociados 

Creemos en el libre flujo de información 

Republique nuestros artículos libremente, en impreso o digital, bajo licencia Creative Commons 

Republicar este artículo 

https://theconversation.com/institutions/the-university-of-texas-at-austin-college-of-liberal-arts-4975
https://theconversation.com/institutions/the-university-of-texas-at-austin-college-of-liberal-arts-4975
https://theconversation.com/institutions/the-university-of-texas-at-austin-college-of-liberal-arts-4975
https://theconversation.com/profiles/art-markman-1270664
https://theconversation.com/institutions/the-university-of-texas-at-austin-college-of-liberal-arts-4975
https://theconversation.com/es/partners
https://theconversation.com/profiles/art-markman-1270664
https://theconversation.com/institutions/the-university-of-texas-at-austin-college-of-liberal-arts-4975
https://theconversation.com/institutions/the-university-of-texas-at-austin-college-of-liberal-arts-4975
https://theconversation.com/institutions/the-university-of-texas-at-austin-college-of-liberal-arts-4975
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Sticking to your beliefs in a rapidly changing world isn’t necessarily the best choice. Andrew 

Lichtenstein/Corbis via Getty Images 

Culturally, this is an era in which people are held in high esteem when they stick with their beliefs and 

negatively labeled as “flip-floppers” or “wishy-washy” when they change what they think. 

While the courage of convictions can be a plus in situations where people are fighting for justice, 

sticking with beliefs in a dynamic world is shortsighted and dangerous, because new evidence can and 

should be taken into account. Rapidly changing environments are uncomfortable for people, because 

you can’t effectively use experience to guide choices about the future. 

Consider the COVID-19 pandemic. All aspects of the pandemic response have evolved over time 

because knowledge of the disease and its prevention and treatment has changed significantly since the 

coronavirus made its appearance in early 2020. 

The problem is many opponents of masking and vaccination made bold public pronouncements on 

social media, broadcasting positions like they’ll never get the COVID-19 shot. Once someone’s taken a 

https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/several-thousand-protestors-opposed-to-the-covid-19-vaccine-news-photo/1341164714
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/several-thousand-protestors-opposed-to-the-covid-19-vaccine-news-photo/1341164714
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strong stand like that, it can be hard to make a switch. As a psychology researcher who focuses on 

decision-making, I know there are powerful psychological and social forces that promote consistency of 

belief and action. Early commitments can be difficult to dislodge – though sometimes outside forces can 

help. 

Únase y apueste por información basada en la evidencia. 

Suscribirme al boletín 

Changing course once you’ve doubled down 

Social psychologists know that, on the one hand, people are motivated to maintain consistency across 

their beliefs. Because people want their web of beliefs to be coherent, they tend to give a lot of weight to 

beliefs that are consistent with their overall worldview and to discount those that are contradictory. As 

a result, people will continue to hold on to a set of beliefs even in the face of mounting evidence that 

they should revise what they think. 

Psychologists describe this unconscious strategy as a way for people to minimize any cognitive 

dissonance they experience – when things don’t add up, it can be disturbing, so to avoid those 

uncomfortable feelings, they ignore what doesn’t fit well with their existing beliefs as a way to maintain 

balance. 

In the context of COVID-19, for example, someone who is predisposed to dislike the vaccine will give 

little weight to new evidence of vaccine effectiveness, because that evidence contradicts their current 

worldview. 

Eventually, though, enough counterevidence can lead to what psychologists call a shift in coherence, in 

which people can come to believe that their initial viewpoint was wrong. But additional social 

forces such as the desire to appear consistent or to show solidarity with a community can still lead 

people to resist changing their beliefs and behavior. 

 

Do you stick with your tried-and-true order at your favorite restaurant or explore the menu for 

something new? Vladimir Vladimirov/E+ via Getty Images 

Indeed, there is considerable research on the trade-off between what psychologists call exploitation and 

exploration in decision-making. Exploitation refers to people’s tendency to pick the option that has 

been best in the past. As a simple example, exploitation would be choosing your usual favorite dish 

from a restaurant where you often order takeout. 

Exploration describes picking options that were not optimal in the past but may now be better than the 

best previous choices. In the restaurant scenario, exploration involves choosing a new dish or one that 

https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=X3ai91IAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=sra
https://scholar.google.com/citations?user=X3ai91IAAAAJ&hl=en&oi=sra
https://doi.org/10.1017/S0140525X00057046
https://doi.org/10.1037/0022-3514.65.3.429
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.jesp.2005.04.002
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.jesp.2005.04.002
https://images.theconversation.com/files/422716/original/file-20210922-25-qf8pow.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/422716/original/file-20210922-25-qf8pow.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/photo/restaurant-employers-giving-packed-food-away-to-a-royalty-free-image/1298685296
https://doi.org/10.3758/BF03193101
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you tried in the past and didn’t like as much as your old standby. Exploration gives you information 

about options other than your current favorite.  

 

When environments change a lot, exploration is important. Good decision-makers will often forego the 

best-known option in order to determine whether other options are now actually better. If your favorite 

restaurant is constantly hiring new cooks and tinkering with the menu, then exploration is probably a 

good strategy. The tendency toward consistency that people display – particularly in situations where 

they have expressed a strong preference – is most harmful in environments that change. The COVID-

19 pandemic is just such a case. 

In these situations, helping people to change behavior requires reducing their need to feel bound to act 

in a way that is consistent with the attitudes they have expressed. This is where external forces come to 

play. 

When a mandate pushes against your position 

As an example, think about two people: Al and Barb. Both of them are opposed to getting vaccinated 

for COVID-19 and have a variety of reasons for that – like being mistrustful of the science and 

https://images.theconversation.com/files/422716/original/file-20210922-25-qf8pow.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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concerned about long-term safety. Both of them have also posted their opposition to vaccination to their 

social media sites. 

Al doesn’t know anyone who has gotten sick from COVID-19 and hasn’t really read many stories about 

the effectiveness of the vaccine, so he has a strong coherent set of beliefs against vaccination. 

Barb has friends who have gotten sick, and one died from COVID-19. She has read some of the news 

articles with data supporting vaccination. While this information isn’t enough to flip her opinion, she is 

wavering. 

Al and Barb are likely to have different reactions to the government-issued mandate that 

employers with more than 100 employees must require their staff to be vaccinated or frequently tested. 

 

 

A mandate will get some vaccine holdouts to get the shot. Frederic J. Brown/AFP via Getty Images 

Al is strongly opposed to vaccination, so the mandate is outweighed by all the rest of his beliefs. He is 

likely to fight the mandate and to make a public display refusing to get vaccinated. 

https://theconversation.com/whos-covered-by-a-vaccine-mandate-heres-a-quick-guide-to-americas-patchwork-of-covid-19-shot-requirements-167765
https://theconversation.com/whos-covered-by-a-vaccine-mandate-heres-a-quick-guide-to-americas-patchwork-of-covid-19-shot-requirements-167765
https://images.theconversation.com/files/422718/original/file-20210922-15-1ifyanh.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://images.theconversation.com/files/422718/original/file-20210922-15-1ifyanh.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
https://www.gettyimages.com/detail/news-photo/health-care-worker-awaits-those-wanting-the-covid-19-news-photo/1235410337
https://images.theconversation.com/files/422718/original/file-20210922-15-1ifyanh.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Barb is in a different position. The vaccination mandate fits with some of her beliefs. While Barb may 

be uncomfortable getting the vaccine, she is more likely to use the mandate as social cover to get 

vaccinated, blaming the mandate for her ultimate choice. 

[Over 110,000 readers rely on The Conversation’s newsletter to understand the world. Sign up today.] 

For people who are on the fence about whether to get vaccinated because they have conflicting 

knowledge and beliefs, vaccine mandates serve two purposes. First, mandates provide one more fact 

that can make their pro-vaccine beliefs more consistent than their anti-vaccine beliefs. Second, even for 

people who are still largely anti-vaccine, it allows them to get vaccinated while still saving face by 

blaming the mandate for an action that they are not as strongly opposed to as they appear to be. 

More generally, people are creatures of habit. You likely feel most comfortable doing what has worked 

for you in the past. The more you learn to pay attention to how much change there is in the 

environment, the more you can work to push yourself to explore new options and change your beliefs 

and behavior based on new evidence. 

https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-

sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-

167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%20202

1%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-

%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_mon

itor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as

%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%2

0information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices 

  

https://theconversation.com/us/newsletters/the-daily-3?utm_source=TCUS&utm_medium=inline-link&utm_campaign=newsletter-text&utm_content=100Ksignup
https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%20information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices
https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%20information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices
https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%20information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices
https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%20information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices
https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%20information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices
https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%20information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices
https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%20information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices
https://theconversation.com/changing-your-mind-about-something-as-important-as-vaccination-isnt-a-sign-of-weakness-being-open-to-new-information-is-the-smart-way-to-make-choices-167856?utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407&utm_content=Daily%20Newsletter%20%20September%2023%202021%20-%202068420407+Version+B+CID_2131b4c7ca627bc39633b940e3a721b8&utm_source=campaign_monitor_us&utm_term=Changing%20your%20mind%20about%20something%20as%20important%20as%20vaccination%20isnt%20a%20sign%20of%20weakness%20%20being%20open%20to%20new%20information%20is%20the%20smart%20way%20to%20make%20choices
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Climate Change: A Syllabus 

A selection of stories to foster dialogue among students both inside and outside of the classroom. 

 

  

Credit: NASA 

By: The Editors  

The 2021 United Nations Climate Change Conference, better known as COP26, wraps up this week. 

We’re left with lingering questions. Are the biggest polluters willing and able to cap their greenhouse 

gas emissions? And more existentially: how long do we have? What’s going to happen? How can we 

cope? At JSTOR Daily, we’re constantly acquiring new content that looks at the climate crisis from 

different angles, but in the meantime, these previously published stories consider what the past has to 

https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/the-editors/
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teach us and what the future may bring. We hope it will help foster dialogue among all our readers, 

whom we consider students of the world. As always, the stories here and the underlying scholarship are 

free to everyone. We’ll be updating this syllabus and welcome reader suggestions for coverage. 

Lessons from History about Global Warming 

 

How 19th Century Scientists Predicted Global Warming 

Clive Thompson 

  

 December 17, 2019 

Today’s headlines make climate change seem like a recent discovery. But Eunice Newton Foote and 

others have been piecing it together for centuries. 

https://daily.jstor.org/how-19th-century-scientists-predicted-global-warming/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/clive-thompson/
https://daily.jstor.org/how-19th-century-scientists-predicted-global-warming/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

13 

 

A Historic Look at Climate Change Research 

Matthew Wills 

  

 September 21, 2014 

Plant ecologist Charles F. Cooper wrote prescient and succinct words on the topic of climate change 

back in 1978. 

https://daily.jstor.org/climate-change-research/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/matthew-wills/
https://daily.jstor.org/climate-change-research/
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To Study Today’s Ecosystems, Look to History 

Olivia Box 

  

 September 4, 2021 

An unlikely source of data about the decline of trout in modern Spain: a book from the 1850s. 

https://daily.jstor.org/to-study-todays-ecosystems-look-to-history/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/olivia-box/
https://daily.jstor.org/to-study-todays-ecosystems-look-to-history/
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How Charles Keeling Measured the Rise of Carbon Dioxide 

Krystal Vasquez 

  

 April 20, 2021 

The climate scientist created a new method to measure atmospheric carbon dioxide. It's still used today. 
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How Early Sci-Fi Authors Imagined Climate Change 

Sierra Garcia 

  

 March 18, 2021 

A century before the modern “cli-fi” genre, many authors envisioned unsettling worlds shaped by man-

made climate chaos. 

Witnessing the Ecological Effects of Climate Change 
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Are Peepers Starting to Peep Earlier? 

Olivia Box 

  

 July 29, 2021 

The call of the common frog species Pseudacris crucifer is a reliable marker of spring. Will climate 

change affect that? 
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Will We Lose Fall Foliage to Climate Change? 

Olivia Box 

  

 October 8, 2021 

The brilliant hues of autumn are created by a variety of factors that shift year by year. A warming 

planet is already one of them. 
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New York City, Underwater 

Jess Romeo 

  

 October 6, 2021 

Climate change is transforming the Big Apple. How long will it be until America’s largest city is all but 

wiped off the map? 
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Climate Change, Fungal Change 

Wudan Yan 

  

 April 12, 2016 

Climate change is having an effect on the fungal communities in the soil that trees and other plants 

depend on.  
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Environmental Challenges Ahead for Coffee Beans 

Lina Zeldovich 

  

 November 5, 2019 

The issues aren’t limited to extreme weather events or pest attacks. 
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Will National Parks Disappear Due to Climate Change? 

Lina Zeldovich 

  

 September 25, 2018 

Temperatures and droughts have spiked at much higher rates in parks than elsewhere. 
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Africa’s Mighty Baobabs 

James MacDonald 

  

 July 30, 2018 

Sub-Saharan Africa's iconic baobab trees are experiencing die-offs at an alarming rate. What makes 

these distinctive trees so unique? 
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Climate Change Vs. Your Wine 

James MacDonald 

  

 January 29, 2018 

One crop in particular is likely to have problems as climate change progresses. Savor that glass of rosé, 

for as the climate changes wine grapes will be among the first to suffer. 

https://daily.jstor.org/climate-change-vs-your-wine/
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Will Fish Lose Their Sense of Smell in Acidic Oceans? 

Lina Zeldovich 

  

 August 7, 2018 

Increasing levels of dissolved CO2 disrupt fish’s olfactory skills, study finds. 
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What Tree Rings Tell Us About the Climate 

Wudan Yan 

  

 January 22, 2016 

Tree rings provide scientists with helpful clues regarding the planet's climate patterns, past and 

present. 

Weathering the Emotional Storm 
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Coping with Climate Anxiety 

Jess Romeo 

  

 October 21, 2021 

A psychologist suggests ways of giving young people hope for the future of the planet—and themselves. 
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Extreme Cold and Public Opinion on Climate Change 

Sierra Garcia 

  

 March 4, 2021 

To some, the idea that the Earth is warming seems incompatible with how they experience cold weather 

events. 
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How We Perceive Climate Change: A Global Analysis 

Angela Chen 

  

 January 8, 2016 

A country to country analysis of how global populations perceive the threat of climate change. 

Human Impacts of Climate Change 

https://daily.jstor.org/perceive-climate-change-global-analysis/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/angela-chen/
https://daily.jstor.org/perceive-climate-change-global-analysis/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

30 

 

Where Drug Trafficking and Climate Change Collide 

Sierra Garcia 

  

 March 26, 2021 

With mounting pressure from cartels and worsening environmental conditions, Mexico’s Indigenous 

Rarámuri communities face a fraught future. 
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Climate Change and the Criminal Justice System 

Sierra Garcia 

  

 September 24, 2021 

Climate change will affect prison infrastructure, the kinds of crimes committed, and defense arguments 

made in court, according to one legal scholar. 
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Climate Change and Syria’s Civil War 

Madhuri Karak 

  

 September 12, 2019 

Some scholars and scientists are calling climate change the invisible player in Syria's ongoing civil war. 

But is that too simplistic an explanation? 
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How Language and Climate Connect 

Chi Luu 

  

 July 10, 2019 

While we’re losing biological diversity, we’re also losing linguistic and cultural diversity at the same 

time. This is no coincidence. 
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Why Climate Change Is a National Security Issue 

Eric Schewe 

  

 October 25, 2018 

Viewing climate change through a national security lens makes a certain amount of sense -- but it won't 

entirely solve the problem. 
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Climate Change is Turning Dehydration into a Deadly Epidemic 

Jane Palmer 

  

 September 7, 2017 

A mysterious kidney disease is striking down laborers across the world and climate change is making it 

worse. Meet the doctors who are trying to stop it. 

https://daily.jstor.org/climate-change-dehydration-deadly-epidemic/
https://daily.jstor.org/daily-author/jane-palmer/
https://daily.jstor.org/climate-change-dehydration-deadly-epidemic/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

36 

 

Climate Change and Migration 

The Editors 

  

 December 15, 2015 

Multiple research bodies show how climate change and natural disasters cause migration and refugees 

crises. 
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Climate and Gender: Too Few Males? 

James MacDonald 

  

 November 10, 2014 

Could climate change lead to fewer males? 

Resilience and Glimmers of Hope 
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Will Chocolate Survive Climate Change? Actually, Maybe 

Sierra Garcia 

  

 August 31, 2021 

The forecast has been bad for domesticated cacao. But some environments in Peru might hold the key 

to the future of the world's sweet tooth. 
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Could a Trillion Trees Really Save the Planet? 

James MacDonald 

  

 July 24, 2019 

Scientists think that planting trees could reverse climate change, but planting trees isn't as simple as it 

sounds. 
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Climate Change’s Winners? 

James MacDonald 

  

 June 21, 2016 

Climate change may be helping some species thrive. But as evidenced by cephalopods and swans, where 

one species wins, another loses. 

https://daily.jstor.org/climate-changes-winners/
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Can Cows Help Mitigate Climate Change? Yes, They Can! 

Lela Nargi 

  

 December 19, 2018 

Livestock emit greenhouse gases. They also can sequester carbon and boost biodiversity. 
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Can Re-Clamming Our Harbors Keep Superstorms at Bay? 

Jen Pinkowski 

  

 October 30, 2018 

Hurricanes like Sandy destroy coastlines. Clams and oysters help keep them together. 
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Geoengineering: A Real Weapon Against Climate Change? 

James MacDonald 

  

 March 26, 2015 

Does geoengineering deserve stronger consideration as a strategy to combat climate change? 
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Can a Single Volcano Cool the Earth? 

James MacDonald 

  

 December 27, 2017 

Even one volcano can have impacts that affect the planet. There have been eruptions that affected the 

temperature over the entire hemisphere. 
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It’s the End of the World as We Know It. Is there Any Room for Optimism? 

Diana Gitig 

  

 August 24, 2017 

Climate scientists tend to be optimistic and have faith that humanity can engineer our way out of the 

climate change we’ve created. 

https://daily.jstor.org/its-the-end-of-the-world-and-we-are-fine/
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On the Side of Climate Solutions: An Interview with Paul Lussier 

Catherine Halley 

  

 February 7, 2018 

Paul Lussier on how to energize people, work with business, and develop solution-focused rhetoric and 

strategy before it’s too late. 

 

Support JSTOR Daily! Join our new membership program on Patreon today. 

https://daily.jstor.org/climate-change-a-

syllabus/?utm_term=Climate%20Change%3A%20A%20Syllabus&utm_campaign=jstordaily_111120

21&utm_content=email&utm_source=Act-On+Software&utm_medium=email  
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How Climate Activists Pushed the “Left Edge of the Possible” 

The strongest climate provisions may have failed, but the past 10 years have proved that organizing can work. 

 

Julian Brave NoiseCat 

 

Speaker of the House Nancy Pelosi, D-Calif., speaks during an event with House Democrats and climate 

activists to highlight the aspects of the Build Back Better Act that focus on combating climate change, at the 

Capitol in Washington, D.C., on Sept. 28, 2021. 

  

Photo: Kent Nishimura/Los Angeles Times via Getty Images 
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FOR A MOMENT, it almost felt like climate activists had won. 

Last month, before jetting off to the 26th United Nations Climate Change Conference in Glasgow, Scotland, 

President Joe Biden released a new framework for the hotly debated Build Back Better Act. Sen. Joe 

Manchin, D-W.V., had spent weeks picking off some of the most popular and transformative policies in the 

Democrats’ legislation, cutting a proposed $3.5 trillion investment in a more humane social safety net and 

stable climate roughly in half in the process. Paid family leave, a clean energy performance standard for 

utilities, and Medicare expansion were among the many policies axed by the senator. On the other hand, in the 

new White House outline, which was crafted to court Manchin’s and Arizona Democratic Sen. Kyrsten 

Sinema’s votes, the total proposed spending to address climate change had survived largely unscathed, 

shrinking modestly from about $600 billion to $555 billion. 

With a deal seemingly at hand, on November 1, Rep. Pramila Jayapal, D-Wash., chair of the Congressional 

Progressive Caucus, said in an interview that her left-leaning faction in the lower chamber was “taking the 

president’s word at the fact that he believes he can get 50 votes in the Senate.” House progressives would give 

their support to the bipartisan Infrastructure Investment and Jobs Act with faith that Manchin and Sinema 

would in turn give theirs to Build Back Better. 

Some of my green comrades were ready to take a victory lap. “Climate activists successfully built enough 

power within the party that Democrats defended climate spending *above all else* in the 

bill,” tweeted influential climate writer David Roberts. “I promise, it won’t hurt them at all if they take maybe 

just a brief second to celebrate this progress & pat themselves on the back.” Like the good little lefty climate 

influencer I am, I smashed that retweet. 

MOST READ 

But as it turned out, Biden did not have the votes. At a hastily organized press conference, also on November 

1, Manchin gave sweeping yet vague remarks about the potential for new legislation to balloon the national 

deficit and juice inflation, widening the gulf between him and other Democrats while offering little of 

substance that might bridge it. “I’m open to supporting a final bill that helps move our country forward,” the 

senator said, “but I’m equally open to voting against a bill that hurts our country.” 

A deal has yet to be reached, and everything is still on the table. But for a moment, the mirage of victory 

revealed something noteworthy, perhaps even remarkable, that has largely been overshadowed by headlines 

about Manchin’s recalcitrance: Advocates, activists, and wonks succeeded at getting all but one or two 

Democratic senators on board with much of their agenda. 

And by this measure, the Build Back Better Act would be considered a success story in almost any other 

realm: 48 or 49 senators came around to the climate legislation equivalent of a Hail Mary pass. This new 

consensus is no small achievement. The last time that Congress tried to do something big for the climate, 

legislation was all but dead on arrival. 

https://www.whitehouse.gov/briefing-room/statements-releases/2021/10/28/president-biden-announces-the-build-back-better-framework/
https://theintercept.com/2021/10/31/joe-manchin-climate-crisis/
https://www.msnbc.com/andrea-mitchell-reports/watch/rep-jayapal-we-are-taking-the-president-s-word-that-he-can-secure-the-votes-on-spending-bill-125118021626
https://twitter.com/drvolts/status/1453827668420415489?s=20
https://apnews.com/article/joe-biden-business-joe-manchin-congress-54560074b59da74436ed6d0bd8a29b3c
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IN 2009, Congress began negotiating the details of Waxman-Markey, legislation to put a cap on emissions 

that would be reduced over time and enforced through a market for tradable emissions credits. The idea, 

popular among economists and tolerated by some corporations, was modeled after a similar cap-and-trade 

system that proved to be a cost-effective strategy to reduce acid rain. 

 

A demonstrator with the People’s Climate Movement stands with a sign reading “Water is Life” in 

Washington, D.C., on April 29, 2017. 

Photo: Astrid Riecken/Getty Images 

 

Given its market-friendly structure, cap and trade had actually been endorsed by both parties’ presidential 

candidates in the 2008 election. A coalition between big business and green groups, called the U.S. Climate 

Action Partnership, or USCAP, had started hammering out a legislative blueprint before President Barack 

Obama was sworn into office. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

50 

And in the early months of the Obama administration, things were looking good for the cap and traders. 

While health care reform hit an early roadblock, environmentalists would secure the confirmation of Obama 

appointees who were champions of their emissions trading approach in short order. And while the president 

himself largely stayed above the fray in both the climate and health care fights — a purposeful decision made 

by advisers keen to distance the chief executive from the unpopular backroom dealmaking common in 

Congress — Obama was willing to knock congressional heads together when needed. 

“Cap and trade seemed like a plane gathering speed down the runway, about to take off.” 

“Cap and trade seemed like a plane gathering speed down the runway, about to take off,” observed Harvard 

University political scientist Theda Skocpol. 

But then, in the summer of 2009, the cap and traders ran into this much more powerful and organized thing 

called the tea party, which was packing normally sleepy town halls to berate Democratic members of 

Congress into submission. This spelled disaster for USCAP. The coalition had been an insider’s game, a 

strategy carefully crafted by wonks, lobbyists, and environmentalists that relied on businesses to provide 

cover for moderate Republicans to vote for cap and trade. 

But when Sen. John McCain faced a primary challenge from a right-wing radio talk show host eager to ride 

the tea party wave in 2010, he, and every other friendly Senate Republican, caved. The “maverick” had once 

been considered key to USCAP’s bipartisan strategy, but ultimately, his party used the power of the filibuster 

to kill Waxman-Markey. The House of Representatives passed Waxman-Markey in a vote similar to the 

current makeup of the lower chamber: 219-212. And that’s where things ended. The bill never even made it to 

the Senate floor for a vote. 

FOR THE BETTER part of the next decade, climate advocates wandered the wilderness, looking for 

answers. Why had Democrats succeeded at passing the Affordable Care Act but failed at passing Waxman-

Markey? The most influential response came in the form of a 2013 postmortem written by Skocpol. The 

Harvard scholar devoted more than 140 pages to this question, but her answer can more or less be 

summarized in a single word: organizing. 

In 2009, the health care fight was organized very differently from the fight over climate, Skocpol wrote. 

While climate change legislation was pushed by “moderate, highly professionalized environmental 

organizations” like USCAP that “broker stakeholder partnerships,” she wrote, in “health-reform politics, new 

funding and capacity-building went into various umbrellas for consumer advocates and, most importantly, 

into a slightly left-of-center effort called ‘Health Care for America Now’ (HCAN) that would orchestrate 

organizational networks in dozens of states to conduct local events and pressure members of Congress from 

beyond the Beltway.” 

Unlike the business-oriented, middle-of-the-road approach taken by USCAP, Health Care for America Now 

pushed on what Skocpol described as the “left edge of the possible.” While many on the right still cling to the 

hope that a Republican Congress or conservative Supreme Court will take away millions of Americans’ health 

care — a testament to the enduring power of the tea party — even the most technocratic environmentalists 

have abandoned cap and trade. As Skocpol concluded: “The political tide can be turned over the next decade 

only by the creation of a climate-change politics that includes broad popular mobilization on the center left.” 

https://scholars.org/sites/scholars/files/skocpol_captrade_report_january_2013_0.pdf


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

51 

REMARKABLY, OVER THE course of the 2010s, climate activists built such a movement. After decades 

of professionalization, environmental groups started investing in grassroots organizing again. They built up 

mailing lists by explicitly taking on corporate polluters and engaging their bases in campaigns to stop 

extractive projects and to pass new laws where the political fundamentals allowed for reforms. They gathered 

by the thousands to block the construction of fossil fuel pipelines on Indigenous lands in North Dakota, South 

Dakota, and Minnesota. 

Their numbers grew. And they brought those numbers to the streets, marching by the millions in New York 

City, Washington, D.C., and San Francisco. Perhaps most importantly, through campaigns like the school 

strikes for climate, they swelled the green ranks with youth, many younger than 25 and some even younger 

than 15. And where the big old green groups had failed them, young people founded new organizations like 

the Sunrise Movement.  

 

In 2018, the then-little-known youth climate movement was among just a handful of organizations that 

endorsed a Puerto Rican bartender from the Bronx named Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez in her primary challenge 

against the third-highest-ranking Democrat in the House. Her victory won them and many others on the left 

an audience with the Democratic establishment, most notably Chuck Schumer, now Senate majority leader, an 

old-school New York politician eager to guard his left flank from the threat of a primary. 

Later that year, Sunrise led a sit-in in House Speaker Nancy Pelosi’s office, calling on Democrats to back a 

Green New Deal. Ocasio-Cortez worked with Sen. Ed Markey, the elder statesman after whom Waxman-

Markey was named, on a resolution outlining their vision. In the 2020 Massachusetts Democratic primary, 

Sunrise defended Markey against a challenge from a young U.S. representative with the last name Kennedy. 

There are 20-somethings who now call the 75-year-old senator their “Green New Daddy” on Twitter. 

Biden and his party never wholly endorsed Markey, Ocasio-Cortez, and the Sunrise Movement’s Green New 

Deal. But the 46th president did cite the resolution as a source of inspiration. The Build Back Better Act — 

especially its climate provisions — looked, to me and others, to be progressive and ambitious in its original 

form. Sunrise and the climate movement won a whole heck of a lot on the left edge of the possible. It just so 

happened that the possibility-defining 50th vote belonged to the guy who got elected aiming a rifle at the last 

climate bill 

https://theintercept.com/2021/11/10/climate-activists-build-back-better-

manchin/?utm_medium=email&utm_source=The%20Intercept%20Newsletter  

https://www.theguardian.com/commentisfree/2020/jul/20/joe-biden-has-endorsed-the-green-new-deal-in-all-but-name
https://slate.com/business/2020/07/joe-bidens-climate-plan-is-the-green-new-deal-minus-the-crazy.html
https://theintercept.com/2021/10/31/joe-manchin-climate-crisis/
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VIA VINTAGE 

Learning About Sex from Samantha Jones 

Rax King on Sex and the City Reruns and Owning the Term “Slut” 

By Rax King 

 

One day when I was a sophomore in high school, I went to my friend Maddie’s house after school for the 

usual Thursday afternoon joint and sexually charged TV-watching session. Usually, we nodded towards our 

shared inability to just make out already by picking a TV show that we could ignore, while we stuck our feet 

in each other’s laps, tickled each other’s armpits, and engaged in other behaviors of plausible deniability. If a 

jury of our peers had wandered into the room and seen us together, they couldn’t have identified us as gay 

beyond any reasonable doubt, or so we thought. “Your honor, the TV is clearly on and tuned to the Home and 

Garden network,” I imagine myself saying now. “Were we pillow-fighting and comparing breast sizes? 

Certainly, but is that not our right as heterosexuals, as we enjoy a little hard-earned after-school 

entertainment?” 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/669783/tacky-by-rax-king/
https://lithub.com/author/raxking/
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In any event, on this day, Maddie had other ideas. “Have you ever seen Sex and the City?” she asked, rolling a 

joint. (I could not, and still can’t, roll a joint to save my life—when people ask me why, I mask my 

embarrassment at my own ineptitude by laughing and explaining that there are always men around.) 

“I’ve heard of it,” I said, though I knew nothing about it. In fact, I thought it was porn, given that it had the 

word sex in the title where anyone could see it. 

“It’s about four women in New York who have a lot of sex. You’ll  like it.” 

 

In these years, I had something of a reputation because I’d had sex, barely. Maddie was still an everything-but 

girl, and therefore looked to me as a font of sexual advice. She’d once asked me why I’d done it, and I had 

told her, somewhat accurately, that I’d done it because I wanted to so badly. Which was technically true, but 

more to the point, I’d been in a relationship with Mark Friedman, who had done it before; I didn’t like the 

idea of what it would say about me if he didn’t do it with me, too. By this point, that relationship was over, 

but I’d deliberately developed experience in all the “main” sex positions, as if hoping to pad my résumé. Still, 

despite my reputation, nobody else had tried to have sex with me, no matter how much I flirted (by which I 

mean, no matter how often I put on my very shortest skirt and walked around the mall in front of boys). 

What could I do? I had a reputation to uphold as the sex-haver in the friend group that Maddie and I shared. I 

took the completed joint from her and said, “Let’s watch it.” 

I will always remember that the first episode of Sex and the City I ever saw was the one about frenemies, 

when uptight Charlotte and libertine Samantha each get a taste of their own neuroses and realize how much 

they need each other. It’s a strong Samantha episode, and from that day forward, after watching Samantha 

squeal in glee over Charlotte’s sexual triumph with her new husband, I had a new identity. 

I had a reputation to uphold as the sex-haver in the friend group that Maddie and I shared. 

Samantha Jones vamped and innuendo’d across the screen, seducing men with compulsive sexual vigor. 

Nearly every week, she had sex with someone new. She worked hard and played hard, à la a mid-’80s finance 

yuppie; she was libidinous to the point of satyriasis; she was loyal to her friends and impossible to pin down 

romantically. Strong-willed and straightforward, she butted heads sometimes with her friends, particularly 

Charlotte, though all three of her besties expressed the wish that she’d tone it down a bit once in a while. 

Overall, though, she was critical to the group’s dynamic. She could always be counted on to recommend that 

her friends look out for themselves and stop inconveniencing themselves for some guy who probably had a 

little dick anyway. She told her friends that they were fabulous, often and loudly and so enthusiastically that 

there was nothing to do but believe it. 

She completed an evolution that I’d been trying to tie off for a while. People already thought I was a slut, but 

she taught me that I could be proud of it. She taught me that I didn’t need to waste my time preening for boys 

who might never drum up the courage to speak to me. I could claim them; I was in charge. I’d never realized 

that all I needed to do when I was sexually interested in somebody was tell them so. But Samantha made it 
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look so simple. She had sex “like a man,” in the show’s parlance, which is to say that she enjoyed dozens of 

partners’ company for casual encounters and then moved on from each one seamlessly. That was who I 

wanted to be. Powerful, forward, and fundamentally unrejectable. 

Part of the reason I was so desperate for a Samantha figure was that, simply put, my breakup had left me 

lonely. I call it a breakup because even now, it stings to use the more honest term: I was dumped, unilaterally 

and unkindly. It’s one of those memories that lives in anxiety-inducing color to this day. I couldn’t tell you 

my mother’s cell phone number if you paid me, but do I remember what I was wearing and where I was 

sitting and, God help me, the little-girl way that my ass hung off the edge of the school bus seat because I 

hadn’t taken my backpack off my back before sitting down on the day Mark Friedman dumped me? Yes, 

okay? Yes, I do, and when the bellows of my lungs expels its last gasp and the last of the color drains from 

my face, I’d wager that’ll be the memory that God fires off in my brain before pulling the plug on the whole 

stupid mechanism. 

I’m uneasy writing this breakup scene, which tells me that I must. So I was hunched over in my seat, 15 years 

old as all get-out, flicking through The Great Gatsby, when Mark slid in next to me. He and I shared one of 

those excruciating erotic connections that’s only possible before teenage hormones have settled into adult 

sexual patterns; we made out chronically, at length and with no regard for the world around us; his smell, a 

pungent workman’s odor of unwashed flannel and greasy hair, makes me wet to this day, anytime I chance to 

smell it. So Mark tumbled into the seat next to me, legs akimbo, all teenage-boy swagger and gangliness, and 

I perked up because I believed that we would make out as usual. 

Samantha had sex “like a man,” which is to say that she enjoyed dozens of partners’ company for casual 

encounters and then moved on. 

Not so. He said, “I want to break up.” 

Had I seen it coming? Had the flavor of our shared saliva soured of late; had I noticed him paying an 

untoward quantity of attention to his tomboyish friend Doreen? Yes, but also no, because I had seen it coming 

and therefore I’d asked him approximately twice a day for the entire month whether he planned to dump me. I 

didn’t mind, I assured him; I just wanted to know. (I would have minded, obviously, but even then I was hip 

to the little subterfuges one must conduct in the pursuit of that rarest treasure, the honest answer.) Naturally, 

though, he said no every time. What was he going to say? “Yes, I’m planning to dump you, but until then we 

might as well fuck a few more times”? 

So, he dumped me. And my heart shorted out for a moment, but I kept calm, and asked, “Can I kiss you 

goodbye?” Very adult, very comme ci, comme ça. 

“Oh no. No, we’re done.” And this is what kills me: we’d taken the same bus every day for the whole time 

that we’d attended the same school, but he disembarked the bus, and trotted off to do who knows what. Sure, 

he’d been unhappy, but did the breakup need to be effective immediately? Couldn’t we let the air out of the 

relationship with a round of post-breakup making out on the way home? (Incidentally, Mark has since 

apologized for all this in a way that heavily suggests the presence of a 12-step program in his life, which, 

mazel tov, I guess.) 
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I still had The Great Gatsby in my hands, and I remember thinking: Drop the book dramatically to the 

floor. So I let it tumble from my grip, believing that the desperation of this “involuntary” action would draw 

attention to me, which it didn’t. And then I burst into tears, which did draw attention to me or, more 

specifically, whispers. Everybody knew that Mark and I had been having sex, which wasn’t unheard of for a 

pair of 15-year-olds  at our school, but was still unusual enough to put me on the social radar now that I was 

crying over him. People’s whispers were neither kind nor sympathetic. Whatever they said, they were really 

saying, I told you she was a slut, I told you she was a slut. 

Fast-forward to that day on Maddie’s couch, and I realized that an alternate path was available to me. I didn’t 

need a boyfriend just for sex. Sex was all around me! It lived in every single person in the world, and could be 

wrangled with sitcommishly little effort. All Samantha had to do was cock an eyebrow the right way in a 

crowded bar and she’d be getting dicked down in the very next scene. I was a realistic little slut, and knew 

that I’d have to expend more effort than that, but in reality it was not a lot more effort. Men, I realized, liked 

me. And then I was upset, because who knows how long they’d liked me in the ten months that I’d wasted on 

Mark, who I wasn’t going to marry after all. I had a lot of lost slutty time to make up for. 

When I adopted this attitude that day, I didn’t yet realize that one thing was missing from the show’s vision of 

Samantha’s sexuality. In order for the Samantha Jones lifestyle to be fun, the men I incorporated into its 

pursuit would have to care whether it was fun for me, too. 

_______________________________________ 

 

From Tacky by Rax King. Copyright © 2021 by Rax King. Published by arrangement with Vintage Books, an 

imprint of The Knopf Doubleday Group, a division of Penguin Random House LLC. 

https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/669783/tacky-by-rax-king/
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Rax King 

Rax King is a James Beard Award-nominated writer and host of the podcast Low Culture Boil. Her writing 

can be found in Glamour, MEL Magazine, Catapult, and elsewhere. She lives in Brooklyn, New York, with 

her hedgehog and toothless Pekingese. 

 

https://lithub.com/learning-sexuality-from-samantha-jones/  
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Why is Arkansas the driest state in America? Where do morality and geography crystalize? 

by Alice Driver | Photographs by Liz Sanders 

Wine is 

Gun oil, graphitey, wet wool, 

Water from the garden hose, 

It's got fat running through it, 

Blue plum skin, 

Violets and lavender and heaps of dark rose  
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If I wrote this essay while picking beer cans out of the ditch on the road where I grew up in Johnson County, I 

fear it would never end.  

In Arkansas, 34 of 75 counties are dry. The morality of a dry county, given how many people drive down the 

road drinking and tossing empty beer cans out the window, is lost on me. I wondered why dry counties 

continued to exist and why Arkansas has the most in the country. 

When I started writing this essay a year ago, I wanted it to be about alcohol as a territory for exploration, 

about geography, soil, history, and the poetic language of wine and spirits. I wanted it to be about all the 

things I never learned growing up in a dry county where alcohol is sin. But my research took me in another 

direction. It led me to the Ku Klux Klan, to crystal collectors and anti-vaxxers. It left me even more puzzled 

about the spirit of this place. 

I called Jake Lewis, a native of Texas and a sommelier, to get his perspective on dry counties. Lewis, who 

works as the beverage director for Momofuku, said of dry counties, “Our experience was, my grandparents 

lived in Lufkin, and it was, at the time, a dry county. It was a big Southern Baptist community, not a lot of 

drinking, temperance-forward-thinking people. When visitors came, they would all drive across the county, 

and there were three liquor stores on the line, and they would stock up. It never really deterred drinking.” 

Studies have found that dry counties in places like Arkansas and Kentucky have higher rates of alcohol-

related fatalities than wet counties. For Lewis, “The history of all of this from Prohibition is wild and 

outdated. A lot of the blue laws left over from Prohibition make it difficult to sell alcohol in the United States 

because every state and every county has its own law.” He added, “It is weird and nonsensical.” 

I always picture  

the Merlot 

as the jelly inside 

of the donut 

I talked to my cousin Rachel, also a sommelier, who had grown up with me in Johnson County. She said, 

“Just think about it. Imagine if we started a campaign for adults to drink wine instead of soft drinks in the 

U.S.” She listed the benefits of drinking wine in moderation, like lowering bad cholesterol and increasing 

antioxidant levels. She mentioned obesity levels, tooth decay, and diabetes in relation to sugary-drinks 

consumption. 

It has a beautiful brightness, 

lots of sea salt 

and oyster 

In my early adulthood, Rachel had taught me to see drinking as a wild and creative territory. Traveling with 

Rachel, I began to keep a notebook that I titled the sommelier’s mother tongue. I took notes of how Rachel 

and her sommelier friends described wine and spirits, arranging their words into poetry. In the notebook, I 

wrote down her description of a Sauvignon Blanc we drank together: “It tastes a little bit like elderflower to 

me which is like licking a sweaty girl.” In high school, I had been a part of a group that preached to teens 

about the evils of alcohol. At the time, I wanted to fit in with my churchgoing peers. Sadly, those messages 

about alcohol and its evils stayed with me well into adulthood. When I began to drink in college, after my 
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abstinent high school years, I drank like the rest of the students in our dry county — to get drunk. We drank 

Natty Light, Everclear mixed with fruit, or wine. For us, there were only two kinds of wine — white and red, 

and I knew nothing about either, nor did I seek such information. 

 

Lewis Liquor, located in a vacation town called Crystal Springs, in Garland County, has been owned by the 

same family for roughly three decades. It was previously the last stop for alcohol in the last wet county 

heading west before the Oklahoma line. More recently, a second liquor store has opened up right down the 

road, even closer to the county line. 

 

After college, when Rachel began studying to become a sommelier, I observed her curiosity, her way of 

drinking, and her seemingly miraculous ability to do a blind tasting and identify the origin, region, climate, 

and age of a wine. Spending time with her, I became curious to try different wines and spirits, to map their 

regions, to trace their history. 
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Beer is 

a sommelier's 

water 

Arkansas’ war on alcohol can be traced back to the 1800s, the Temperance Movement, and Bible-thumping 

preachers. When I started researching the origins of dry counties, I couldn’t get past this one fact: In 

Prohibition-era Arkansas, the KKK had over 50,000 members. They worked with local law enforcement to 

enforce Prohibition laws. For example, in the 1920s, when the U.S. created the Prohibition Bureau, agents in 

the bureau deputized volunteers from the KKK to enforce Prohibition laws. During that period, membership 

increased, driven by their ideas of cleaning up and purifying communities. Enforcement of Prohibition law 

disproportionately targeted immigrants, Catholics, and African Americans. 

After reading about the involvement of the KKK during Prohibition, I drove to Harrison, Arkansas. I knew I 

probably couldn’t figure out how the KKK is involved in the politics of dry counties, but sometimes just 

driving and listening to the people I meet along the way helps me sort out ideas. Harrison has served as the 

national headquarters for the Knights of the KKK since the ’80s, when Thom Robb took over as national 

director. 

On my way into Harrison, I drove past a billboard featuring a white family sandwiched between words about 

“White Pride.” Businesses on the central square had signs in the window that read Back the Blue and Blue 

Lives Matter. I walked around town talking to locals. One white man who I met on the main square near a 

Confederate statue said, “I’ll say this about Harrison and racism — it has been known as a racist place; in 

fact, the most racist place in the country for a long time, mainly because of the Klan. But this is what people 

don’t realize — here’s the thing about it — there’s racism all over the place.” 

Arkansans tell me it isn’t fair to write about Harrison and the KKK — that it reinforces negative stereotypes 

about the state. But the White Pride billboard still graces the highway. The Harrison Community Task Force 

on Race Relations did launch a petition to take down the billboard, but I am waiting to write about the 

successful movement that finally removes it. 

It was heavy 

ripe 

like raw meat 

had the quality of blood 
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Dave Irpino, a local alcohol sales rep, holds two half-empty bottles of bourbon he’s been taste-testing on 

clients. Irpino moved to Arkansas from Arizona and said that the “good old boy state” rules that limit the 

number of distribution licenses has benefited him as the only licensed bourbon distributor in the area. 

I sat on this essay for months thinking about Prohibition and racism and what remnants of that relationship 

live on in dry counties. In July 2021, after talking to Arkansas photographer Liz Sanders about our shared 

struggle to honestly document our home state, we decided to drive to Mount Ida, which is both in a dry 

county and the quartz crystal capital of the world. The truth is, I wasn’t sure how to write about the KKK. 

Normally, when I write about a topic, I interview sources and read related materials. However, with the KKK, 

I felt stuck, because I didn’t want to interview KKK members or quote their publications. I hoped that by 

driving to Mount Ida to see crystal collectors, I would think of a way to write about the KKK that made sense. 

But perhaps the answer is that there is no way to write about the KKK that makes sense. 
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Arriving in Royal in Garland County, about 15 minutes from Mount Ida, we drove past a Baptist church with 

a sign out front that read: “ETERNITY SMOKING OR NON-SMOKING.” On Yelp, a customer who visited 

a liquor store on the county line in the area wrote that it was “the only beacon of alcoholic availability in a sea 

of dry counties.” When we reached Crystal Springs, we stopped at the first of its two competing county line 

liquor stores. 

I asked a guy arranging bottles of bourbon outside the store why dry counties existed. He said, “I think 

because of the Bible.” And then he walked over to his car and pulled out two half-empty bourbon bottles. He 

explained that Arkansas was a “good old boy state” that issued a limited number of distribution licenses, 

which benefited him as the only licensed bourbon distributor in the area. “Even Walmart isn’t allowed to sell 

liquor,” he said. In 2012, Walmart had thrown its weight behind a campaign to turn dry counties in its home 

state wet — and even with more money than God, it lost. 

It tasted like a bonbon,  

candy-ish, sweet 

and then shifted to savory 

At the second liquor store we visited, the woman behind the counter was engaged in a deep conversation with 

a customer about how COVID was just like the flu and had always existed. We looked at moonshine 

flavors: apple pie, hunch punch, lemon drop, sour razzin’ berry. Liz told me, “My grandfather Lyman went 

blind drinking moonshine.” 

I wanted to know more about her grandfather Lyman and how his drinking had affected her family. Liz 

recounted, “My dad was a social drinker. He would go to The Vapors and other popular clubs in Hot Springs. 

His favorite drink was a dirty martini with vermouth and two olives, and he had a glass of red wine with 

dinner every night. As soon as I reached the age of 2, he stopped drinking. He became a teetotaler.” Liz 

thought that he didn’t want her growing up seeing him drink. “He maybe had bad memories seeing his father 

drink and not be a good father. I never asked him,” Liz said. Her father died in 2020. 

Liz wanted to photograph individuals with their crystal collections. The lady behind the counter at the liquor 

store told us she had a large crystal collection, but she said she was worried her dogs would bite us if we went 
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to her house to see it. She recommended that we visit the place across the road. Outside the store across the 

road, I saw an outhouse, wagon wheels, and all kinds of knickknacks. Inside, I found a room covered in bear 

rugs and stuffed snakes, another of pickled vegetables for sale, and one filled with display cases of Native 

American artifacts, crystals, and the head of a Black child — the type of object some people in the South used 

as a lawn decoration. The woman working behind the counter said that the founder of the store, now 

deceased, had collected the objects over 40 years from all over Arkansas. 

 

 

 

Entering Mount Ida, we passed by Geode Place, Holistic Hollow, and Broken Rock Road. We stopped at 

every house or business that had a crystal collection outside. I talked to the owner of a crystal shop who had 

once been a truck driver, and he said, “What got me into this business was desperation.” He didn’t want me to 

interview him because, he said, it would be better for me to read two volumes of the history of Mount Ida.  

He then pulled the books off a shelf and handed them to me, saying, “I could get it all wrong, so don’t talk to 

me.” Instead of reading the books, I followed him around the store as he showed me blush-colored rocks from 

Oklahoma shaped like tiny roses and phantom crystals where it looks like there is a ghost inside the crystal 

but it is where the crystal stopped growing. I thought I would talk him into an interview; instead, he talked me 

into buying some rock roses. 

Outside his store, I met several crystal collectors who were traveling around the country in an RV to buy 

crystals. They talked about how COVID-19 was invented by scientists and drug companies so that they could 

get rich. I told them that in July 2021, only 35% of the Arkansas population was fully vaccinated, and the 

Delta variant was killing people in record numbers. I wanted to talk about dry counties, and, as someone who 

had survived COVID-19, it was hard for me to listen to conspiracy theories. 

When I asked people about dry counties, they seemed to accept them as a fact and talked about making beer 

runs or driving to the county line. Although some people mentioned the Bible, nobody said they didn’t drink, 

just that they had to drive farther to do it. We all agreed that we had been drinking more during the pandemic, 

and the liquor store owners and workers who I spoke to said that sales had never been stronger. According 

to a 2021 study, Arkansas liquor stores in select counties saw their sales tax revenue grow 35.9% between 

September and November 2020 on a year-over-year basis. 
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Aperol Spritz 

is the sommelier's Gatorade. 

You can drink them all night 

and get up and go running. 

When we stopped to get a Dr Pepper at a corner store, an older woman who was demonstrating a country line 

dance move and had manicured peach fingernails told us, “You look like the kind of girls who drive around 

and sleep in a tent.” Liz and I looked at each other and laughed. A woman who came in the store told me that 

she had sold even more crystals during the pandemic, explaining, “If you ever have to sell your crystal 

collection, it’s kinda like guns — they don’t depreciate.” 
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“Self-healed” and manganese “phantom” crystals for sale at Blue Moon Crystals in Mount Ida. While most 

crystal sellers in Arkansas have always had outdoor crystal displays, since the pandemic local crystal 

businesses have brought even more of their large collections outdoors so that customers can view, learn 

about, and buy the local crystals safely. 

I was too busy 

drinking sparkling wine 

and didn't feel 

the earthquake 

Late in the afternoon, when we stopped at a house with crystals spread across the yard, we met a Reiki master 

who offered to speak to us in the language of light. Listening to her chant, I thought about the strange 

bedfellows that anti-alcohol sentiment produced — during Prohibition it was the police and the KKK, and 

during the era of dry counties, it has been county line liquor stores in wet counties protecting high 

profit margins and conservative churches. The messaging around alcohol — that it should be approached with 

fear and not curiosity — had shaped my Arkansas childhood. But despite growing up in the driest state in the 

U.S., I discovered alcohol in all its poetic glory. 
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The Syrah is a velvet curtain 

almost envelops you 

and makes you feel safe 

like you are in a library 

with old, well-handled books. 

 

Alice Driver is the author of More or Less Dead and the translator of Abecedario de Juárez. Her long-form 

reporting, radio, and essays have appeared in National Geographic, Oxford American, The New York Review 

of Books, Time, California Sunday Magazine, Columbia Journalism Review, CNN, Reveal from the Center for 

Investigative Reporting, CBC Radio, PBS, and Longreads. 

Liz Sanders is a freelance photographer based in Arkansas. She is a recipient of both the Magnum 

Foundation and the Rita and Alex K. Hillman Foundation fellowships for her documentary work. She is 

currently continuing work on a personal project on her father, dementia, and the bond of family during 

illness. 

Header image: The Little Red River, seen from the top of Bee Bluff, in Stone County, Arkansas. At 102 miles 

long, the Little Red flows through a total of five counties (Stone, Van Buren, White, Searcy, and Cleburne), all 

of which are dry. 

“The Driest State” is available in Issue No. 2 of  The Bitter Southerner magazine. 

 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/the-driest-

state?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=f4e5bf89d6-

2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-

92223085&ct=t(2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE)&goal=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-

92223085&mc_cid=f4e5bf89d6&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff 

  

https://bsgeneralstore.com/products/bs-magazine-issue-no-2
https://bsgeneralstore.com/products/bs-magazine-issue-no-2
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/the-driest-state?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=f4e5bf89d6-2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE)&goal=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&mc_cid=f4e5bf89d6&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/the-driest-state?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=f4e5bf89d6-2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE)&goal=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&mc_cid=f4e5bf89d6&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/the-driest-state?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=f4e5bf89d6-2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE)&goal=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&mc_cid=f4e5bf89d6&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/the-driest-state?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=f4e5bf89d6-2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE)&goal=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&mc_cid=f4e5bf89d6&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/the-driest-state?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=f4e5bf89d6-2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_12_THE_DRIEST_STATE)&goal=0_8269ec3593-f4e5bf89d6-92223085&mc_cid=f4e5bf89d6&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
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Using Mozart to treat medication-resistant epilepsy 

Music can reduce electrical activity surges in some patients 

 
 

Mozart family portrait: Maria Anna ("Nannerl"), Wolfgang, Anna Maria (medallion) and Leopold Mozart. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

October 6, 2021 

Researchers at Dartmouth University working on a program funded by the U.S. National Science 

Foundation are examining the effects of listening to Mozart on epilepsy patients resistant to medication. Data 

from the study indicates that controlled exposure to this stimulus might modulate electrical activity in the 

frontal cortices of the brain.  

The findings have potential for an intervention that is noninvasive and can help patients who experience 

suboptimal outcomes with pharmaceutical therapeutics.  

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303626&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://geiselmed.dartmouth.edu/news/2021/dartmouth-researchers-examine-the-mozart-k448-effect-in-epilepsy/
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1632738&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1632738&HistoricalAwards=false
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Participants in the study listened to 15- to 90-second audio clips while an EEG measured their electrical brain 

activity. Data revealed that listening to between 30 and 90 seconds of Mozart's composition Sonata for Two 

Pianos in D Major, or Mozart K448, correlated with a significant reduction in the amount of epilepsy-

associated electrical activity spikes in the brain. The left and right frontal cortices that regulate emotional 

responses recorded the most profound impact. 

After more than 30 seconds of exposure to the music, participants experienced what is termed the "Mozart 

K448 Effect," a reduced level of epileptiform activity. Lengthy and repeated exposure produced activity in the 

frontal cortices that could be triggered by a positive reaction to stimulation. The findings suggest that positive 

emotional responses intensify the effects of K448. 

The results were published in the journal Scientific Reports.  

Chinonye Whitley, a program director in NSF’s Office of Integrative Activities, said that  "these researchers, 

who are also supported by an NSF EPSCoR award that involves 12 research labs, aimed to advance our 

understanding of the brain's ability to maintain focus in normal and damaged systems."  

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303626&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdeli

very 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s41598-021-95922-7
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1632738
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.attentioninthebrain.com/network-map
mailto:Researchnews@nsf.gov
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Bob Dylan on Vulnerability, the Meaning of Integrity, and Music as an Instrument of Truth 

“You must be vulnerable to be sensitive to reality. And to me being vulnerable is just another way of saying 

that one has nothing more to lose.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

Self-knowledge might be the most difficult of life’s rewards — the hardest to earn and the hardest to bear. To 

know yourself is to know that you are not an unassailable fixity amid the entropic storm of the universe but a 

set of fragilities in constant flux. To know yourself is to know that you are not invulnerable. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909015/braipick-20
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The honest encounter with that vulnerability is the wellspring of art: Every artist’s art is their coping 

mechanism for the extreme sensitivity to aliveness that we call beauty — the transcendent and terrifying 

capacity to be moved by the world, to let something outside us stir deeply something within us. All great art 

— and only honest art can be great — is therefore the work of vulnerability and all integrity the function of 

fidelity to one’s fragilities. 

That is what Bob Dylan (b. May 24, 1941) addresses with his penetrating poetics of insight in a 1977 

conversation with Jonathan Cott — that uncommonly sensitive and erudite investigator of uncommon minds. 

Bob Dylan (Library of 

Congress) 

https://www.brainpickings.org/tag/jonathan-cott/
https://www.loc.gov/pictures/item/00649926/
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Cott prefaces the conversation, included in his collection Listening: Interviews, 1970–1989 (public library), 

with a soulful and percipient encapsulation of Dylan’s gift: 

His songs are miracles, his ways mysterious and unfathomable. In words and music, he has reawakened, and 

thereby altered, our experience of the world. In statement (“He not busy being born is busy dying”) and in 

image (“My dreams are made of iron and steel / With a big bouquet / Of roses hanging down / From the 

heavens to the ground”) he has kept alive the idea of the poet and artist as vates — the visionary eye of the 

body politic — while keeping himself open to a conception of art that embraces and respects equally Charles 

Baudelaire and Charley Patton, Arthur Rimbaud and Smokey Robinson. 

Dylan’s virtuosity with the mysterious and the miraculous has always sprung from his ethos of placing the 

unconscious mind at the center of creativity. In discussing his film Renaldo and Clara — which Dylan 

describes as being about integrity, about “naked alienation of the inner self against the outer self” — he tells 

Cott: 

Human emotions are the great dictator. 

[…] 

You can’t be a slave to your emotions. If you’re a slave to your emotions you’re dependent on your emotions, 

and you’re only dealing with your conscious mind… You have to be faithful to your subconscious, 

unconscious, super-conscious — as well as to your conscious. Integrity is a facet of honesty. It has to do with 

knowing yourself. 

True integrity necessitates the honesty of vulnerability — that great valve between us and the world, through 

which reality rushes into the chamber of our being and art pours out. Dylan observes: 

You must be vulnerable to be sensitive to reality. And to me being vulnerable is just another way of saying 

that one has nothing more to lose. I don’t have anything but darkness to lose. I’m way beyond that. 

When the conversation turns to humanity’s greatest spiritual sages — the teachers from various traditions best 

able to access and teach the eternal truths — Dylan counters Cott’s observation that “they speak and teach 

with more emotion,” redoubling his defiance of feeling as an organizing principle for truth: 

I don’t believe in emotion. They use their hearts, their hearts don’t use them. 

A generation after Aldous Huxley reverenced music as the great illuminator of the “blessedness lying at the 

heart of things,” Dylan exalts music as a supreme instrument of revelation: its inherent honesty, its elemental 

fidelity to truth — the temporal and the eternal, the personal and the universal: 

Music is truthful… Music attracts the angels in the universe. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1517909015/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/listening-interviews-1970-1989/oclc/1107060820?referer=br&ht=edition
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/21/bob-dylan-songwriters-on-songwriting-interview/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/05/21/bob-dylan-songwriters-on-songwriting-interview/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/05/aldous-huxley-music-at-night/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/04/05/aldous-huxley-music-at-night/
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It may be that Bob Dylan is the Bach of our time — the rare vessel for universal truth, whose music 

contains “the ultimate expression of anything and everything.” 

Complement with three centuries of uncommon minds on the singular power of music and Nick Cave 

on music, feeling, and transcendence, then revisit psychologist Erich Fromm on vulnerability as the key to our 

sanity, philosopher Martha Nussbaum on how to live with our human fragility, and philosopher-poet Kahlil 

Gibran on the courage to know yourself. 

 

Bob Dylan by Milton Glaser, 1967. 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/27/bob-dylan-jonathan-

cott/?mc_cid=6e780d21dd&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/21/clemency-burton-hill-pablo-casals-albert-schweitzer-bach/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2016/03/15/writers-on-music/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/01/24/nick-cave-music-ai/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/22/erich-fromm-revolution-of-hope/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2020/03/22/erich-fromm-revolution-of-hope/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2014/03/14/martha-nussbaum-bill-moyers-world-of-ideas/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2019/11/21/kahlil-gibran-prophet-talking/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2013/06/26/milton-glaser-debbie-millman-interview/
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/27/bob-dylan-jonathan-cott/?mc_cid=6e780d21dd&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.brainpickings.org/2021/08/27/bob-dylan-jonathan-cott/?mc_cid=6e780d21dd&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.miltonglaser.com/the-work/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

73 

 

 

Mystery, myth, and beauty shine through RaMell Ross’ solo exhibition, “Spell, Time, Practice, American, 

Body: The Work of RaMell Ross,” at the Ogden Museum of Southern Art in New Orleans. 

 

Photographs by RaMell Ross | Words by Richard McCabe 

 

October 28, 2021 

2 
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Both timely and timeless, the depth and breadth of RaMell Ross’ art illuminates the lushness of the 

rural Alabama landscape while sublimely revealing the humanity of the American South and beyond.  

“Spell, Time, Practice, American, Body: The Work of RaMell Ross” features the complete set of large-scale 

photographs from the “South County, AL (a Hale County)” series. The exhibition includes several sculptural 

and immersive site-specific video installation works that speak to Ross’ personal history and expand his 

practice beyond photography and filmmaking.  

While I was researching artists to include in the Ogden Museum’s New Southern Photography exhibition in 

2018, Alan Rothschild, founder of the Do Good Fund public photography collection, introduced me to Ross’ 

work. New Southern Photography was the largest photography exhibition ever organized by the Ogden. The 

show featured 25 photographers and filmmakers, and more than 230 photographs and two video/film works. 

In 2019, I approached Ross about having a solo exhibition of his art at the Ogden. This exhibition has been 

three years in the planning. 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

75 

Here, 2012 

Hale County has an almost mythical place in the pantheon of Southern literature and art. The county was the 

location for James Agee’s seminal 1941 book, Let Us Now Praise Famous Men, which featured Walker 

Evans’ iconic photographs of three white tenant farming families and the vernacular architecture of the 

county. From the 1960s to 2000s, William Christenberry — born in nearby Tuscaloosa, Alabama — followed 

in the tradition of Evans by immortalizing Hale County’s old buildings and rural landscape in his drawings, 

paintings, photographs, and sculptures, producing one of the most important bodies of work on a singular 

place in the history of American art. 

“To be Black is the greatest fiction of my life. Yet I’m still bound to its myth. I can’t help but think about the 

myth’s childhood and its backyard of the South. How the myth of Blackness aged into fact and grew into laws. 

How it evolved from there to become tacit, and join the secret order of things. How it became the dark matter 

of the American imagination.”  

Ross is the latest in a trajectory of artists to tackle Hale County as both subject and muse. Unlike 

Christenberry — whose art focused on familial ties to the land and capturing time’s patina on the vanishing 

vernacular architecture of the region –— Ross’ art focuses on the county's Black community. Ross’ 

photographs and films situate the storied county within a 21st-century context. Ideas of place, time, race, and 

identity — themes central to Southern art — are at the forefront of Ross’ contemporary visualization of Hale 

County. 

As a basketball player at Georgetown University, Ross’ dreams of playing in the NBA were dashed by a 

career-ending injury. During his physical rehabilitation, Ross followed his lifelong interest in art by enrolling 

in a traditional black-and-white darkroom photography class and a survey course on the history of 

photography. He learned camera operation and darkroom printing and was introduced to the work of Diane 

Arbus, Henri Cartier-Bresson, and Lee Friedlander. In 2009, Ross got a job coaching basketball and teaching 

photography to at-risk youth through Youth Build, a national  program that took him to Greensboro, Alabama. 

Upon arrival he was immediately struck by the synergy of the place. He soon discovered the work of 

Christenberry and Evans and began recognizing the locales of their many iconic photographs throughout Hale 

County. With fresh eyes and perspective, Ross started making photographs with a large-format film camera 

— the same tool used by his artistic predecessors. 

Look what Miles Davis did with the trumpet … You give it to him and he's emoting this [whole other] world. 

He's using essentially the master's tools. ... I have to use the same tools that Evans and Christenberry used.… 

[From] the same laborious process that they presented these rigid formal things, you can get something 

whimsical and something very human and also abstract. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/once-it-comes-time-william-christenberry-southern-photography
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Ida Mae, 2012 

By 2012, Ross was finding his voice through the lens of a camera. The breakthrough moment came when he 

realized that the traditional documentary storytelling construct of capturing the real world “as it is,” through 
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narrative sequencing based in linear time, was incapable of accurately portraying Hale County’s Black 

community. At the same time, Ross recognized the problematic power dynamic the camera presented in 

exacerbating the “otherness” inherent in traditional documentary-art structure. Over those years, the young 

people that Ross got to know through his work became his creative collaborators. Through the 

implementation of an oblique strategy forged in a spirit of collaboration with the community, Ross began 

constructing photographs based in reality. 

 

Caspera, 2019 
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Typeface, 2021 

At his core, Ross is a storyteller with a camera, and his work occupies a unique space between documentary, 

social-documentary, post-documentary, conceptual, and experimental art. Ross’ art is a slow reveal, a quiet 

whisper. Ross brilliantly constructs a narrative predicated upon the loose association of visual signifiers. The 

structure of his art unfolds organically through imagery based on stream-of-consciousness — producing an 

aesthetic more akin to cinema vérité as opposed to the logical linear sequencing found throughout the genres 

of documentary photography and film. Like poetry, Ross’ open-ended, nonlinear approach to the 

documentary tradition combines with the metaphorical imagery he creates to enable the viewer multiple 

points of entry into his art. 

“Liberated documentation, as I term it, it’s that Western ethics and values of documenting and the document 

are unsuited to deal with the complexity of Blackness. I want to make work that unitedly honors its 

participants, resists their easy consumption and judgment, and quietly asks our imagination and intellect to 

question the known and easy constructions of identity and place.” 
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Open, 2013 

When his Academy Award-nominated film,  “Hale County This Morning, This Evening” was first conceived, 

Ross was hoping to make a traditional documentary film in the vein of Steve James’ 1994 “Hoop Dreams.” 

Early on, Ross realized that real-time sequencing was not going to suffice in telling the coming-of-age story 

of Daniel Collins, an aspiring basketball player at Selma University, and Quincy Bryant, a young father who 

works in a local catfish processing plant. 

The discovery began after I moved to Alabama in 2009 to teach photography and coach basketball. 

Photographing in my day-to-day, I began filming using time to figure out how we’ve come to be seen. 

Ross’ manipulation of the real-time continuum is ironically reflected in the title of the film, which refers to a 

single day in the life of a particular place, even though the film takes place over the span of several years. 

Throughout the film, time speeds up and slows down through the use of time-lapse and slow-motion 
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photography.  The moon flies across the night sky. Car headlights appear and disappear, flashing like fireflies 

as they zip by at dawn along a lonely country road. Time contracts. 

 

Dakesha and Marquise, 2012 

 

In another scene, the lens of a static camera forms a theatrical proscenium arch allowing the audience a 

glimpse into the drama of the Selma University basketball team’s chaotic pregame locker room. The scene 

starts out in real time — over several minutes the players jump about and horse around as Collins stands 

center-stage, deep in trancelike meditative thought. Then the scene begins to transition into slow motion as 

the players exit the locker room. The ambient musical score amplifies and blends with the shouts of the 

players’ voices, echoing, bouncing off the hollow locker room walls until it reaches a pulsating psychedelic 

crescendo of swirling sounds. Time expands. 
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The film, which Ross describes as “epic banal,” is a collage of beautifully photographed scenes that capture 

the extraordinary in the ordinary. Edits, fades, and cuts are based on association — as in a close-up shot of 

sweat droplets hitting the floor of a basketball court before fading into raindrops splashing in a puddle on a 

sidewalk. The open-ended, ambiguous nature of the film lends itself to subjective interpretation based on the 

imagination of the viewer. 

 

Speaker, 2012 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

82 

 

Sleepy Church, 2014 

A photograph or film by Ross inspires dialogue. The intrinsic meaning of his work is not on the surface, but 

underneath. Ross’ art asks more questions than it answers, and in doing so fosters active engagement with the 

viewer to investigate and decode the plural messages. In “Giving Tree, 2012,” a teenage girl, Aisha Lockett 

(who goes by Shay) is slumped over the branch of a large oak tree. The title was taken from Shel Silverstein’s 

classic illustrated children’s book, The Giving Tree.  

In the photograph, Shay’s contorted body seems to mimic the gestural posturing of characters in Silverstein’s 

illustrations.  (Ross names Silverstein as a serious influence in his work; his mother read poems from Where 

the Sidewalk Ends and A Light in the Attic aloud to him as a child.) The constructed nature and formal 

qualities of “Giving Tree” also seem to place the photograph in conversation with Charles Ray’s iconic 1973 

conceptual photograph, “Plank Piece I and II,” an auto-portrait of Ray suspended off the ground and pinned to 

a wall by a wooden board. 
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Giving Tree, 2012 
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The Gotten Tree, 2019 

Yet another interpretation of Ross’ photograph is as a visualization of the lyrics from Billie Holiday’s song 

about lynching, “Strange Fruit.” Could this seemingly sweet and innocent photograph of playful childhood 

bliss actually be a paradoxical commentary on the horrific lynching postcards that were made during the Jim 

Crow era? 

Most of my ideas are aesthetic. They're visual first. I've never made an image where I'm like, this is going to 

mean this. I'm always like, oh, this is a cool gesture. I like the way that this physical space looks. And I 

wonder what it's like for a human body to interact with this kind of weird space. And then afterwards I'm like, 

“What does it mean?” or maybe more importantly, “What can it mean?” 
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Haiku, 2019 
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Shaquan, 2013 

Through a highly original process of photography and filmmaking that allows the artist to, as Ross describes 

it, “participate, not capture; shoot from, not at, the community,” Ross has successfully navigated the 

problematic power dynamic of representing the “other” that has long haunted the documentarian. With “Spell, 

Time, Practice, American, Body,” Ross has written, with light, a new chapter in the story of Hale County, 

Alabama. 

 

Spell, Time, Practice, American, Body: The Work of RaMell Ross. Opening October 23, 2021, at the Ogden 

Museum of Southern Art, New Orleans. On view through March 27, 2022. 
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Richard McCabe is a curator, photographer, and writer based in New Orleans. Since 2010, he has been the 

Curator of Photography at the Ogden Museum of Southern Art and has organized and curated over 35 

exhibitions including: Seeing Beyond the Ordinary, The Mythology of Florida, The Rising, Eudora Welty: 

Photographs from the 1930s - 40s, The Colourful South, Self-Processing: Instant Photography and New 

Southern Photography. McCabe’s photographs have been included in gallery and museum exhibitions 

throughout the United States. McCabe’s thoughts and writings on photography have been published in the 

New York Times, Time, National Public Radio (NPR), Louisiana Cultural Vistas, Spot, The Bitter Southerner, 

and LENSCRATCH magazine. 

Header Photo: Man, 2019 

 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/liberated-

documentarian?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc7cc33e35-

2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-

dc7cc33e35-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW)&goal=0_8269ec3593-

dc7cc33e35-92223085&mc_cid=dc7cc33e35&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff 

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/liberated-documentarian?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc7cc33e35-2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&mc_cid=dc7cc33e35&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/liberated-documentarian?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc7cc33e35-2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&mc_cid=dc7cc33e35&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/liberated-documentarian?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc7cc33e35-2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&mc_cid=dc7cc33e35&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/liberated-documentarian?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc7cc33e35-2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&mc_cid=dc7cc33e35&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/liberated-documentarian?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=dc7cc33e35-2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_29_FREE_SHIPPING_STARTS_NOW)&goal=0_8269ec3593-dc7cc33e35-92223085&mc_cid=dc7cc33e35&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
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Study finds increasing potential for toxic algal blooms in a warming Alaskan Arctic 

Warming Arctic presents potential new threats to humans and marine wildlife 

 

 

A conductivity, temperature, depth rosette is deployed to study harmful algal bloom conditions. 

Credit and Larger Version 

 

October 12, 2021 

Changes in the northern Alaskan Arctic Ocean have reached a point at which a previously rare phenomenon -- 

widespread blooms of toxic algae -- could become more commonplace, potentially threatening a wide range 

of marine wildlife and the people who rely on local marine resources for food.  

That’s the conclusion of a new study on harmful algal blooms of the toxic algae Alexandrium 

catenella published in the journal Proceedings of the National Academy of Sciences. Although microscopic 

algae in the ocean are most often beneficial and serve as the base of the marine food web, some species 

produce potent neurotoxins that can directly and indirectly affect humans and wildlife. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303666&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.pnas.org/content/118/41/e2107387118
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The U.S. National Science Foundation-supported study by scientists at the Woods Hole Oceanographic 

Institution and other institutions looked at samples from seafloor sediments and surface waters collected 

during 2018 and 2019 in the region extending from the northern Bering Sea to the Chukchi and Beaufort Seas 

north of Alaska.  

The sediment samples allowed the researchers to count and map A. catenella cysts, a seed-like resting stage 

that lies dormant in the seafloor for much of the year, germinating or hatching only when water temperatures 

and nutrients are suitable. The newly hatched cells swim to the surface and multiply using the sun's energy, 

producing a "bloom" that can be dangerous due to the neurotoxins, called saxitoxins, the adult cells produce. 

When the algae are consumed by fish and shellfish, those toxins can accumulate to levels that can be 

dangerous to humans and wildlife. In fish, toxin levels may be high in digestive and excretory organs like the 

stomach, kidney and liver, but are very low in muscle and roe.  

Although fish can be potential toxin vectors, the human poisoning syndrome is called paralytic shellfish 

poisoning, with symptoms ranging from tingling lips to respiratory distress and death. The toxin can also 

cause illness and mortality in marine wildlife such as larger fish, marine mammals and seabirds -- a particular 

concern to members of coastal communities in northern and western Alaska who rely on a variety of marine 

resources for food. 

"We've known about human and marine wildlife health risks associated with Alexandrium and its toxins in 

Alaskan waters for a long time, including occasional events north of Bering Strait, but these results show 

increased potential for large and recurrent blooms of this species as a new hazard for Alaska's Arctic," said 

Don Anderson, WHOI senior scientist, who led the study.  

"This study is a great example of the interdisciplinary nature of research funded by NSF's Office of Polar 

Programs, where fundamental science in marine biology and physical oceanography come together to produce 

societally relevant results to protect coastal communities," said Rainer Amon, a program director in NSF's 

Office of Polar Programs. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, Researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303666&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdeli

very 

  

https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1823002&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.whoi.edu/press-room/news-release/alaska-habs/
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.whoi.edu/press-room/news-release/alaska-habs/
mailto:Researchnews@nsf.gov
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Artificial intelligence may reduce false positives in breast cancer screening 

AI tool could become part of diagnostic protocol 

 
 

An image of breast tissue in an ultrasound. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

October 18, 2021 

Researchers working on an initiative supported by the U.S. National Science Foundation trained AI to identify 

breast cancer using data obtained from previously conducted ultrasounds. The AI tool significantly increased 

accurate diagnoses. The New York University researchers, including Yiqiu Shen, published their research in 

the journal Nature Communications. 

"If our efforts to use machine learning as a triaging tool for ultrasound studies prove successful, ultrasound 

could become a more effective tool in breast cancer screening, especially as an alternative to mammography 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=303695&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://nyulangone.org/news/artificial-intelligence-tool-improves-accuracy-breast-cancer-imaging
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1922658&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-021-26023-2
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and for those with dense breast tissue,” said Linda Moy, a co-investigator and radiologist at New York 

University. “Its future impact on improving breast health could be profound.” 

Using ultrasound for breast cancer screening is less expensive, more accessible, and doesn't expose patients to 

radiation. But ultrasound screening results in more false positives than traditional mammography screening. 

This innovation helps reduce that deficiency. 

When aided by the AI model, radiologists working with a sample of past ultrasound exams increased 

diagnostic accuracy from 92% to 96%. In addition to enhancing accuracy, the AI tool would reduce 

unnecessary biopsies. 

The researchers intend to refine the AI tool to include risk factors such as genetic predisposition to breast 

cancer. The AI tool shows promise for clinical trials and could lead to more accurate diagnostic methods and 

tools. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303695&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdeli

very  

  

mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303695&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=303695&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Words by Eric NeSmith 

Featuring the Photos of George Masa, Courtesy of Highlands Historical Society 

 

October 26, 2021 

58 

It had been a bit since I’d seen any kind of marker or sign. I’d veered off the beaten path long ago, and the 

trail was now narrow, the rhododendron closing in. Hot with each step, the skin at the back of my heel began 

to burn. I hiked on, meandering through a maze of rock, leaf, and wood. Some questions took root: Where on 

Earth am I? How much farther? Why did I decide to leave the main trail? Why did I decide to do this alone? 

Foot in front of foot, my head drooped, I began familiarizing myself with the tops of my boots, each nick and 

chink where rock and wear had gnawed the rubber rand around their soles. Boot in front of boot. Endlessly 

upward. I raised my head. The sea of rhododendron and laurel parted, and I could see an opening. I pushed 

hard through the thicket, only to jerk to a stop using my tiptoes to stay on the narrow ledge of a rocky outcrop. 

For the first time in a while, squatting there, I took a long look up.  

The view before me perfectly explained how the Blue Ridge Mountains got their name — their rich hue 

running a little deeper than the adjoining sky. Carefully, I crept to the edge and looked at the valley floor far 

below. I knew the tiny treetops I saw belonged to hemlocks, pines and oaks at least 60 feet tall, but my brain 

couldn’t quite process that. The wind blew, and I thought it best to sit. From my perch on that crag of 

Whiteside Mountain, I drank it all in, forgetting about my earlier questions. 
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Wildcat Ridge of Whiteside Mountain taken from Bear Pen Mountain in Highlands, North Carolina, 1929. 

Opening spread: Sea of Views, Satulah Mountain, Highlands, North Carolina, 1929. 
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That summer, I was an intern for the local weekly paper, The Highlander, in Highlands, North Carolina, a 

town nestled on the southwestern edge of western North Carolina. My job, as best I could tell, was to 

complete any and all assignments given to me by deadline. After that, my editor explained, I was free to roam 

and photograph as many trails as my body and time would allow. I wanted to walk them all. I photographed 

vistas and wildflowers, rivers and creeks, crevices and creatures. I interviewed rangers and fellow hikers and 

followed maps — often veering from the path to explore the wilderness on my own. That was the summer I 

fell in love with those mountains, their clear and cool waters, their flame azaleas, their wildness. I fell in love 

with their damp scent — a scent known only in a forest tested by time. For the first time, I felt their raw, 

restorative power. I felt their freedom. It was at that moment I realized the true importance of nature, of 

silence, of sitting, breathing, and taking a full moment to look up — and to really see the world around me. 

Fast-forward several years. I had finished college and worked my way back to Highlands, becoming the 

publisher and editor of that same weekly paper. I had recently seen Paul Bonesteel’s documentary “The 

Mystery of George Masa.” The documentary told the largely unknown story of Masa, a Japanese immigrant 

photographer whose work in the late 1920s and early ’30s was influential in the creation of Great Smoky 

Mountains National Park. Since returning to Highlands, I had also heard that the local historical society had 

some of Masa’s photos on display. So I soon found myself in the basement of a small and nondescript 

but neatly kept building a few blocks off Main Street, looking at the largest known body of work by one of 

the most important and influential conservation photographers of our time. I loved my job. 

The energetic and engaging Highlands Historical Society archivist took me through the collection of Masa 

photographs he had so diligently worked to digitize and preserve. In the world of publishing a weekly 

newspaper, you can only hope to be so fortunate as to have a person like Ran Shaffner in your community. 

The former professor, bookstore owner, and University of North Carolina at Chapel Hill graduate was like an 

encyclopedia of the town’s history. When it came to Highlands, Google was not needed, you only needed to 

call Shaffner. His book, Heart of the Blue Ridge: Highlands, North Carolina, was the culmination of decades-

long, meticulous research on the community and its people. It became my desk reference, and I felt fortunate 

to call Shaffner my friend. 
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ALTHOUGH VERY LITTLE IS KNOWN ABOUT THE LIFE OF GEORGE MASA, THE IMPACT OF HIS 

WORK PROVED TO BE MONUMENTAL IN THE CREATION OF GREAT SMOKY MOUNTAINS 

NATIONAL PARK. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

97 

Over the last decade, Shaffner has continued his research, hoping to find out more about Masa and his work, 

to help shed more light on the photographer, providing the recognition he so rightly deserves. In a recent 

presentation, Shaffner unfolded the story of Iizuka Masaharu, his transformation to the photographer now 

known as George Masa, and how the historical society came to this collection. 

As Shaffner explained, documentarian Bonesteel was regarded as the authority on Masa. Ken Burns had also 

included Masa’s work in the Great Smoky Mountains National Park portion of his PBS series on America’s 

national parks system. But, as Shaffner pointed out, if you asked either Bonesteel or Burns about Masa’s life 

before 1915, they would tell you it’s a mystery. There’s no record of Iizuka Masaharu living in or working in 

the United States before 1915. 

“But we know that a man’s life doesn’t have to be documented for his own claims about it to be accepted as 

true,” Shaffner said. “So until it’s proven otherwise, I’ll rely on Masa’s journals, his letters, the census, his 

death certificate, and what he has himself told us about his past.” 
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Cliffs of Whiteside Mountain, straddling Jackson and Macon counties, North Carolina, 1929. Nature 

journalist Horace Kephart said Masa liked to photograph “terra incognita” (unknown or unexplored 

territory). Masa often risked his life to capture a scene completely, as displayed in this photograph of the 

sheer cliffs of Whiteside Mountain, a summit that forms part of the Eastern Continental Divide in western 

North Carolina. 

Shaffner said Masa once told a newspaper reporter that he was born in Osaka, Japan, and his death certificate 

said he was born on January 20, 1881. Masa said he moved to Tokyo to go to college and study at Meiji 

University. While there, Masa met a Methodist missionary. Shaffner said this meeting greatly altered Masa’s 

course. He converted to Christianity and changed his given name from Iizuka to George. Shaffner said that 

since family names in Asia are often placed before given names, his name would have then been Iizuka 

George. 

Shaffner said the missionary spoke with Masa about the United States, and at age 25 Masa stole passage on a 

ship to San Francisco. There’s not a record of Masa’s passage on a ship, Shaffner said, but, “If he stole 

passage, would there be a record?” 

According to the 1930 census, Masa immigrated to the United States in 1906. He then entered the University 

of California to study mining engineering. Masa’s journal tells us he left San Francisco on January 18, 1915, 

traveling by train to New Orleans and St. Louis. Later that year, on July 10, Masa arrived in Asheville, North 

Carolina, with some Austrian friends and began working at the massive and newly minted Grove Park Inn, 

Shaffner said. Masa first started in the laundry, then moved to bellhop, and then to valet. It was at the Grove 

Park Inn, Shaffner said, that Masa shortened his name from Masaharu to Masa, saying it was for convenience.  

Masa is said to have taken lots of hikes in the area with his Austrian friends, also taking guests of the inn on 

hikes and picnics. One day, the manager of the inn loaned Masa his camera to capture photos of the area that 

could be used to help promote the inn. At this critical moment, Masa’s life altered course once again. 
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Bridal Veil Falls, Highlands, North Carolina, 1929. 

While working at the inn, Masa connected with and made photographs for many of the wealthy and 

influential families in Asheville at the time — the Vanderbilts, Groves, and Seelys. But in 1917, Masa grew 

tired of working at the inn and headed for Colorado Springs to prospect for gold, Shaffner said. While Masa 

did not find his fortune, the grandeur of the Rockies made an impression. Masa returned to Asheville and the 

inn, but asked for any job except valet. A few stories published earlier this year allege that Masa experienced 

anti-Asian discrimination while working at the inn. However, Shaffner says Masa’s usually open and candid 

journals make no mention of any such incidents. 

Masa left the inn for the final time in 1919 and began working at a local photo shop. In 1920, he opened his 

own photo shop called Plateau Studios. Masa then sold this business in 1924 and opened Asheville Photo 

Company in 1925. Shaffner noted that one of the ways to identify a Masa photograph is by the stamp on the 

photo. It will say Plateau Studios or Asheville Photo Company. In 1924, Masa also began making movies for 

the Asheville-Biltmore Film Company and worked for Paramount and Pathé as a newsreel photographer for 
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all of North Carolina, South Carolina, Georgia, and Tennessee. But Shaffner said none of this work has been 

found. 

Masa has been described as a friendly and gentle soul, but the environment he photographed was not. Masa 

was an inch or two over 5 feet tall and weighed a little more than 100 pounds, Shaffner said. Lugging a heavy, 

8-by-10-inch view camera with a wooden tripod on his back, Masa hiked the many miles it might have taken 

to find the right spot for the perfect shot, traversing the Smokies eight to 10 years before there was a map of 

the Appalachian Trail. Shaffner said Masa was devoted to accuracy and mapped hundreds of uncleared trails 

in the southern Appalachian Mountains. He eventually mapped the part of the Appalachian Trail from North 

Carolina’s border with Virginia all the way to Georgia. 

Masa’s meticulous nature in photography carried over to his cartography. Since he was a trained engineer, 

Masa created a contraption to ensure his hiking distances were measured accurately, Shaffner said. He 

removed the seat, frame, and back wheel from a broken bicycle and attached an odometer to the handlebars. 

Masa then pushed the handlebars and wheel in front of him as he walked. This “cyclometer” helped him 

record the proper distances as he mapped each of his routes. 

In the mid-1920s, Masa first met librarian turned author and nature journalist Horace Kephart, whose 

book Our Southern Highlanders offered an intimate portrayal of the unique people living in the Smokies. At 

the time, Kephart was horrified by the immense scale of the commercial logging that was taking place in the 

grand forests of the region, Shaffner said. Kephart began writing a series of articles for publications across the 

nation, detailing what was happening in the world around him. While working on a story for National 

Geographic, Kephart needed photos and hired Masa to help. The kinship between the two as they worked to 

preserve the Smokies was instant. Kephart’s writing paired with Masa’s photos proved to be an influential 

tool in the creation of the park. Working together, the two mapped and named many of the peaks for the 

future park as well. 

Shaffner said Masa was promoting the Smokies as a national park as early as 1925, a good nine years before 

the park existed. In 1933, Masa published a guide for the Smokies, and the guide proved to be so accurate that 

it corrected the U.S. Geological Survey maps at the time, Shaffner said. 

 

Rhodes Big View, taken from Cowee Ridge in Macon County, North Carolina, 1929. “Masa would find a 

view that he wanted and set up his camera until the light was exactly right,” says Ran Shaffner, archivist 

emeritus for the Highlands Historical Society. “Even if that meant sitting for an hour, or two hours, or three 
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hours, or a day, or a few days, or coming back another day for another shot.” Shaffner pieced together three 

of Masa’s photos to create the panoramic view above. 

For nearly two decades, Masa honed his craft. His patience and passion are preserved in his photographs. In 

2009, Kent Priestley wrote about Masa for Mountain Xpress, a publication in Asheville, describing Masa’s 

best photos as being full of “deep shadows and penetrating light.” 

About one photo of the Black Mountains, Priestley writes, “A bank of clouds hovers slightly over the distant 

peaks, admitting enough light to touch off the horizon in a bright glow. Sunlight rolls down the valley floor, 

arrow-like, ending at the dark cleft that shadows the foreground completely.” 

While taking pictures for Kephart in 1929, Masa was also hired by Frank Cook, who owned and operated 

Highlands Inn. Cook wasn’t turning much of a profit at the time, but, like the manager of the Grove Park Inn, 

thought Masa’s photos could help him promote the area. Cook offered Masa free room and board and cash for 

expenses, thinking Masa would come and stay for a few days, take some photos, and leave. 

“But Cook didn’t know Masa as the consummate professional that he was,” Shaffner said. “Masa would 

find a view that he wanted and set up his camera until the light was exactly right — even if that meant sitting 

for an hour, or two hours, or three hours, or a day, or a few days, or coming back another day for another 

shot.” 

A week passed, and Cook was in a quandary. Masa’s stay was taking much longer than anticipated. But after 

two weeks, Masa presented Cook with nearly 100 photos of the area’s mountains, vistas, roads, homes, 

forests, and waterfalls. 

“You can’t always tell from a photograph what the artist has had to endure to get his perfect shot,” Shaffner 

said. “Sometimes Masa would leave Highlands Inn at 3 a.m. and sit in the cold and rain, waiting for ‘the 

precise atmospheric moment,’ when the sun would rise or set. There’s a tremendous sacrifice in making a 

photograph a work of art.” 

Beverly Cook Quin, daughter of Frank Cook, carefully kept the Masa photos in their original album. She 

shared the album with Shaffner and later donated all 96 photos to the historical society. 

Masa’s work should have made him a fortune, but his photography business struggled. Shaffner said Masa 

lost what little he had in the bank in the crash of 1929 and the ensuing Great Depression. Then, in 1931, Masa 

lost his best friend, fellow advocate, and collaborator when Kephart died in a car crash. 

“Kep is gone forever! His death shocked me to pieces,” Masa wrote in his journal. “I never experienced such 

feeling in my life. But we must keep going on what we have in our hands, and I like to carry out what Kep 

wanted.” 
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Two years later, on June 21, 1933, at the age of 52, Masa died of tuberculosis and other complications. 

Shaffner said he should have died wealthy, but instead died penniless and in debt. Masa’s friends helped pay 

for his funeral. Masa wanted to be buried near Kephart and the future park in Bryson City, but was buried 

instead in Riverside Cemetery in Asheville. Shaffner said friends tried to move Masa in the early 1940s, but 

World War II was raging, and Masa was never moved. 

Asheville photographer Elliot Lyman Fisher bought 6,000 of Masa’s negatives soon after his death, and 

Shaffner said Fisher first sold photographs under Masa’s name, but later did so under his own name. He said 

Fisher moved to Florida in the 1950s and died in 1968. Those negatives have never been found, Shaffner said, 

meaning nearly all of Masa’s original work has disappeared. Without Quin and the historical society, a 

significant part of Masa’s work would be lost. 

“Masa has been called the Ansel Adams of the southern Appalachians,” Shaffner said, “and it’s probably 

because of the photographs he took of the Smokies, which produced a social change. Masa’s most powerful 

weapon was his camera. He used photographs instead of words to help people understand and change.” 

Kephart said Masa liked to photograph “terra incognita” (unknown or unexplored territory). “There were 

scenes in the Smokies which probably no man had ever witnessed because of their inaccessibility,” Shaffner 

said. “But Masa would find those scenes and risk his life photographing them.” 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

103 

 

Top of Glen Falls, East Fork Overflow Creek, Highlands, North Carolina, 1929. Lugging a heavy camera 

with a wooden tripod on his back, Masa hiked the many miles it might have taken to find the right spot for the 

perfect shot, traversing the Smokies eight to 10 years before there was even a map of the Appalachian Trail. 
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A year after his death, Masa’s dream of a park materialized. John D. Rockefeller Jr., who knew Masa and had 

seen his photographs, gave $5 million to purchase the land for the park. But it took another $1.5 million of 

federal funds before the park was finalized. President Franklin D. Roosevelt later dedicated the park in 1940, 

and in 1961 the park dedicated Masa Knob, a 5,685-foot peak adjacent to Mount Kephart. 

When Masa felt lost and disheartened, he once wrote in his journal, “I go into woods, get fresh balsam 

air, then come back and start strong, good fight.” 

In a year wrought with sadness and hardship, many of us looked to the great outdoors for grounding and 

peace. We lost loved ones. We ached as we felt the fabric of our country rip. We sought solace in whatever 

way we knew. For many, the pandemic turned our focus inward to ourselves and our immediate families. In 

return, we flooded the natural open spaces of our parks. I found myself once again walking those familiar 

mountain trails. But this time, I was not alone. My wife and I laughed as we watched our children shiver in 

those cold waters, content as they explored, flipping over rocks, delighted at the creatures and natural world 

before them. We climbed Whiteside and held their shirttails tightly, allowing them to carefully peer over that 

outcrop’s edge. We sat and drank it all in. 

Today when I look at a Masa photo, I see his demand for perfection in its detail, his desire to capture the 

scene — its complexity and beauty — completely. But as I think more deeply, I see Masa’s desire to save that 

scene, to preserve it indefinitely, leading me to think that it may have meant more to him than just saving the 

forests. I’d like to think he knew that saving some natural space, some wilderness, would also help us heal, 

ultimately offering us a way to save ourselves. 
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Eric NeSmith comes from a long line of storytellers, but community journalism has been his passion since 

childhood, seeping into his veins through his fingertips as he inserted the sections of his hometown paper 

together at 8 years old. His career in journalism has spanned reporting, photography, marketing, editing, and 

publishing. He is the publisher and CEO of The Bitter Southerner. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/george-masas-terra-

incognita?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=0b8ea07cec-

2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-

0b8ea07cec-

92223085&ct=t(2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA)&goal=0_8269ec3593-

0b8ea07cec-92223085&mc_cid=0b8ea07cec&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff 

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/george-masas-terra-incognita?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=0b8ea07cec-2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA)&goal=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&mc_cid=0b8ea07cec&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/george-masas-terra-incognita?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=0b8ea07cec-2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA)&goal=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&mc_cid=0b8ea07cec&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/george-masas-terra-incognita?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=0b8ea07cec-2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA)&goal=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&mc_cid=0b8ea07cec&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/george-masas-terra-incognita?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=0b8ea07cec-2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA)&goal=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&mc_cid=0b8ea07cec&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/george-masas-terra-incognita?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=0b8ea07cec-2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA)&goal=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&mc_cid=0b8ea07cec&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2021/george-masas-terra-incognita?utm_source=The+Bitter+News&utm_campaign=0b8ea07cec-2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA&utm_medium=email&utm_term=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&ct=t(2021_10_26_GEORGE_MASAS_TERRA_INCOGNITA)&goal=0_8269ec3593-0b8ea07cec-92223085&mc_cid=0b8ea07cec&mc_eid=e71bc4a9ff
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What I Learned While Cataloguing an Entire Library of 19th-Century Schoolbooks 

Kim Beil on Building a Habit of Curiosity 

By Kim Beil 

 

November 4, 2021 

This spring I started writing about every book in the library. Not a large library, nor a public one. Just a trunk 

full of 19th-century schoolbooks that my mother found in an old farmhouse in the 1960s. There are 

pasteboard readers and parsers and dictionaries, a few arithmetic texts and leather-bound volumes on public 

speaking. Nothing special, owned by no one famous. 

My plan had been, at first, to photograph the books and then sell them on eBay. I took the pictures, but 

couldn’t bear to sell the books. Maybe they’re cursed; once you’ve become their caretaker, you can’t 

relinquish them. Their worm-eaten leather and dog-eared pages smell too much like mystery. All the sensory 

pleasures of archives, closed to me for a year and a half during Covid restrictions, were suddenly here, in my 

own home. I bought a bookshelf on Craigslist and started a simple project: write a short essay about every 

book in the library. The books are a three-dimensional syllabus. Through them, I’ve learned about rare book 

terminology, about the public school movement, the scandalous introduction of the waltz to the United States, 

the tradition of oratory, almanacs, American spelling, autograph albums, itinerant singing masters, and more. 

https://lithub.com/author/kimbeil/
https://medium.com/unpacking-my-library
https://medium.com/unpacking-my-library
https://medium.com/unpacking-my-library
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Annie Dillard recommends that writers keep a schedule, what she calls “a net for catching days.” A project is 

even better than a schedule. A project is also a plan, pointing forward in time and pointing out what to look 

for along the way. A project is an engine for ideas. 

 

Loading Ad  

Herewith, some lessons on the value of having a project, gleaned from my own project: 

Chapter 2. This story begins with chapter two, because that’s exactly the kind of jumpstart that a project 

provides. By definition, a project is something that looks to the future. It projects. As any writer will attest, 

research can be thrilling, even addictive. The possibility of discovery is an ever-present lure, the stuff of 

fables and prizes and hand-drawn maps. Research can also be a never-ending story, as many long-stalled 

graduate students will testify. Retreating from the world of other peoples’ words into the echo chamber of 

your own is daunting. That moment, when you finally tip the scale from research to writing, can take years 

and an earth-shaking worthy of Richter. 

The beauty of a project is that writing is built into it. When I draw a book off the shelf, I automatically have a 

place to start. Oh! I’m writing about this book, I say to myself with relief. A project gives you purpose. 

Chapter 1. Now we return to chapter one. A project may be about the future, but it can also help you look 

back on familiar things from a new perspective. I’ve always been charmed by Walter Benjamin’s essay on 

book collecting, “Unpacking My Library,” but it didn’t feel personal until recently. I don’t have first-editions 

or association copies on my shelf, but the constellation of wood dust and paper scraps is the same in my 

library as in his. Benjamin admits that through his books, the book collector “proves to be speaking only 

about himself.” Why did these old books speak to me now, in the spring of 2021, when they’ve been 

accessible to me my whole life? Last year when the world shut down, tangible things seemed to evaporate in a 

cloud of hand sanitizer. I was separated from my family by an impassable distance. I longed for connection to 

something real, something that had endured. The wear on these books, their elegant ownership signatures, the 

scraps of paper stuck between their pages all pulsed with life. I longed to reanimate their history—and my 

own. The project reveals you to yourself. 

Chapter 3. Learn the lingo. Meet the experts. The first book I pulled from the box was a tiny edition of 

Milton from 1805. That’s the only way I knew to describe it: tiny. But, actually it is a quadragesimo-

octavo or forty-eightmo, named for the number of its pages that could be cut from a standard sheet of paper. 

Naming is the first step towards knowing. 
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Lately I’ve veered into the world of 18th-century wood-engravings and a garden of knowledge has grown up 

before my very eyes. Librarians and curators send links and images in response to my amateur inquiries, 

forwarding me to other experts if they don’t have the answers. With their help I’ve traced the origin of several 

of the illustrations in The Child’s First Instructer [sic] to the first American wood engraver, Alexander 

Anderson, and from him back to John Bewick in England. Along the way, I’ve learned about Peter Fleet and 

his son, Pompey, enslaved Black artisans who created some of the earliest printed illustrations in Colonial 

New England. A project is like a microscope for curiosity. The closer you get, the more you see. 
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Chapter 4. Accidents are meaningful. Just when I thought I couldn’t possibly write about another volume of 

the National Reader, something fell out of its pages: a newspaper advertisement for “The Most Popular 

Writer of the Day for Boys and Girls.” Clearly, the book’s owner wished he was reading something else, too. 

This bookmark led me to other things filed in the Reader’s pages: a small engraved portrait, a scrap of 

emerald silk. And this, an anathema, or book curse: “Steal not this ^book for fear of strife/ For the owner 

carries a big/ Dirk Knife.” The project can take you places you’d never think to go on your own. 

 

Chapter 5. Do the boring stuff. In my project, this means counting the pages, tracing the genealogy, reading 

every page in an 1827 pronouncing dictionary. I think of it as knocking on the doors of the idea in order to 

find my way in. Maybe I’ve made it sound too easy thus far. Sure, you have a project and, therefore, a place 

to start. But what are you going to say? With a project, you develop a few strategies, like those above: read 

other essays, talk to experts, learn the lexicon. Sometimes it’s what’s missing that’s important, like the final 

period chewed out of my copy of Milton. Or, the “Reward of Merit” entombed in the pages of A Pilgrim’s 

Progress, saved for decades by a father after the death of his son. Writing can fill in the empty spaces. 
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Chapter 6. Objects give substance to ideas. Find some way to hold your project in your hands. Pick it up, 

turn it over, see how the light strikes it. Investigative journalists follow the money. I follow the wear patterns. 

What’s well-used was once special. On my first pass through the library I didn’t notice the 1823 copy of Noah 

Webster’s American Spelling Book, popularly referred to as the blue-back speller. Over two centuries, its 

cover has faded to a wooly gray. Inside the chipped and broken boards is the owner’s name: Roxanna. 
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Eventually she would be mother to the boys whose books make up the bulk of this library. Like generations of 

women before her, Roxanna was probably responsible for the first years of her children’s education in the 

home. In this way, the speller points to the frontispiece in another book: The Child’s First Instructer [sic]. I 

imagine Roxanna as the mother who has put down her sewing to teach her children how to read. 
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The Instructer counsels that “the art of letters does…revive all the past ages of men, and set them at once on 

the stage, and brings all the nations from afar, and gives them, as it were, a general interview; so that the most 

distant nations, and distant ages of mankind, may converse together, and grow into acquaintance.” Each one 

of these books was once someone’s project. Through reading, I grow into acquaintance with them. Through 

writing, I project myself into acquaintance with the future. 

Afterword. Here’s the secret: it’s not the project that’s important, it’s the practice. You’re building a habit of 

curiosity. You learn that if you can write about yet another parsing book, then you can write about anything. 

And not just that, but you can find anything interesting. An octogenarian photographer I know says that when 

he holds the camera up to his eye everything becomes amazing. The wonder hasn’t ceased for him. Having a 

project is similar. It intensifies everything you see. It inspires connections to things you already know and 

projects you towards things you don’t know yet. 

A Pilgrim’s ProgressAnnie Dillardbook collectingKim Beillibrariesrare bookswriting advice 

 

 

 

 

 

Kim Beil 

Kim Beil teaches art history at Stanford University, where she is the Associate Director of ITALIC, an 

interdisciplinary arts program for first-year students. Her writing on modern and contemporary art has 

appeared in Art in America, Photograph, and Sculpture magazines and her book, Good Pictures: A History of 

Popular Photography, is available from Stanford University Press. She thinks of Instagram as research; you 

can find her @Kim.Beil, and @kalophile on Twitter. 

 

https://lithub.com/what-i-learned-while-cataloguing-an-entire-library-of-19th-century-schoolbooks/   

https://lithub.com/tag/a-pilgrims-progress/
https://lithub.com/tag/annie-dillard/
https://lithub.com/tag/book-collecting/
https://lithub.com/tag/kim-beil/
https://lithub.com/tag/libraries/
https://lithub.com/tag/rare-books/
https://lithub.com/tag/writing-advice/
https://lithub.com/author/kimbeil/
https://www.instagram.com/kim.beil/?hl=en
https://twitter.com/kalophile?lang=en
https://lithub.com/what-i-learned-while-cataloguing-an-entire-library-of-19th-century-schoolbooks/
https://lithub.com/author/kimbeil/
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The War of the Worlds 

by H.G. Wells 

 

Next Chapter 

Book I - The Eve of the War 

 

No one would have believed, in the last years of the nineteenth century, that human affairs were being 

watched keenly and closely by intelligences greater than man’s and yet as mortal as his own; that as men 

busied themselves about their affairs they were scrutinized and studied, perhaps almost as narrowly as a man 

with a microscope might scrutinize the transient creatures that swarm and multiply in a drop of water. With 

infinite complacency men went to and fro over this globe about their little affairs, serene in their assurance of 

their empire over matter. It is possible that the infusoria under the microscope do the same. No one gave a 

thought to the older worlds of space as sources of human danger, or thought of them only to dismiss the idea 

of life upon them as impossible or improbable. It is curious to recall some of the mental habits of those 

departed days. At most, terrestrial men fancied there might be other men upon Mars, perhaps inferior to 

themselves and ready to welcome a missionary enterprise. Yet, across the gulf of space, minds that are to our 

minds as ours are to those of the beasts that perish, intellects vast and cool and unsympathetic, regarded this 

earth with envious eyes, and slowly and surely drew their plans against us. And early in the twentieth century 

came the great disillusionment. 

The planet Mars, I scarcely need remind the reader, revolves about the sun at a mean distance of 140,000,000 

miles, and the light and heat it receives from the sun is barely half of that received by this world. It must be, if 

the nebular hypothesis has any truth, older than our world, and long before this earth ceased to be molten life 

upon its surface must have begun its course. The fact that it is scarcely one-seventh of the volume of the earth 

must have accelerated its cooling to the temperature at which life could begin. It has air and water, and all that 

is necessary for the support of animated existence. 

Yet so vain is man, and so blinded by his vanity, that no writer, up to the very end of the nineteenth century, 

expressed any idea that intelligent life might have developed there far, or indeed at all, beyond its earthly 

level. Nor was it generally understood that since Mars is older than our earth, with scarcely a quarter of the 

superficial area, and remoter from the sun, it necessarily follows that it is not only more distant from life’s 

beginning but nearer its end. 

The secular cooling that must some day overtake our planet has already gone far indeed with our neighbor. Its 

physical condition is still largely a mystery, but we know now that even in its equatorial region the mid-day 

temperature barely approaches that of our coldest winter. Its air is much more attenuated than ours, its oceans 

have shrunk until they cover but a third of its surface, and as its slow seasons change huge snow caps gather 

and melt about either pole and periodically inundate its temperate zones. That last stage of exhaustion, which 

https://americanliterature.com/author/hg-wells/book/the-war-of-the-worlds/summary
https://americanliterature.com/author/hg-wells
https://americanliterature.com/author/hg-wells/book/the-war-of-the-worlds/book-i-the-falling-star


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

117 

to us is still incredibly remote, has become a present-day problem for the inhabitants of Mars. The immediate 

pressure of necessity has brightened their intellects, enlarged their powers, and hardened their hearts. And 

looking across space, with instruments and intelligences such as we have scarcely dreamed of, they see, at its 

nearest distance, only 35,000,000 of miles sunward of them, a morning star of hope, our own warmer planet, 

green with vegetation and gray with water, with a cloudy atmosphere eloquent of fertility, with glimpses 

through its drifting cloud-wisps of broad stretches of populous country and narrow, navy-crowded seas. 

And we men, the creatures who inhabit this earth, must be to them at least as alien and lowly as are the 

monkeys and lemurs to us. The intellectual side of man already admits that life is an incessant struggle for 

existence, and it would seem that this too is the belief of the minds upon Mars. Their world is far gone in its 

cooling, and this world is still crowded with life, but crowded only with what they regard as inferior animals. 

To carry warfare sunward is, indeed, their only escape from the destruction that generation after generation 

creeps upon them. 

And before we judge of them too harshly we must remember what ruthless and utter destruction our own 

species has wrought, not only upon animals, such as the vanished bison and the dodo, but upon its own 

inferior races. The Tasmanians, in spite of their human likeness, were entirely swept out of existence in a war 

of extermination waged by European immigrants, in the space of fifty years. Are we such apostles of mercy as 

to complain if the Martians warred in the same spirit? 

The Martians seem to have calculated their descent with amazing subtlety—their mathematical learning is 

evidently far in excess of ours—and to have carried out their preparations with a well-nigh perfect unanimity. 

Had our instruments permitted it, we might have seen the gathering trouble far back in the nineteenth century. 

Men like Schiaparelli watched the red planet—it is odd, by-the-by, that for countless centuries Mars has been 

the star of war—but failed to interpret the fluctuating appearances of the markings they mapped so well. All 

that time the Martians must have been getting ready. 

During the opposition of 1894 a great light was seen on the illuminated part of the disk, first at the Lick 

Observatory, then by Perrotin of Nice, and then by other observers. English readers heard of it first in the 

issue of Nature dated August 2d. I am inclined to think that the appearance may have been the casting of the 

huge gun, the vast pit sunk into their planet, from which their shots were fired at us. Peculiar markings, as yet 

unexplained, were seen near the site of that outbreak during the next two oppositions. 

The storm burst upon us six years ago now. As Mars approached opposition, Lavelle of Java set the wires of 

the astronomical exchange palpitating with the amazing intelligence of a huge outbreak of incandescent gas 

upon the planet. It had occurred towards midnight of the 12th, and the spectroscope, to which he had at once 

resorted, indicated a mass of flaming gas, chiefly hydrogen, moving with an enormous velocity towards this 

earth. This jet of fire had become invisible about a quarter past twelve. He compared it to a colossal puff of 

flame, suddenly and violently squirted out of the planet, "as flaming gas rushes out of a gun." 

A singularly appropriate phrase it proved. Yet the next day there was nothing of this in the papers, except a 

little note in the Daily Telegraph and the world went in ignorance of one of the gravest dangers that ever 

threatened the human race. I might not have heard of the eruption at all had I not met Ogilvy, the well-known 

astronomer, at Ottershaw. He was immensely excited at the news, and in the excess of his feelings invited me 

up to take a turn with him that night in a scrutiny of the red planet. 
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In spite of all that has happened since, I still remember that vigil very distinctly: the black and silent 

observatory, the shadowed lantern throwing a feeble glow upon the floor in the corner, the steady ticking of 

the clockwork of the telescope, the little slit in the roof—an oblong profundity, with the star-dust streaked 

across it. Ogilvy moved about, invisible but audible. Looking through the telescope, one saw a circle of deep 

blue, and the little, round planet swimming in the field. It seemed such a little thing, so bright and small and 

still, faintly marked with transverse stripes, and slightly flattened from the perfect round. But so little it was, 

so silvery warm—a pin's-head of light! It was as if it quivered a little, but really this was the telescope 

vibrating with the activity of the clockwork that kept the planet in view. 

As I watched the little star seemed to grow larger and smaller, and to advance and recede, but that was simply 

that my eye was tired. Forty millions of miles it was from us—more than forty millions of miles of void. Few 

people realize the immensity of vacancy in which the dust of the material universe swims. 

Near it in the field, I remember, were three little points of light, three telescopic stars infinitely remote, and all 

around it was the unfathomable darkness of empty space. You know how that blackness looks on a frosty 

starlight night. In a telescope it seems far profounder. And invisible to me, because it was so remote and 

small, flying swiftly and steadily towards me across that incredible distance, drawing nearer every minute by 

so many thousands of miles, came the Thing they were sending us, the Thing that was to bring so much 

struggle and calamity and death to the earth. I never dreamed of it then as I watched; no one on earth dreamed 

of that unerring missile. 

That night, too, there was another jetting out of gas from the distant planet. I saw it. A reddish flash at the 

edge, the slightest projection of the outline, just as the chronometer struck midnight, and at that I told Ogilvy, 

and he took my place. The night was warm and I was thirsty, and I went, stretching my legs clumsily, and 

feeling my way in the darkness, to the little table where the siphon stood, while Ogilvy exclaimed at the 

streamer of gas that come out towards us. 

That night another invisible missile started on its way to the earth from Mars, just a second or so under 

twenty-four hours after the first one. I remember how I sat on the table there in the blackness, with patches of 

green and crimson swimming before my eyes. I wished I had a light to smoke by, little suspecting the 

meaning of the minute gleam I had seen, and all that it would presently bring me. Ogilvy watched till one, and 

then gave it up, and we lit the lantern and walked over to his house. Down below in the darkness were 

Ottershaw and Chertsey, and all their hundreds of people, sleeping in peace. 

He was full of speculation that night about the condition of Mars, and scoffed at the vulgar idea of its having 

inhabitants who were signalling us. His idea was that meteorites might be falling in a heavy shower upon the 

planet, or that a huge volcanic explosion was in progress. He pointed out to me how unlikely it was that 

organic evolution had taken the same direction in the two adjacent planets. 

"The chances against anything man-like on Mars are a million to one," he said. 

Hundreds of observers saw the flame that night and the night after, about midnight, and again the night after, 

and so for ten nights, a flame each night. Why the shots ceased after the tenth no one on earth has attempted 

to explain. It may be the gases of the firing caused the Martians inconvenience. Dense clouds of smoke or 
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dust, visible through a powerful telescope on earth as little gray, fluctuating patches, spread through the 

clearness of the planet's atmosphere and obscured its more familiar features. 

Even the daily papers woke up to the disturbances at last, and popular notes appeared here, there, and 

everywhere concerning the volcanoes upon Mars. The serio-comic periodical Punch I remember, made a 

happy use of it in the political cartoon. And, all unsuspected, those missiles the Martians had fired at us drew 

earthward, rushing now at a pace of many miles a second through the empty gulf of space, hour by hour and 

day by day, nearer and nearer. It seems to me now almost incredibly wonderful that, with that swift fate 

hanging over us, men could go about their petty concerns as they did. I remember how jubilant Markham was 

at securing a new photograph of the planet for the illustrated paper he edited in those days. People in these 

latter times scarcely realize the abundance and enterprise of our nineteenth-century papers. For my own part, I 

was much occupied in learning to ride the bicycle, and busy upon a series of papers discussing the probable 

developments of moral ideas as civilization progressed. 

One night (the first missile then could scarcely have been 10,000,000 miles away) I went for a walk with my 

wife. It was starlight, and I explained the Signs of the Zodiac to her, and pointed out Mars, a bright dot of 

light creeping zenithward, towards which so many telescopes were pointed. It was a warm night. Coming 

home, a party of excursionists from Chertsey or Isleworth passed us singing and playing music. There were 

lights in the upper windows of the houses as the people went to bed. From the railway station in the distance 

came the sound of shunting trains, ringing and rumbling, softened almost into melody by the distance. My 

wife pointed out to me the brightness of the red, green, and yellow signal lights hanging in a framework 

against the sky. It seemed so safe and tranquil. 
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Book I - The Falling-Star 

 

Then came the night of the first 

falling-star. It was seen early in the morning rushing over Winchester eastward, a line of flame, high in the 

atmosphere. Hundreds must have seen it, and taken it for an ordinary falling-star. Albin described it as leaving 
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a greenish streak behind it that glowed for some seconds. Denning, our greatest authority on meteorites, stated 

that the height of its first appearance was about ninety or one hundred miles. It seemed to him that it fell to 

earth about one hundred miles east of him. 

I was at home at that hour and writing in my study; and although my French windows face towards Ottershaw 

and the blind was up (for I loved in those days to look up at the night sky), I saw nothing of it. Yet this 

strangest of all things that ever came to earth from outer space must have fallen while I was sitting there, 

visible to me had I only looked up as it passed. Some of those who saw its flight say it travelled with a hissing 

sound. I myself heard nothing of that. Many people in Berkshire, Surrey, and Middlesex must have seen the 

fall of it, and, at most, have thought that another meteorite had descended. No one seems to have troubled to 

look for the fallen mass that night. 

But very early in the morning poor Ogilvy, who had seen the shooting-star, and who was persuaded that a 

meteorite lay somewhere on the common between Horsell, Ottershaw, and Woking, rose early with the idea 

of finding it. Find it he did, soon after dawn, and not far from the sand-pits. An enormous hole had been made 

by the impact of the projectile, and the sand and gravel had been flung violently in every direction over the 

heath and heather, forming heaps visible a mile and a half away. The heather was on fire eastward, and a thin 

blue smoke rose against the dawn. 

The Thing itself lay almost entirely buried in sand, amidst the scattered splinters of a fir-tree it had shivered to 

fragments in its descent. The uncovered part had the appearance of a huge cylinder, caked over, and its outline 

softened by a thick, scaly, dun-colored incrustation. It had a diameter of about thirty yards. He approached the 

mass, surprised at the size and more so at the shape, since most meteorites are rounded more or less 

completely. It was, however, still so hot from its flight through the air as to forbid his near approach. A 

stirring noise within its cylinder he ascribed to the unequal cooling of its surface; for at that time it had not 

occurred to him that it might be hollow. 

He remained standing at the edge of the pit that the Thing had made for itself, staring at its strange 

appearance, astonished chiefly at its unusual shape and color, and dimly perceiving even then some evidence 

of design in its arrival. The early morning was wonderfully still, and the sun, just clearing the pine-trees 

towards Weybridge, was already warm. He did not remember hearing any birds that morning, there was 

certainly no breeze stirring, and the only sounds were the faint movements from within the cindery cylinder. 

He was all alone on the common. 

Then suddenly he noticed with a start that some of the gray clinker, the ashy incrustation that covered the 

meteorite, was falling off the circular edge of the end. It was dropping off in flakes and raining down upon the 

sand. A large piece suddenly came off and fell with a sharp noise that brought his heart into his mouth. 

For a minute he scarcely realized what this meant, and, although the heat was excessive, he clambered down 

into the pit close to the bulk to see the Thing more clearly. He fancied even then that the cooling of the body 

might account for this, but what disturbed that idea was the fact that the ash was falling only from the end of 

the cylinder. 

And then he perceived that, very slowly, the circular top of the cylinder was rotating on its body. It was such a 

gradual movement that he discovered it only through noticing that a black mark that had been near him five 
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minutes ago was now at the other side of the circumference. Even then he scarcely understood what this 

indicated, until he heard a muffled grating sound and saw the black mark jerk forward an inch or so. Then the 

thing came upon him in a flash. The cylinder was artificial—hollow—with an end that screwed out! 

Something within the cylinder was unscrewing the top! 

"Good heavens!" said Ogilvy. "There's a man in it—men in it! Half roasted to death! Trying to escape!" 

At once, with a quick mental leap, he linked the Thing with the flash upon Mars. 

The thought of the confined creature was so dreadful to him that he forgot the heat, and went forward to the 

cylinder to help turn, But luckily the dull radiation arrested him before he could burn his hands on the still 

glowing metal. At that he stood irresolute for a moment, then turned, scrambled out of the pit, and set off 

running wildly into Woking. The time then must have been somewhere about six o'clock. He met a wagoner 

and tried to make him understand, but the tale he told, and his appearance, were so wild—his hat had fallen 

off in the pit—that the man simply drove on. He was equally unsuccessful with the potman who was just 

unlocking the doors of the public-house by Horsell Bridge. The, fellow thought he was a lunatic at large, and 

made an unsuccessful attempt to shut him into the tap-room. That sobered him a little, and when he saw 

Henderson, the London journalist, in his garden, he called over the palings and made himself understood. 

"Henderson," he called, "you saw that shooting-star last night?" 

"Well?" said Henderson. 

"It's out on Horsell Common now." 

"Good Lord!" said Henderson. "Fallen meteorite! That's good." 

"But it's something more than a meteorite. It's a cylinder—an artificial cylinder, man! And there's something 

inside." 

Henderson stood up with his spade in his hand. 

"What's that?" he said. He was deaf in one ear. 

Ogilvy told him all that he had seen. Henderson was a minute or so taking it in. Then he dropped his spade, 

snatched up his jacket, and came out into the road. The two men hurried back at once to the common, and 

found the cylinder still lying in the same position. But now the sounds inside had ceased, and a thin circle of 

bright metal showed between the top and the body of the cylinder. Air was either entering or escaping at the 

rim with a thin, sizzling sound. 

They listened, rapped on the scale with a stick, and, meeting with no response, they both concluded the man 

or men inside must be insensible or dead. 
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Of course the two were quite unable to do anything. They shouted consolation and promises, and went off 

back to the town again to get help. One can imagine them, covered with sand, excited and disordered, running 

up the little street in the bright sunlight, just as the shop folks were taking down their shutters and people were 

opening their bedroom windows. Henderson went into the railway station at once, in order to telegraph the 

news to London. 

The newspaper articles had prepared men's minds for the reception of the idea. 

By eight o'clock a number of boys and unemployed men had already started for the common to see the "dead 

men from Mars." That was the form the story took. I heard of it first from my newspaper boy, about a quarter 

to nine, when I went out to get my Daily Chronicle, I was naturally startled, and lost no time in going out and 

across the Ottershaw bridge to the sand-pits. 

Book I - On Horsell Common 

 

I found a little crowd of perhaps twenty people surrounding the huge hole in which the cylinder lay. I have 

already described the appearance of that colossal bulk, imbedded in the ground. The turf and gravel about it 

seemed charred as if by a sudden explosion. No doubt its impact had caused a flash of fire. Henderson and 

Ogilvy were not there. I think they perceived that nothing was to be done for the present, and had gone away 

to breakfast at Henderson's house. 

There were four or five boys sitting on the edge of the pit, with their feet dangling, and amusing themselves—

until I stopped them—by throwing stones at the giant mass. After I had spoken to them about it, they began 

playing at 'touch" in and out of the group of bystanders. 

Among these were a couple of cyclists, a jobbing gardener I employed sometimes, a girl carrying a baby, 

Gregg the butcher and his little boy, and two or three loafers and golf caddies who were accustomed to hang 

about the railway station. There was very little talking. Few of the common people in England had anything 

but the vaguest astronomical ideas in those days. Most of them were staring quietly at the big table-like end of 

the cylinder, which was still as Ogilvy and Henderson had left it. I fancy the popular expectation of a heap of 

charred corpses was disappointed at this inanimate bulk. Some went away while I was there, and other people 

came. I clambered into the pit and fancied I heard a faint movement under my feet. The top had certainly 

ceased to rotate. 

It was only when I got thus close to it that the strangeness of this object was at all evident to me. At the first 

glance it was really no more exciting than an overturned carriage or a tree blown across the road. Not so much 

so, indeed. It looked like a rusty gas-float half buried more than anything else in the world. It required a 

certain amount of scientific education to perceive that the gray scale of the Thing was no common oxide, that 

the yellowish-white metal that gleamed in the crack between the lid and the cylinder had an unfamiliar hue. 

"Extra-terrestrial" had no meaning for most of the onlookers. 
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At that time it was quite clear in my own mind that the Thing had come from the planet Mars, but I judged it 

improbable that it contained any living creature. I thought the unscrewing might be automatic. In spite of 

Ogilvy, I still believed that there were men in Mars. My mind ran fancifully on the possibilities of its 

containing manuscript, on the difficulties in translation that might arise, whether we should find coins and 

models in it, and so forth. Yet it was a little too large for assurance on this idea. I felt an impatience to see it 

opened. About eleven, as nothing seemed happening, I walked back, full of such thoughts, to my home in 

Maybury. But I found it difficult to get to work upon my abstract investigations. 

In the afternoon the appearance of the common had altered very much. The early editions of the evening 

papers had startled London with enormous headlines: 

 

"A MESSAGE RECEIVED FROM MARS." 

"REMARKABLE STORY FROM WOKING," 

 

and so forth. In addition, Ogilvy's wire to the Astronomical Exchange had roused every observatory in the 

three kingdoms. 

There were half a dozen flys or more from the Woking station standing in the road by the sand-pits, a basket-

chaise from Chobham, and a rather lordly carriage. Besides that, there was quite a heap of bicycles. In 

addition, a large number of people must have walked, in spite of the heat of the day, from Woking and 

Chertsey, so that there was altogether quite a considerable crowd—one or two gayly dressed ladies among the 

others. 

It was glaringly hot, not a cloud in the sky, nor a breath of wind, and the only shadow was that of the few 

scattered pine-trees. The burning heather had been extinguished, but the level ground towards Ottershaw was 

blackened as far as one could see, and still giving off vertical streamers of smoke. An enterprising sweet-stuff 

dealer in the Chobham Road had sent up his son with a barrow-load of green apples and ginger-beer. 

Going to the edge of the pit, I found it occupied by a group of about half a dozen men—Henderson, Ogilvy, 

and a tall, fair-haired man that I afterwards learned was Stent, the Astronomer Royal, with several workmen 

wielding spades and pickaxes. Stent was giving directions in a clear, high-pitched voice. He was standing on 

the cylinder, which was now evidently much cooler; his face was crimson and streaming with perspiration, 

and something seemed to have irritated him. 

A large portion of the cylinder had been uncovered, though its lower end was still embedded. As soon as 

Ogilvy saw me among the staring crowd on the edge of the pit he called to me to come down, and asked me if 

I would mind going over to see Lord Hilton, the lord of the manor. 

The growing crowd, he said, was becoming a serious impediment to their excavations, especially the boys. 

They wanted a light railing put up, and help to keep the people back. He told me that a faint stirring was 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

125 

occasionally still audible within the case, but that the workmen had failed to unscrew the top, as it afforded no 

grip to them. The case appeared to be enormously thick, and it was possible that the faint sounds we heard 

represented a noisy tumult in the interior. 

I was very glad to do as he asked, and so become one of the privileged spectators within the contemplated 

enclosure. I failed to find Lord Hilton at his house, but I was told he was expected from London by the six 

o'clock train from Waterloo; and as it was then about a quarter past five, I went home, had some tea, and 

walked up to the station to waylay him. 

 

The Cylinder Unscrews 

 

When I returned to the common the sun was setting. Scattered groups were hurrying from the direction of 

Woking, and one or two persons were returning. The crowd about the pit had increased, and stood out black 

against the lemon-yellow of the sky—a couple of hundred people, perhaps. There were a number of voices 

raised, and some sort of struggle appeared to be going on about the pit. Strange imaginings passed through my 

mind. As I drew nearer I heard Stent's voice: 

"Keep back! Keep back!" 

A boy came running towards me. 

"It's a-movin'," he said to me as he passed—"a-screwin' and a-screwin' out. I don't like it. I'm a-goin' 'ome, I 

am." 

I went on to the crowd. There were really, I should think, two or three hundred people elbowing and jostling 

one another, the one or two ladies there being by no means the most active. 

"He's fallen in the pit!" cried someone. 

"Keep back!" said several. 

The crowd swayed a little, and I elbowed my way through. Every one seemed greatly excited. I heard a 

peculiar humming sound from the pit. 

"I say!" said Ogilvy; "help keep these idiots back. We don't know what's in the confounded thing, you know!" 

I saw a young man, a shop assistant in Woking I believe he was, standing on the cylinder and trying to 

scramble out of the hole again. The crowd had pushed him in. 
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The end of the cylinder was being screwed out from within. Nearly two feet of shining screw projected. 

Somebody blundered against me, and I narrowly missed being pitched on to the top of the screw. I turned, and 

as I did so the screw must have come out, and the lid of the cylinder fell upon the gravel with a ringing 

concussion. I stuck my elbow into the person behind me, and turned my head towards the Thing again. For a 

moment that circular cavity seemed perfectly black. I had the sunset in my eyes. 

I think every one expected to see a man emerge—possibly something a little unlike us terrestrial men, but in 

all essentials a man. I know I did. But, looking, I presently saw something stirring within the shadow: grayish 

billowy movements, one above another, and then two luminous disks—like eyes. Then something resembling 

a little gray snake, about the thickness of a walking-stick, coiled up out of the writhing middle, and wriggled 

in the air towards me—and then another. 

A sudden chill came over me. There was a loud shriek from a woman behind. I half turned, keeping my eyes 

fixed upon the cylinder still, from which other tentacles were now projecting, and began pushing my way 

back from the edge of the pit. I saw astonishment giving place to horror on the faces of the people about me. I 

heard inarticulate exclamations on all sides. There was a general movement backward. I saw the shopman 

struggling still on the edge of the pit. I found myself alone, and saw the people on the other side of the pit 

running off, Stent among them. I looked again at the cylinder, and ungovernable terror gripped me. I stood 

petrified and staring. 

A big grayish, rounded bulk, the size, perhaps, of a bear, was rising slowly and painfully out of the cylinder. 

As it bulged up and caught the light, it glistened like wet leather. 

Two large dark-colored eyes were regarding me steadfastly. It was rounded, and had, one might say, a face. 

There was a mouth under the eyes, the lipless brim of which. quivered and panted, and dropped saliva. The 

body heaved and pulsated convulsively. A lank tentacular appendage gripped the edge of the cylinder, another 

swayed in the air. 

Those who have never seen a living Martian can scarcely imagine the strange horror of their appearance. The 

peculiar V-shaped mouth with its pointed upper lip, the absence of brow ridges, the absence of a chin beneath 

the wedge-like lower lip, the incessant quivering of this mouth, the Gorgon groups of tentacles, the 

tumultuous breathing of the lungs in a strange atmosphere, the evident heaviness and painfulness of 

movement, due to the greater gravitational energy of the earth—above all, the extraordinary intensity of the 

immense eyes—culminated in an effect akin to nausea. There was something fungoid in the oily brown skin, 

something in the clumsy deliberation of their tedious movements unspeakably terrible. Even at this first 

encounter, this first glimpse, I was overcome with disgust and dread. 

Suddenly the monster vanished. It had toppled over the brim of the cylinder and fallen into the pit, with a thud 

like the fall of a great mass of leather. I heard it give a peculiar thick cry, and forthwith another of these 

creatures appeared darkly in the deep shadow of the aperture. 

At that my rigor of terror passed away. I turned and, running madly, made for the first group of trees, perhaps 

a hundred yards away; but I ran slantingly and stumbling, for I could not avert my face from these things. 
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There, among some young pine-trees and furze bushes, I stopped, panting, and waited further developments. 

The common round the sand-pits was dotted with people, standing, like myself, in a half-fascinated terror, 

staring at these creatures, or, rather, at the heaped gravel at the edge of the pit in which they lay. And then, 

with a renewed horror, I saw a round, black object bobbing up and down on the edge of the pit. It was the 

head of the shopman who had fallen in, but showing as a little black object against the hot western sky. Now 

he got his shoulder and knee up, and again he seemed to slip back until only his head was visible. Suddenly he 

vanished, and I could have fancied a faint shriek had reached me. I had a momentary impulse to go back and 

help him that my fears overruled. 

Everything was then quite invisible, hidden by the deep pit and the heap of sand that the fall of the cylinder 

had made. Any one coming along the road from Chobham or Woking would have been amazed at the sight—

a dwindling multitude of perhaps a hundred people or more standing in a great irregular circle, in ditches, 

behind bushes, behind gates and hedges, saying little to one another, and that in short, excited shouts, and 

staring, staring hard at a few heaps of sand. The barrow of ginger-beer stood, a queer derelict, black against 

the burning sky, and in the sand-pits was a row of deserted vehicles with their horses feeding out of nose-bags 

or pawing the ground. 

Book I - The Heat-Ray 

 

After the glimpse I had had of the Martians emerging from the cylinder in which they had come to the earth 

from their planet, a kind of fascination paralyzed my actions. I remained standing knee-deep in the heather, 

staring at the mound that hid them. I was a battleground of fear and curiosity. 

I did not dare to go back towards the pit, but I felt a passionate longing to peer into it. I began walking, 

therefore, in a big curve, seeking some point of vantage, and continually looking at the sand-heaps that hid 

these new-comers to our earth. Once a leash of thin black whips, like the arms of an octopus, flashed across 

the sunset and was immediately withdrawn, and afterwards a thin rod rose up, joint by joint, bearing at its 

apex a circular disk that spun with a wobbling motion. What could be going on there? 

Most of the spectators had gathered in one or two groups—one a little crowd towards Woking, the other a 

knot of people in the direction of Chobham. Evidently they shared my mental conflict. There were few near 

me. One man I approached—he was, I perceived, a neighbor of mine, though I did not know his name—and 

accosted. But it was scarcely a time for articulate conversation. 

"What ugly brutes!" he said. "Good God! what ugly brutes!" He repeated this over and over again. 

"Did you see a man in the pit?" I said; but he made me no answer to that. We became silent, and stood 

watching for a time side by side, deriving, I fancy, a certain comfort in one another's company. Then I shifted 

my position to a little knoll that gave me the advantage of a yard or more of elevation, and when I looked for 

him presently he was walking towards Woking. 
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The sunset faded to twilight before anything further happened. The crowd far away on the left, towards 

Woking, seemed to grow, and I heard now a faint murmur from it. The little knot of people towards Chobham 

dispersed. There was scarcely an intimation of movement from the pit. 

It was this, as much as anything, that gave people courage, and I suppose the new arrivals from Woking also 

helped to restore confidence. At any rate, as the dusk came on a slow, intermittent movement upon the sand-

pits began, a movement that seemed to gather force as the stillness of the evening about the cylinder remained 

unbroken. Vertical black figures in twos and threes would advance, stop, watch, and advance again, spreading 

out as they did so in a thin irregular crescent that promised to enclose the pit in its attenuated horns. I, too, on 

my side began to move towards the pit. 

Then I saw some cabmen and others had walked boldly into the sand-pits, and heard the clatter of hoofs and 

the gride of wheels. I saw a lad trundling off the barrow of apples. And then, within thirty yards of the pit, 

advancing from the direction of Horsell, I noted a little black knot of men, the foremost of whom was waving 

a white flag. 

This was the Deputation. There had been a hasty consultation, and, since the Martians were evidently, in spite 

of their repulsive forms, intelligent creatures, it had been resolved to show them, by approaching them with 

signals, that we, too, were intelligent. 

Flutter, flutter, went the flag, first to the right, then to the left. It was too far for me to recognize any one there, 

but afterwards I learned that Ogilvy, Stent, and Henderson were with others in this attempt at communication. 

This little group had in its advance dragged inward, so to speak, the circumference of the now almost 

complete circle of people, and a number of dim black figures followed it at discreet distances. 

Suddenly there was a flash of light, and a quantity of luminous greenish smoke came out of the pit in three 

distinct puffs, which drove up, one after the other, straight into the still air. This smoke (or flame, perhaps, 

would be the better word for it) was so bright that the deep blue sky overhead, and the hazy stretches of 

brown common towards Chertsey, set with black pine-trees, seemed to darken abruptly as these puffs arose, 

and to remain the darker after their dispersal. At the same time a faint hissing sound became audible. 

Beyond the pit stood the little wedge of people, with the white flag at its apex, arrested by these phenomena, a 

little knot of small vertical black shapes upon the black ground. As the green smoke rose, their faces flashed 

out pallid green, and faded again as it vanished. Then slowly the hissing passed into a humming, into a long, 

loud, droning noise. Slowly a humped shape rose out of the pit, and the ghost of a beam of light seemed to 

flicker out from it. 

Forthwith flashes of actual flame, a bright glare leaping from one to another, sprang from the scattered group 

of men. It was as if some invisible jet impinged upon them and flashed into white flame. It was as if each man 

were suddenly and momentarily turned to fire. 

Then, by the light of their own destruction, I saw them staggering and falling, and their supporters turning to 

run. 
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I stood staring, not as yet realizing that this was death leaping from man to man in that little distant crowd. All 

I felt was that it was something very strange. An almost noiseless and blinding flash of light, and a man fell 

head-long and lay still; and as the unseen shaft of heat passed over them, pine-trees burst into fire, and every 

dry furze-bush became with one dull thud a mass of flames. And far away towards Knaphill I saw the flashes 

of trees and hedges and wooden buildings suddenly set alight. 

It was sweeping round swiftly and steadily, this flaming death, this invisible, inevitable sword of heat. I 

perceived it coming towards me by the flashing bushes it touched, and was too astounded and stupefied to 

stir. I heard the crackle of fire in the sand-pits and the sudden squeal of a horse that was as suddenly stilled. 

Then it was as if an invisible yet intensely heated finger were drawn through the heather between me and the 

Martians, and all along a curving line beyond the sand-pits the dark ground smoked and crackled. Something 

fell with a crash far away to the left where the road from Woking station opens out on the common. Forthwith 

the hissing and humming ceased, and the black, dome-like object sank slowly out of sight into the pit. 

All this had happened with such swiftness that I had stood motionless, dumfounded and dazzled by the flashes 

of light. Had that death swept through a full circle, it must inevitably have slain me in my surprise. But it 

passed and spared me, and left the night about me suddenly dark and unfamiliar. 

The undulating common seemed now dark almost to blackness, except where its roadways lay gray and pale 

under the deep-blue sky of the early night. It was dark, and suddenly void of men. Overhead the stars were 

mustering, and in the west the sky was still a pale, bright, almost greenish blue. The tops of the pine-trees and 

the roofs of Horsell came out sharp and black against the western afterglow. The Martians and their 

appliances were altogether invisible, save for that thin mast upon which their restless mirror wobbled. Patches 

of bush and isolated trees here and there smoked and glowed still, and the houses towards Woking station 

were sending up spires of flame into the stillness of the evening air. 

Nothing was changed save for that and a terrible astonishment. The little group of black specks with the flag 

of white had been swept out of existence, and the stillness of the evening, so it seemed to me, had scarcely 

been broken. 

It came to me that I was upon this dark common, helpless, unprotected, and alone. Suddenly, like a thing 

falling upon me from without, came—Fear. 

With an effort I turned and began a stumbling run through the heather. 

The fear I felt was no rational fear, but a panic terror, not only of the Martians, but of the dusk and stillness all 

about me. Such an extraordinary effect in unmanning me it had that I ran weeping silently as a child might do. 

Once I had turned, I did not dare to look back. 

I remember I felt an extraordinary persuasion that I was being played with, that presently, when I was upon 

the very verge of safety, this mysterious death—as swift as the passage of light—would leap after me from 

the pit about the cylinder and strike me down. 
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Book I - The Heat-Ray in Chobham Road 

 

It is still a matter of wonder how the Martians 

are able to slay men so swiftly and so silently. Many think that in some way they are able to generate an 

intense heat in a chamber of practically absolute non-conductivity. This intense heat they project in a parallel 

beam against any object they choose by means of a polished parabolic mirror of unknown composition, much 

as the parabolic mirror of a light-house projects a beam of light. But no one has absolutely proved these 

details. However it is done, it is certain that a beam of heat is the essence of the matter. Heat, and invisible, 

instead of visible light. Whatever is combustible flashes into flame at its touch, lead runs like water, it softens 

iron, cracks and melts glass, and, when it falls upon water, incontinently that explodes into steam. 

That night nearly forty people lay under the starlight about the pit, charred and distorted beyond recognition, 

and all night long the common from Horsell to Maybury was deserted and brightly ablaze. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 581  december  2021 

 

131 

The news of the massacre probably reached Chobham, Woking, and Ottershaw about the same time. In 

Woking the shops had closed when the tragedy happened, and a number of people, shop-people and so forth, 

attracted by the stories they had heard, were walking over Horsell Bridge and along the road between the 

hedges that run out at last upon the common. You may imagine the young people brushed up after the labors 

of the day, and making this novelty, as they would make any novelty, the excuse for walking together and 

enjoying a trivial flirtation. You may figure to yourself the hum of voices along the road in the gloaming. . . . 

As yet, of course, few people in Woking even knew that the cylinder had opened, though poor Henderson had 

sent a messenger on a bicycle to the post-office with a special wire to an evening paper. 

As these folks came out by twos and threes upon the open, they found little knots of people talking excitedly 

and peering at the spinning mirror over the sand-pits, and the newcomers were, no doubt, soon infected by the 

excitement of the occasion. 

By half-past eight, when the Deputation was destroyed, there may have been a crowd of three hundred people 

or more at this place, besides those who had left the road to approach the Martians nearer. There were three 

policemen, too, one of whom was mounted, doing their best, under instructions from Stent, to keep the people 

back and deter them from approaching the cylinder. There was some booing from those more thoughtless and 

excitable souls to whom a crowd is always an occasion for noise and horse-play. 

Stent and Ogilvy, anticipating some possibilities of a collision, had telegraphed from Horsell to the barracks 

as soon as the Martians emerged, for the help of a company of soldiers to protect these strange creatures from 

violence. After that they returned to lead that ill-fated advance. The description of their death, as it was seen 

by the crowd, tallies very closely with my own impressions: the three puffs of green smoke, the deep 

humming note, and the flashes of flame. 

But that crowd of people had a far narrower escape than mine. Only the fact that a hummock of heathery sand 

intercepted the lower part of the Heat-Ray saved them. Had the elevation of the parabolic mirror been a few 

yards higher, none could have lived to tell the tale. They saw the flashes, and the men falling, and an invisible 

hand, as it were, lit the bushes as it hurried towards them through the twilight. Then, with a whistling note that 

rose above the droning of the pit, the beam swung close over their heads, lighting the tops of the beech-trees 

that line the road, and splitting the bricks, smashing the windows, firing the window-frames, and bringing 

down in crumbling ruin a portion of the gable of the house nearest the corner. 

In the sudden thud, hiss, and glare of the igniting trees, the panic-stricken crowd seems to have swayed 

hesitatingly for some moments. Sparks and burning twigs began to fall into the road, and single leaves, like 

puffs of flame. Hats and dresses caught fire. Then came a crying from the common. There were shrieks and 

shouts, and suddenly a mounted policeman came galloping through the confusion with his hands clasped over 

his head, screaming. 

"They're coming!" a woman shrieked, and incontinently every one was turning and pushing at those behind, 

in order to clear their way to Woking again. They must have bolted as blindly as a flock of sheep. Where the 

road grows narrow and black between the high banks the crowd jammed, and a desperate struggle occurred. 

All that crowd did not escape; three persons at least, two women and a little boy, were crushed and trampled 

there, and left to die amid the terror and the darkness. 
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Book I - How I Reached Home 

 

For my own part, I remember nothing of my flight except the stress of blundering against trees and stumbling 

through the heather. All about me gathered the invisible terrors of the Martians; that pitiless sword of heat 

seemed whirling to and fro, flourishing overhead before it descended and smote me out of life. I came into the 

road between the cross-roads and Horsell, and ran along this to the cross-roads. 

At last I could go no farther; I was exhausted with the violence of my emotion and of my flight, and I 

staggered and fell by the wayside. That was near the bridge that crosses the canal by the gas-works. I fell and 

lay still. 

I must have remained there some time. 

I sat up, strangely perplexed. For a moment, perhaps, I could not clearly understand how I came there. My 

terror had fallen from me like a garment. My hat had gone, and my collar had burst away from its fastener. A 

few minutes before there had only been three real things before me—the immensity of the night and space 

and nature, my own feebleness and anguish, and the near approach of death. Now it was as if something 

turned over, and the point of view altered abruptly. There was no sensible transition from one state of mind to 

the other. I was immediately the self of every day again—a decent, ordinary citizen. The silent common, the 

impulse of my flight, the starting flames, were as if it were a dream. I asked myself had these latter things 

indeed happened? I could not credit it. 

I rose and walked unsteadily up the steep incline of the bridge. My mind was blank wonder. My muscles and 

nerves seemed drained of their strength. I dare say I staggered drunkenly. A head rose over the arch, and the 

figure of a workman carrying a basket appeared. Beside him ran a little boy. He passed me, wishing me good-

night. I was minded to speak to him, but did not. I answered his greeting with a meaningless mumble and 

went on over the bridge. 

Over the Maybury arch a train, a billowing tumult of white, firelit smoke, and a long caterpillar of lighted 

windows, went flying south—clatter, clatter, clap, rap, and it had gone. A dim group of people talked in the 

gate of one of the houses in the pretty little row of gables that was called Oriental Terrace. It was all so real 

and so familiar. And that behind me! It was frantic, fantastic! Such things, I told myself, could not be. 

Perhaps I am a man of exceptional moods. I do not know how far my experience is common. At times I suffer 

from the strangest sense of detachment from myself and the world about me; I seem to watch it all from the 

outside, from somewhere inconceivably remote, out of time, out of space, out of the stress and tragedy of it 

all. This feeling was very strong upon me that night. Here was another side to my dream. 
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But the trouble was the blank incongruity of this serenity and the swift death flying yonder, not two miles 

away. There was a noise of business from the gas-works, and the electric-lamps were all alight. I stopped at 

the group of people. 

"What news from the common?" said I. 

There were two men and a woman at the gate. 

"Eh?" said one of the men, turning. 

"What news from the common?" I said. 

"'Ain't yer just been there?" asked the men. 

"People seem fair silly about the common," said the woman over the gate. "What's it all abart?" 

"Haven't you heard of the men from Mars?" said I—"the creatures from Mars?" 

"Quite enough," said the woman over the gate. "Thenks;" and all three of them laughed. 

I felt foolish and angry. I tried and found I could not tell them what I had seen. They laughed again at my 

broken sentences. 

"You'll hear more yet," I said, and went on to my home. 

I startled my wife at the doorway, so haggard was I. I went into the dining-room, sat down, drank some wine, 

and so soon as I could collect myself sufficiently I told her the things I had seen. The dinner, which was a 

cold one, had already been served, and remained neglected on the table while I told my story. 

"There is one thing," I said, to allay the fears I had aroused—"they are the most sluggish things I ever saw 

crawl. They may keep the pit and kill people who come near them, but they cannot get out of it. . . . But the 

horror of them!" 

"Don't, dear!" said my wife, knitting her brows and putting her hand on mine. 

"Poor Ogilvy!" I said. "To think he may be lying dead there!" 

My wife at least did not find my experience incredible. When I saw how deadly white her face was, I ceased 

abruptly. 

"They may come here," she said again and again. 
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I pressed her to take wine, and tried to reassure her. 

"They can scarcely move," I said. 

I began to comfort her and myself by repeating all that Ogilvy had told me of the im- possibility of the 

Martians establishing themselves on the earth. In particular I laid stress on the gravitational difficulty. On the 

surface of the earth the force of gravity is three times what it is on the surface of Mars. A Martian, therefore, 

would weigh three times more than on Mars, albeit his muscular strength would be the same. His own body 

would be a cope of lead to him, therefore. That, indeed, was the general opinion. Both the Times and the Daily 

Telegraph for instance, insisted on it the next morning, and both overlooked, just as I did, two obvious 

modifying influences. 

The atmosphere of the earth, we now know, contains far more oxygen or far less argon (whichever way one 

likes to put it) than does Mars. The invigorating influences of this excess of oxygen upon the Martians 

indisputably did much to counterbalance the increased weight of their bodies. And, in the second place, we all 

overlooked the fact that such mechanical intelligence as the Martian possessed was quite able to dispense with 

muscular exertion at a pinch. 

But I did not consider these points at the time, and so my reasoning was dead against the chances of the 

invaders. With wine and food, the confidence of my own table, and the necessity of reassuring my wife, I 

grew, by insensible degrees, courageous and secure. 

"They have done a foolish thing," said I, fingering my wineglass. "They are dangerous, because, no doubt, 

they are mad with terror. Perhaps they expected to find no living things—certainly no intelligent living things. 

"A shell in the pit," said I, "if the worst comes to the worst, will kill them all." 

The intense excitement of the events had no doubt left my perceptive powers in a state of erethism. I 

remember that dinner-table with extraordinary vividness even now. My dear wife's sweet, anxious face 

peering at me from under the pink lamp-shade, the white cloth with its silver and glass table furniture—for in 

those days even philosophical writers had many little luxuries—the crimson-purple wine in my glass, are 

photographically distinct. At the end of it I sat, tempering nuts with a cigarette, regretting Ogilvy's rashness, 

and denouncing the short-sighted timidity of the Martians. 

So some respectable dodo in the Mauritius might have lorded it in his nest, and discussed the arrival of that 

shipful of pitiless sailors in want of animal food. "We will peck them to death to-morrow, my dear." 

I did not know it, but that was the last civilized dinner I was to eat for very many strange and terrible days. 

Book I - Friday Night 
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The most extraordinary thing, to my mind, of all the strange and wonderful things that happened upon that 

Friday, was the dovetailing of the commonplace habits of our social order with the first beginnings of the 

series of events that was to topple that social order headlong. If on Friday night you had taken a pair of 

compasses and drawn a circle with a radius of five miles round the Woking sandpits, I doubt if you would 

have had one human being outside it, unless it were some relation of Stent or of the three or four cyclists or 

London people who lay dead on the common, whose emotions or habits were at all affected by the new-

comers. Many people had heard of the cylinder, of course, and talked about it in their leisure, but it certainly 

did not make the sensation that an ultimatum to Germany would have done. 

In London that night poor Henderson's telegram describing the gradual unscrewing of the shot was judged to 

be a canard, and his evening paper, after wiring for authentication from him and receiving no reply—the man 

was killed—decided not to print a special edition. 

Within the five-mile circle even the great majority of people were inert. I have already described the behavior 

of the men and women to whom I spoke. All over the district people were dining and supping; working-men 

were gardening after the labors of the day, children were being put to bed, young people were wandering 

through the lanes love-making, students sat over their books. 

Maybe there was a murmur in the village streets, a novel and dominant topic in the public-houses, and here 

and there a messenger, or even an eye-witness of the later occurrences, caused a whirl of excitement, a 

shouting, and a running to and fro; but for the most part the daily routine of working, eating, drinking, 

sleeping, went on as it had done for countless years—as through no planet Mars existed in the sky. Even at 

Woking station and Horsell and Chobham that was the case. 

In Woking junction, until a late hour, trains were stopping and going on, others were shunting on the sidings, 

passengers were alighting and waiting, and everything was proceeding in the most ordinary way. A boy from 

the town, trenching on Smith's monopoly, was selling papers with the afternoon's news. The ringing and 

impact of trucks, the sharp whistle of the engines from the junction, mingled with their shouts of "Men from 

Mars." Excited men came into the station about nine o'clock with incredible tidings, and caused no more 

disturbance than drunkards might have done. People rattling Londonwards peered into the darkness outside 

the carriage windows and saw only a rare, flickering, vanishing spark dance up from the direction of Horsell, 

a red glow and a thin veil of smoke driving across the stars, and thought that nothing more serious than a 

heath fire was happening. It was only round the edge of the common that any disturbance was perceptible. 

There were half a dozen villas burning on the Woking border. There were lights in all the houses on the 

common side of the three villages, and the people there kept awake till dawn. 

A curious crowd lingered restlessly, people coming and going, but the crowd remaining, both on the 

Chobham and Horsell bridges. One or two adventurous souls, it was afterwards found, went into the darkness 

and crawled quite near the Martians; but they never returned, for now and again a light-ray, like the beam of a 

warship's searchlight, swept the common, and the Heat-Ray was ready to follow. Save for such, that big area 

of common was silent and desolate, and the charred bodies lay about on it all night under the stars, and all the 

next day. A noise of hammering from the pit was heard by many people. 

So you have the state of things on Friday night. In the centre, sticking into the skin of our old planet Earth, 

like a poisoned dart, was this cylinder. But the poison was scarcely working yet. Around it was a patch of 
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silent common, smouldering in places, and with a few dark, dimly seen objects lying in contorted attitudes 

here and there. Here and there was a burning bush or tree. Beyond was a fringe of excitement, and farther than 

that fringe the inflammation had not crept as yet. In the rest of the world the stream of life still flowed as it 

had flowed for immemorial years. The fever of war that would presently clog vein and artery, deaden nerve 

and destroy brain, had still to develop. 

All night long the Martians were hammering and stirring, sleepless, indefatigable, at work upon the machines 

they were making ready, and ever and again a puff of greenish-white smoke whirled up to the starlit sky. 

About eleven a company of soldiers came through Horsell, and deployed along the edge of the common to 

form a cordon. Later a second company marched through Chobham to deploy on the north side of the 

common. Several officers from the Inkerman barracks had been on the common earlier in the day, and one, 

Major Eden, was reported to be missing. The colonel of the regiment came to the Chobham bridge and was 

busy questioning the crowd at midnight. The military authorities were certainly alive to the seriousness of the 

business. About eleven, the next morning's papers were able to say, a squadron of hussars, two Maxims, and 

about four hundred men of the Cardigan regiment started from Aldershot. 

A few seconds after midnight the crowd in the Chertsey road, Woking, saw a star fall from heaven into the 

pine-woods to the northwest. It fell with a greenish light, causing a flash of light like summer lightning. This 

was the second cylinder. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/hg-wells/book/the-war-of-the-worlds/book-i-friday-night 

https://americanliterature.com/author/hg-wells/book/the-war-of-the-worlds/book-i-friday-night
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A resident of Skid Row, in Los Angeles, holding crystal methamphetamine, in August 2021 (Rachel Bujalski 

for The Atlantic) 

SCIENCE 

‘I don’t know that i would even call it meth anymore’ 

Different chemically than it was a decade ago, the drug is creating a wave of severe mental illness and 

worsening America’s homelessness problem. 

By Sam Quinones 

In the fall of 2006, law enforcement on the southwest border of the United States seized some crystal 

methamphetamine. In due course, a five-gram sample of that seizure landed on the desk of a 31-year-old 

chemist named Joe Bozenko, at the Drug Enforcement Administration lab outside Washington, D.C. 

https://www.theatlantic.com/science/
https://www.theatlantic.com/author/sam-quinones/
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Organic chemistry can be endlessly manipulated, with compounds that, like Lego bricks, can be used to build 

almost anything. The field seems to breed folks whose every waking minute is spent puzzling over chemical 

reactions. Bozenko, a garrulous man with a wide smile, worked in the DEA lab during the day and taught 

chemistry at a local university in the evenings. “Chemist by day, chemist by night,” his Twitter bio once read. 

Bozenko had joined the DEA seven years earlier, just as the global underworld was veering toward synthetic 

drugs and away from their plant-based cousins. Bozenko’s job was to understand the thinking of black-market 

chemists, samples of whose work were regularly plopped on his desk. He analyzed what they produced and 

worked out how they did it. In time, Bozenko began traveling abroad to clandestine labs after they’d been 

seized. His first foreign assignment was at a lab that had made the stimulant MDMA in Jakarta, Indonesia. He 

saw the world through the protective goggles of a hazmat suit, sifting through the remains of illegal labs in 

three dozen countries. 

Meth was the drug that Bozenko analyzed most in the early years of his job. Large quantities of it were 

coming up out of Mexico, where traffickers had industrialized production, and into the American Southwest. 

All of the stuff Bozenko analyzed was made from ephedrine, a natural substance commonly found in 

decongestants and derived from the ephedra plant, which was used for millennia as a stimulant and an anti-

asthmatic. A Japanese researcher had first altered the ephedrine molecule to synthesize crystal 

methamphetamine in 1919. During World War II, it was marketed in Japan as hiropon, a word that combines 

the Japanese terms for “fatigue” and “fly away.” Hiropon was given to Japanese soldiers to increase alertness. 

In the early 1980s, the ephedrine method for making meth was rediscovered by the American criminal world. 

Ephedrine was the active ingredient in the over-the-counter decongestant Sudafed, and a long boom in meth 

supply followed. But the sample that arrived on Bozenko’s desk that day in 2006 was not made from 

ephedrine, which was growing harder to come by as both the U.S. and Mexico clamped down on it. 

There was another way to make methamphetamine. Before the ephedrine method had been rediscovered, this 

other method had been used by the Hell’s Angels and other biker gangs, which had dominated a much smaller 

meth trade into the ’80s. Its essential chemical was a clear liquid called phenyl-2-propanone—P2P. Many 

https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/toc/2021/11/
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2012/07/02/the-kingpins
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2012/07/02/the-kingpins
https://bookshop.org/a/12476/9780312356170
https://bookshop.org/a/12476/9780312356170
https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/toc/2021/11/
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combinations of chemicals could be used to make P2P. Most of these chemicals were legal, cheap, and toxic: 

cyanide, lye, mercury, sulfuric acid, hydrochloric acid, nitrostyrene. The P2P process of making meth was 

complicated and volatile. The bikers’ cooking method gave off a smell so rank that it could only be done in 

rural or desert outposts, and the market for their product was limited. 

Bozenko tinkered with his sample for two or three days. He realized it had been made with the P2P method, 

which he had not seen employed. Still, that was not the most startling aspect of the sample. There was 

something else about those few grams that, to Bozenko, heralded a changed world. 

Among the drawbacks of the P2P method is that it produces two kinds of methamphetamine. One is known as 

d-methamphetamine, which is the stuff that makes you high. The other is l-methamphetamine, which makes 

the heart race but does little to the brain; it is waste product. Most cooks would likely want to get rid of the l-

meth if they knew what it was. But separating the two is tricky, beyond the skills of most clandestine 

chemists. And without doing so, the resulting drug is inferior to ephedrine-based meth. It makes your heart 

hammer without offering as potent a high. 

Bozenko’s sample contained mostly d-methamphetamine. Someone had removed most of the l-meth. “I’ve 

taken down labs in several continents,” Bozenko told me years later. No one in the criminal world, as far as he 

and his colleagues knew, had ever figured out how to separate d-meth from l-meth before. 

Back in the late ’80s and ’90s, when the ephedrine method had taken over, the market for meth had grown 

because of ephedrine’s availability—and because the substance could be transformed into meth with ease and 

efficiency. All you had to do was tweak the ephedrine molecule, and doing that required little more than 

following a recipe. But you had to have ephedrine. 

The P2P method offered traffickers one huge advantage: The chemicals that could be used to make it were 

also used in a wide array of industries—among them racing fuel, tanning, gold mining, perfume, and 

photography. Law enforcement couldn’t restrict all these chemicals the way it had with ephedrine, not without 

damaging legitimate sectors of the economy. And a trained organic chemist could make P2P, the essential 

ingredient, in many ways. It was impossible to say how many methods of making P2P a creative chemist 

might come up with. Bozenko counted a dozen or so at first. He put them up in a large diagram on his office 

wall, and kept adding Post-it Notes with new ones as they appeared. 

As Bozenko dissected that sample in 2006, its implications hit him. Drugs made in a lab were not subject to 

weather or soil or season, only to chemical availability: With this new method and full access to the world’s 

chemical markets through Mexican shipping ports, traffickers could ramp up production of P2P meth in 

quantities that were, effectively, limitless. 

Even so, Bozenko couldn’t have anticipated just how widely the meth epidemic would reach some 15 years 

later, or how it would come to interact with the opioid epidemic, which was then gaining force. And he 

couldn’t know how strongly it would contribute to related scourges now very much evident in America—

epidemics of mental illness and homelessness that year by year are growing worse. 
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Joe Bozenko at the DEA Special Testing and Research Laboratory in Virginia (Gabriella Demczuk for The 

Atlantic) 

Afew months after Bozenko’s discovery, on December 15, 2006, in a town named Tlajomulco de Zúñiga in 

the central-Mexican state of Jalisco, a methamphetamine lab exploded. Firefighters responded to the blaze, at 

a warehouse where plastic dinnerware had once been made. No one was hurt in the fire, nor was anyone 

arrested. But a fire chief called the local DEA office. 

Abe Perez supervised the DEA’s Guadalajara office back then. The warehouse stood on a cul-de-sac at the 

end of a house-lined street, Perez, who is now retired, remembered years later. Residents “knew something 
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was going on; the smells were giving them headaches,” Perez told me. But they were afraid to say anything. 

So they lived with it as best they could until the warehouse exploded, most likely because of a worker’s 

carelessness. 

Perez and his agents urged Mexican police and prosecutors to obtain a search warrant for the building. The 

process was slow, and the day ended with no warrant. That night another fire erupted, at a warehouse across 

the street that, the agents learned, contained chemicals in blue plastic barrels and in bags neatly stacked on 

pallets. “The traffickers came in the middle of the night with gasoline and burned it, burned all the evidence,” 

Perez said. “But we were able to get photos of the place.” 

Eduardo Chávez, another DEA agent, flew in from Mexico City the next afternoon. He and Perez stood 

outside the second smoldering warehouse. Each man had spent the early part of his career busting meth labs 

in rural California—Chávez in the area around Bakersfield, Perez in northeastern San Diego County. 

That had been a different era, and each had gotten a rare view into it. Bakersfield was Chávez’s first 

assignment, in 2000, and to his surprise, it was a hotbed of meth production. Southern California was where 

the ephedrine-based method had been rediscovered, largely due to the efforts of an ingenious criminal named 

Donald Stenger. Stenger died in 1988, in custody in San Diego County, after a packet of meth he’d inserted in 

his rectum broke open. But the ephedrine method had by then become more widely known and adopted by 

Mexican traffickers moving up and down the coast between Mexico and California. 

From the January/February 2016 issue: How DEA agents took down Mexico’s most vicious drug cartel 

The Mexican meth industry had been pioneered in that earlier time by two brothers, Luis and Jesús Amezcua. 

They came to California illegally as kids, and eventually ran an auto shop near San Diego. The story goes that 

a local meth cook dropped by their shop in about 1988, asking Jesús if he could bring in ephedrine from 

Mexico. Jesús at the time was smuggling Colombian cocaine. But he brought ephedrine north and, with that, 

became attuned to the market that had been opened by Stenger’s innovation. 

Ephedrine was then an unregulated chemical in Mexico. Within a few years, the Amezcuas were importing 

tons of it. Jesús traveled to India and Thailand, where he set up an office to handle his ephedrine exports. 

Later, his focus shifted to China and the Czech Republic. 

The Amezcuas’ meth career lasted about a decade, until cases brought against them landed them in a Mexican 

prison, where they remain. But the brothers marked a new way of thinking among Mexican traffickers. They 

were more interested in business deals and alliances than in the vengeance and endless shoot-outs so common 

to the previous generation of smugglers, who had trafficked mostly in marijuana and cocaine. The Amezcuas 

were the first Mexican traffickers to understand the profit potential of a synthetic drug, and the first to tap the 

global economy for chemical connections. 

At first, the brothers ran labs on both sides of the border. They set up many in California’s rural Central 

Valley—Eduardo Chávez’s territory—making use of an existing network of traffickers among the truckers 

and migrant farmworkers that stretched up from San Diego. At one bust, agents found a man in protective 

https://www.latimes.com/archives/la-xpm-1988-07-20-me-5842-story.html
https://www.latimes.com/archives/la-xpm-1988-07-20-me-5842-story.html
https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/archive/2016/01/drug-enforcement-agency-mexico-drug-cartel/419100/
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garments with an air tank on his back. He turned out to be a veterinarian from Michoacán who said he came 

up for four-month stints to teach the workers to cook. 

Hell’s Angels cooks took three days to make five pounds of meth. Mexican crews soon learned to arrive at 

cook sites like NASCAR pit crews, with premeasured chemicals, large vats, and seasoned workers. They 

produced 10 to 15 pounds per cook in 24 hours in what came to be known as “super labs.” Soon the biker 

gangs were buying their meth from the Mexicans. 

But toward the end of Chávez’s Bakersfield assignment, in 2004, the cooks and workers who’d been coming 

up from Mexico began to vanish. His informants told him that they were heading home. In California, law 

enforcement had made things hard; the job was getting too risky, the chemicals too hard to come by. The 

meth-cook migration would accelerate after Chávez left the state in 2004. Meth-lab seizures in the United 

States withered—from more than 10,000 that year to some 2,500 in 2008. Today in the United States, they are 

rare, and “super labs” are practically nonexistent. In Mexico, however, it was a different story. 

The burned-down lab being surveyed by Chávez and Perez at the end of 2006 had been designed to produce 

industrial quantities of meth. Like many other labs that had been popping up in Mexico, it reflected the union 

of substantial capital and little concern for law enforcement. It used expensive equipment and stored large 

inventories of chemicals awaiting processing. Notes found on the scene suggested that the cooks typically got 

about 240 pounds per batch. 

Like Joe Bozenko, the agents standing at the edge of the smoke and the stench that afternoon felt that they 

were glimpsing a new drug world. What struck them both was what they were not seeing. No ephedrine. The 

lab was set up exclusively to make P2P meth. 

Working through all the chemicals on hand, by Bozenko’s estimation, the lab could have produced 900 metric 

tons of methamphetamine. 

What’s more, this lab was not hidden up in the mountains or on a rural ranch. Tlajomulco de Zúñiga lies just 

15 miles south of Guadalajara, one of Mexico’s largest cities, and serves as home to the city’s international 

airport. The area has everything needed to be a center of meth manufacturing: warehouses, transportation 

hubs, proximity to chemists. Trucks rumble through the area daily from the shipping ports in Lázaro 

Cárdenas, in the state of Michoacán, and Manzanillo, in the state of Colima. 

The ephedrine method was still very much in use in 2006; Mexico, which had been reducing legal imports of 

ephedrine, wouldn’t ban them outright until 2008; even after that, some traffickers relied on illegal shipments 

for a time. And despite all the advances when it came to making P2P, in at least some respects the traffickers 

“didn’t know what they were doing yet,” Chávez told me. The explosion showed that. Nonetheless, years later 

he thought back on that moment and realized that it was almost as if they were witnessing a shift right then, 

that week. 

About five years after the Tlajomulco lab exploded, in June 2011, Mexican authorities discovered a massive 

P2P meth lab in the city of Querétaro, just a few hours north of Mexico City. It was in a warehouse that could 

have fit a 737, in an industrial park with roads wide enough for 18-wheelers; it made the Tlajomulco lab look 

https://www.justice.gov/archive/ndic/pubs31/31379/meth.htm
https://www.justice.gov/archive/ndic/pubs31/31379/meth.htm
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tiny. Joe Bozenko and his colleague Steve Toske were called down from Washington to inspect it, and they 

wandered through it in awe. Bags of chemicals were stacked 30 feet high.  
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Hundreds of those bags contained a substance neither Bozenko nor Toske had ever thought could be used to 

make P2P. Bozenko often consulted a book that outlined chemicals that might serve as precursors to making 

methamphetamine, but this particular substance wasn’t in it. Well-trained organic chemists were clearly 

improvising new ways to make the ingredients, expanding potential supply even further. 

Working through all the chemicals in the plant, by Bozenko’s estimation, the lab could have produced 900 

metric tons of methamphetamine. Against a wall stood three 1,000-liter reactors, two stories tall. 

Nothing like this had been achieved with ephedrine, nor could it have been; no one could have imagined the 

accumulation of 900 metric tons of the chemical. Later, Mexican investigators would report that of the 16 

workers arrested at the Querétaro lab, 14 died over the next six months from liver failure—presumably caused 

by exposure to chemicals at the lab. 

 

Meth and paraphernalia (above) inside a tent on Skid Row, in Los Angeles. The area encompasses about 50 

square blocks of the city; tents (below) line many of its streets. (Rachel Bujalski for The Atlantic) 

Methamphetamine was having a cultural moment in the U.S.—“meth mouth” had become an object of can’t-

look-away fascination on the internet, and Breaking Bad was big. The switch from ephedrine-based labs to 

ones using the P2P method was even a plot point in the series. But few people outside the DEA really 

understood the consequences of this shift. Soon, tons of P2P meth were moving north, without any letup, and 

the price of meth collapsed. But there was more to the story than higher volume. Ephedrine meth tended to 

damage people gradually, over years. With the switchover to P2P meth, that damage seemed to accelerate, 

especially damage to the brain. 

One night in 2009, in Temecula, California, partway between San Diego and L.A., a longtime user of crystal 

meth named Eric Barrera felt the dope change. 

Barrera is a stocky ex-Marine who’d grown up in the L.A. area. The meth he had been using for several years 

by then made him talkative and euphoric, made his scalp tingle. But that night, he was gripped with paranoia. 

His girlfriend, he was sure, had a man in her apartment. No one was in the apartment, she insisted. Barrera 

took a kitchen knife and began stabbing a sofa, certain the man was hiding there. Then he stabbed a mattress 

to tatters, and finally he began stabbing the walls, looking for this man he imagined was hiding inside. “That 

had never happened before,” he told me when I met him years later. Barrera was hardly alone in noting a 

change. Gang-member friends from his old neighborhood took to calling the meth that had begun to circulate 

in the area around that time “weirdo dope.” 

Read: A former meth addict talks about his experience with drug court 

Barrera had graduated from high school in 1998 and joined the Marine Corps. He was sent to Camp Lejeune, 

in North Carolina, where he was among the few nonwhite Marines in the platoon. The racism, he felt, was 

threatening and brazen. He asked for a transfer to Camp Pendleton, in San Diego County, and was denied. 

Over the next year and a half, he said, it got worse. Two years into his service, he was honorably discharged. 

https://www.theatlantic.com/politics/archive/2016/06/using-against-my-will/486203/
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After the September 11, 2001, terrorist attacks, Barrera was filled with remorse that he hadn’t stuck it out in 

the Corps. He was home now, without the heroic story he’d imagined for himself when he joined the Marines. 

The way he tells it, he drank and used meth to relieve his depression. 

He’d sometimes stay up on meth for four or five days, and he had to make excuses for missing work. But until 

that point, he’d held his life together. He worked as a loan processor, then for an insurance company. He had 

an apartment, a souped-up Acura Integra, a lot of friends. 

But as the meth changed around 2009, so did Barrera’s life. His cravings for meth continued, but paranoia and 

delusions began to fill his days. “Those feelings of being chatty and wanting to talk go away,” he told me. 

“All of a sudden you’re stuck and you’re in your head and you’re there for hours.” He said strange things to 

people. He couldn’t hold a job. No one tolerated him for long. His girlfriend, then his mother, then his father 

kicked him out, followed by a string of friends who had welcomed him because he always had drugs. When 

he described his hallucinations, “my friends were like, ‘I don’t care how much dope you got, you can’t stay 

here.’ ” 

By 2012, massive quantities of meth were flowing into Southern California. That same year, 96 percent of the 

meth samples tested by DEA chemists were made using the P2P method. And, for the first time in more than 

a decade of meth use, Barrera was homeless. He slept in his car and, for a while, in abandoned houses in 

Bakersfield. He was hearing voices. A Veterans Affairs psychologist diagnosed him with depression and 

symptoms of schizophrenia. 

Even many years later, when I spoke with him, Barrera didn’t know how the drug he was using had changed 

and spread, or why. But as a resident of Southern California, he was among the first to be affected by it. Over 

the next half-dozen years or so, the flood of P2P meth would spread east, immersing much of the rest of the 

country, too. 

Mention drug-running, and many people will think of cartels. Yet over the past decade, meth’s rising 

availability did not result from the dictates of some underworld board of directors. Something far more 

powerful was at work, particularly in the Sinaloa area: a massive, unregulated free market. 

By the time Eric Barrera’s life began to collapse, something like a Silicon Valley of meth innovation, 

knowledge, skill, and production had formed in the states along Mexico’s northern Pacific Coast. The deaths 

of kingpins who had controlled the trade, in the early 2010s, had only accelerated the process. “When the 

control vanishes, all these regional fiefdoms spring up,” said a DEA supervisor who pursued Mexican 

trafficking organizations during these years. (He, like some other DEA agents I spoke with, asked that his 

name not be used, because of the dangerous nature of his work.) “We just started seeing more and more labs 

springing up everywhere.” The new labs weren’t all as enormous as the Querétaro lab that Bozenko had seen 

in 2011. But they multiplied quickly. 

Beginning in about 2013 and continuing for the next several years, meth production expanded geometrically; 

the labs “just escape all limits,” a member of the Sinaloan drug world told me. “In a five-square-kilometer 

area outside Culiacán [Sinaloa’s capital city], there were, like, 20 labs. No exaggeration. You go out to 15 

kilometers, there’s more than a hundred.” 
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Listening to traffickers on wiretaps, one DEA agent told me, made it clear just how loose the confederations 

of meth suppliers were by then. The cartels had not vanished, and many of these suppliers were likely paying 

one or another of them off. But the wires nonetheless revealed a pulsing ecosystem of independent brokers, 

truckers, packagers, pilots, shrimp-boat captains, mechanics, and tire-shop owners. In the United States, the 

system included meat-plant workers, money-wiring services, restaurants, farm foremen, drivers, safe houses, 

and used-car lots. The ecosystem harnessed the self-interest of each of these actors, who got paid only when 

deals got done. 

“We’d waste hours listening on the wire,” the agent told me, “to people wasting their time calling around 

doing the networking as brokers, trying to set up drug deals, because they wanted to make money. There’s a 

huge layer of brokers who are the driving force [in Mexican drug trafficking]. Maybe they own a business or 

restaurant in Mexico or in the U.S.—this is something they do to supplement income. A large percentage of 

drug deals at this level don’t happen. But it’s like salesmen—the more calls you make, the more people you 

know, the more sales you get. So four or five people will be involved in getting 50 kilos to some city in the 

United States. This guy knows a guy who knows a guy who has a cousin in Atlanta … And with the 

independent transporters operating at the border, there’s no cartel allegiance. They’re all just making money.” 

From 2015 to 2019, the Mexican military raided some 330 meth labs in Sinaloa alone. But arrests were rare, 

according to a person involved in targeting the labs. Far from being a deterrent, the raids showed that no one 

would pay a personal price, and more people entered the trade as a result. At one point in 2019, DEA 

intelligence held that, despite all the raids, at least 70 meth labs were operating in Sinaloa, each with the 

capacity to make tons of meth with every cook. 

With labs popping up everywhere, the price of a pound of meth fell to nearly $1,000 for the first time on U.S. 

streets by the late 2010s—a 90 percent drop from a decade earlier in many areas. Yet traffickers’ response to 

tumbling prices was to increase production, hoping to make up for lower prices with higher volume. 

Competition among producers also drove meth purity to record highs. 

Methamphetamine damages the brain no matter how it is derived. But P2P meth seems to create a higher 

order of cerebral catastrophe. 

Pot was part of this story too. As some American states legalized marijuana, Mexican pot revenue faltered. 

Many producers switched to making meth and found it liberating. Marijuana took months to grow, was bulky, 

and could rot. “But with crystal meth,” the member of the Sinaloan drug world told me, “in 10 days you’ve 

made it. It’s not as bulky as pot, so in two weeks you’re crossing the border with it. Within two or three 

months, you’re big.” 

In the Southwest, the drug quickly became more prevalent than ever. And supply kept flowing east, covering 

the country in meth all the way to New England, which had almost none before the mid-2010s. Since late 

2016, the Midwest and South have seen an especially dramatic shift. Mexican traffickers had never been able 

to get their hands on enough ephedrine to cover those regions, but now that was no longer an issue. In place 

after place, they made alliances with local dealers to introduce their product. 

https://www.dea.gov/sites/default/files/2020-01/2019-NDTA-final-01-14-2020_Low_Web-DIR-007-20_2019.pdf
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Left: A man inside his encampment on a Skid Row sidewalk, after taking a puff of meth. Right: Another 

resident of the same encampment, who attributes his homelessness to a cycle of meth use he cannot break. 

(Rachel Bujalski for The Atlantic) 

The Louisville, Kentucky, area is one example. For years, Louisville had a paltry meth market. A pound of it 

sold for $14,000. Then Wiley Greenhill went to prison. Greenhill was a minor drug dealer in Detroit who had 

come to Louisville in 1999, attracted by Kentucky’s vibrant street market for pain pills, which were fetching 

five times what they sold for in Detroit. 

He eventually landed at the Roederer Correctional Complex, north of Louisville, where he struck up a 

friendship with an inmate from California. The inmate’s father, a businessman from Southern California 

named Jose Prieto, had gotten into debt with the wrong people from Sinaloa. The Sinaloans told Prieto that to 

settle his debt, he had to sell their meth. Greenhill was given the opportunity to buy it. 

By 2016 Greenhill was out of prison, and the meth began to flow. At first Prieto sent small quantities through 

the mail. Soon the loads reached 50 to 100 pounds a month, driven east by women Greenhill hired. 

Prieto proved eager to get his product out. He fronted Greenhill hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth of 

meth on the promise that he would be repaid. Tim Fritz, a DEA agent who investigated the Prieto-Greenhill 

ring, told me, “Jose Prieto would say, ‘Whatever you need, we got it. Whatever you buy, I’ll double it. You 

want 10 pounds, I’ll give you 20—pay me later.’ ” 

As months passed, the Louisville meth market expanded beyond anything the region had seen before. The 

trade spread to southern Indiana and nearby counties in Kentucky as the number of customers grew. Other 

local traffickers began to import meth as well. The price of a pound of meth fell to about $1,200, less than a 

tenth of what it had been just a few years earlier. 

At the MORE Center, a Louisville clinic set up to treat pain-pill and heroin addicts, patients started coming in 

on meth. Before the Prieto-Greenhill connection, only two of counselor Jennifer Grzesik’s patients were using 

meth. Within three years, almost 90 percent of new patients coming to the clinic had meth in their drug 

screen. “I don’t remember having any homeless people in my caseload before 2016,” she told me. But 20 

percent of her clients now are homeless. 
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Greenhill and Prieto were arrested in 2018 and 2019, respectively, and are now serving lengthy federal-prison 

terms. They left behind a transformed market. Primed by the new supply, meth demand has exploded, in turn 

drawing more dealers who have found their own supply connections. The price of a pound of meth remains 

low. To compete, some Louisville meth dealers now offer free delivery; others offer syringes already loaded 

with liquid meth so users can immediately shoot up. Similar partnerships, arrangements, and retail 

innovations have transformed regional drug markets across the U.S. 

Habits, once entrenched, are difficult to change. If they weren’t, more Americans would have quit smoking 

soon after 1964, when the U.S. surgeon general issued his first report on its risks. American nicotine addicts 

kept smoking because nicotine had changed their brain chemistry, and cigarettes were everywhere. We 

stopped people from smoking, argues Wendy Wood, a psychologist at the University of Southern California 

and the author of a book on habituation, by adding “friction” to the activity—making it harder to do or 

limiting access to supply. We removed cigarette vending machines, banned smoking in public spaces. By 

adding friction to smoking, we also removed cues that prompted people to smoke: bars where booze, friends, 

and cigarettes went together, for example. 

Something like the opposite of that has happened with P2P methamphetamine. “Meth reminds me of what 

alcoholics go through,” Matt Scharf, the director of recovery programs at Midnight Mission, a Los Angeles 

treatment center, told me. “There’s alcohol everywhere. Meth is now so readily available. There’s an 

availability to it that is not the case with heroin or crack. It’s everywhere.” 

All of that meth has been pushed into a market already softened up by the opioid epidemic. That should not 

have mattered: Historically, meth and opioid users had been separate groups with different cultures, and the 

drugs affect the brain’s reward pathways differently. But as large supplies of P2P meth began to arrive, many 

opioid addicts already feared for their life. Fentanyl, a dangerous synthetic opioid, was also spreading quickly. 

For many, Suboxone—which blocks opiate receptors and hence eliminates opioid cravings—was a lifesaver. 

They use it daily, the way a heart patient uses daily blood thinners to stay alive. Yet the counseling and 

continuum of care required to support the broader life changes necessary for addiction recovery are often 

absent. 

From the May 2019 issue: Sam Quinones on how physicians get addicted too 

Thus, as P2P meth spread nationwide, an unprecedented event took place in American drug use: Opioid 

addicts began to shift, en masse, to meth. Meth overdoses have risen rapidly in recent years, but they are 

much less common than opioid ODs—you don’t typically overdose and die on meth; you decay. By 2019, in 

the course of my reporting, I was routinely coming into contact with people in Kentucky, Ohio, Indiana, 

Tennessee, and West Virginia who were using Suboxone to control their opiate cravings from long-standing 

addiction to pain pills and heroin, while using methamphetamine to get high. Massive supplies of cheap P2P 

meth had created demand for a stimulant out of a market for a depressant. In the process, traffickers forged a 

new population of mentally ill Americans. 

Over the past year and a half, I’ve talked with meth addicts, counselors, and cops around the country. The 

people I spoke with told me stories nearly identical to Eric Barrera’s: P2P-meth use was quickly causing steep 

deterioration in mental health. The symptoms were always similar: violent paranoia, hallucinations, 

conspiracy theories, isolation, massive memory loss, jumbled speech. Methamphetamine is a neurotoxin—it 

https://www.cdc.gov/tobacco/data_statistics/sgr/history/index.htm
https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/archive/2019/05/opioid-epidemic-west-virginia-doctor/586036/
https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/archive/2019/05/opioid-epidemic-west-virginia-doctor/586036/
https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/archive/2019/05/opioid-epidemic-west-virginia-doctor/586036/
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damages the brain no matter how it is derived. But P2P meth seems to create a higher order of cerebral 

catastrophe. “I don’t know that I would even call it meth anymore,” Ken Vick, the director of a drug-

treatment center in Kansas City, Missouri, told me. Schizophrenia and bipolar disorder are afflictions that 

begin in the young. Now people in their 30s and 40s with no prior history of mental illness seemed to be 

going mad. 
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Eric Barrera, now an outreach worker to homeless military veterans on Skid Row, had used meth for years 

before the flood of P2P meth hit. His mental health took a sharp downward turn. (Rachel Bujalski for The 

Atlantic) 

Portland, Oregon, began seeing the flood of meth around 2013. By January 2020, the city had to close its 

downtown sobering station. The station had opened in 1985 as a place for alcoholics to sober up for six to 

eight hours, but it was unequipped to handle people addicted to P2P meth. “The degree of mental-health 

disturbance; the wave of psychosis; the profound, profound disorganization [is something] I’ve never seen 

before,” Rachel Solotaroff, the CEO of Central City Concern, the social-service nonprofit that ran the station, 

told me. Solotaroff was among the first people I spoke with. She sounded overwhelmed. “If they’re not raging 

and agitated, they can be completely noncommunicative. Treating addiction [relies] on your ability to have a 

connection with someone. But I’ve never experienced something like this—where there’s no way in to that 

person.” 

From the April 2015 issue: The irrationality of Alcoholics Anonymous 

On Skid Row in Los Angeles, crack had been the drug of choice for decades. Dislodging it took some time. 

But by 2014 the new meth was everywhere. When that happened, “it seemed that people were losing their 

minds faster,” a Los Angeles Police Department beat officer named Deon Joseph told me. Joseph had worked 

Skid Row for 22 years. “They’d be okay when they were just using crack,” Joseph said. “Then in 2014, with 

meth, all of a sudden they became mentally ill. They deteriorated into mental illness faster than I ever saw 

with crack cocaine.” 

Susan Partovi has been a physician for homeless people in Los Angeles since 2003. She noticed increasing 

mental illness—schizophrenia, bipolar disorder—at her clinics around the city starting in about 2012. She was 

soon astonished by “how many severely mentally ill people were out there,” Partovi told me. “Now almost 

everyone we see when we do homeless outreach on the streets is on meth. Meth may now be causing long-

term psychosis, similar to schizophrenia, that lasts even after they’re not using anymore.” 

I called James Mahoney, a neuropsychologist at West Virginia University who had studied the effects of 

ephedrine meth on the brain in the early 2000s at UCLA. The psychosis he saw then was bad, he said, but it 

frequently appeared to be the result of extended sleep deprivation. In 2016, Mahoney took a job as a drug 

researcher and specialist in WVU’s addiction clinic. Less than a year later, the P2P crystal meth from Mexico 

started showing up. Mahoney was inundated with meth patients who came in ranting, conversing with 

phantoms. “I can’t even compare it to what I was seeing at UCLA,” he told me. “Now we’re seeing it 

instantaneously, within hours, in people who just used: psychotic symptoms, hallucinations, delusions.” 

In community after community, I heard stories like this. Southwest Virginia hadn’t seen much meth for 

almost a decade when suddenly, in about 2017, “we started to see people go into the state mental-hospital 

system who were just grossly psychotic,” Eric Greene, then a drug counselor in the area, told me. “Since then, 

it’s caused a crisis in our state mental-health hospitals. It’s difficult for the truly mentally ill to get care 

because the facilities are full of people who are on meth.” 

Mitchell told me that the most visible homelessness—people sleeping on sidewalks, or in the tents that now 

crowd many of the neighborhoods in L.A.—was clearly due to the new meth. 

https://www.oregonlive.com/portland/2020/01/central-city-concern-closes-sobering-station-ends-associated-van-service.html
https://www.oregonlive.com/portland/2020/01/central-city-concern-closes-sobering-station-ends-associated-van-service.html
https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/archive/2015/04/the-irrationality-of-alcoholics-anonymous/386255/
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Symptoms could fade once users purged the drug, if they did not relapse. But while they were on this new 

meth, they grew antisocial, all but mute. I spoke with two recovering meth addicts who said they had to 

relearn how to speak. “It took me a year and a half to recover from the brain damage it had done to me,” one 

of them said. “I couldn’t hardly form sentences. I couldn’t laugh, smile. I couldn’t think.” 

I spoke with Jennie Jobe, from rural Morgan County, in eastern Tennessee. Jobe had spent 20 years working 

in state prisons when she started a drug court and associated residential treatment center in 2013. 

For its first few years, Jobe’s court handled meth addicts who got their drugs from local “shake and bake” 

manufacturers— small-batch cooks using Sudafed, and usually producing just a few grams of the drug at a 

time. These meth users were gaunt, she remembers, and picked at their skin. But they were animated, lucid, 

with memories and personalities intact when they arrived at her facility, detoxed after months in jail. 

By 2017, however, people were coming to her treatment center stripped of human energy, even after several 

months spent detoxing from the drug in jail. “Normal recreational activities where guys talk trash and have 

fun—there’s none of that. It’s like their brain cannot fire.” 

Treating them was daunting. Despite years of research, science has found no equivalent of methadone or 

Suboxone to help subdue meth cravings and allow people addicted to the drug a chance to break from it and 

begin repairing their life. And, like many others I spoke with, Jobe found that the human connection essential 

to successful drug treatment was almost impossible to establish. “It takes longer for them to actually be here 

mentally,” Jobe said. “Before, we didn’t keep anybody more than nine months. Now we’re running up to 14 

months, because it’s not until six or nine months that we finally find out who we got.” Some can’t remember 

their life before jail. “It’s not unusual for them to ask what they were found guilty of and sentenced to,” she 

said. 

Why is P2P meth producing such pronounced symptoms of mental illness in so many people? No one I spoke 

with knew for sure. One theory is that much of the meth contains residue of toxic chemicals used in its 

production, or other contaminants. Even traces of certain chemicals, in a relatively pure drug, might be 

devastating. The sheer number of users is up, too, and the abundance and low price of P2P meth may enable 

more continual use among them. That, combined with the drug’s potency today, might accelerate the mental 

deterioration that ephedrine-based meth can also produce, though usually over a period of months or years, 

not weeks. Meth and opioids (or other drugs) might also interact in particularly toxic ways. I don’t know of 

any study comparing the behavior of users—or rats for that matter—on meth made with ephedrine versus 

meth made with P2P. This now seems a crucial national question. 

Once your eyes are open to the scale and human consequences of the P2P-meth epidemic, it’s hard to miss its 

ramifications in many areas of American public life. 

Perhaps the most significant is homelessness. 

In 2012, a Los Angeles Superior Court judge, Craig Mitchell, founded L.A.’s Skid Row Running Club. Every 

Monday, Thursday, and Saturday, 20 to 50 people—recovering addicts, cops, public defenders, social 

workers—meet around dawn in front of a local shelter to run for an hour through the greatest concentration of 

http://www.skidrowrunningclub.com/
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homeless people in the United States. The club’s broader mission is to support the area’s homeless 

community through mentorship and a focus on wellness. 

 

Top: Barrera, distributing socks on Skid Row. Bottom: The Skid Row Running Club—recovering addicts, 

cops, social workers—seeks to support the area’s homeless through mentorship and a focus on wellness. 

(Rachel Bujalski for The Atlantic) 
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Los Angeles has long been the nation’s homelessness capital, but as in many cities—large and small—the 

problem has worsened greatly in recent years. In the L.A. area, homelessness more than doubled from 2012 to 

2020. Mitchell told me that the most visible homelessness—people sleeping on sidewalks, or in the tents that 

now crowd many of the city’s neighborhoods—was clearly due to the new meth. “There was a sea change 

with respect to meth being the main drug of choice beginning in about 2008,” he said. Now “it’s the No. 1 

drug.” 

Remarkably, meth rarely comes up in city discussions on homelessness, or in newspaper articles about it. 

Mitchell called it “the elephant in the room”—nobody wants to talk about it, he said. “There’s a desire not to 

stigmatize the homeless as drug users.” Policy makers and advocates instead prefer to focus on L.A.’s cost of 

housing, which is very high but hardly relevant to people rendered psychotic and unemployable by 

methamphetamine. 

Addiction and mental illness have always been contributors to homelessness. P2P meth seems to produce 

those conditions quickly. “It took me 12 years of using before I was homeless,” Talie Wenick, a counselor in 

Bend, Oregon, who began using ephedrine-based meth in 1993 and has been clean for 15 years, told me. 

“Now within a year they’re homeless. So many homeless camps have popped up around Central Oregon—

huge camps on Bureau of Land Management land, with tents and campers and roads they’ve cleared 

themselves. And almost everyone’s using. You’re trying to help someone get clean, and they live in a camp 

where almost everyone is using.” 

Eric Barrera is now a member of Judge Mitchell’s running club. Through the VA, he got treatment for his 

meth addiction and found housing; without meth, he was able to keep it. The voices in his head went away. 

He volunteered at a treatment center, which eventually hired him as an outreach worker, looking for vets in 

the encampments. 

Barrera told me that every story he hears in the course of his work is complex; homelessness, of course, has 

many roots. Some people he has met were disabled and couldn’t work, or were just out of prison. Others had 

lost jobs or health insurance and couldn’t pay for both rent and the surgeries or medications they needed. 

They’d scraped by until a landlord had raised their rent. Some kept their cars to sleep in, or had welcoming 

families who offered a couch or a bed in a garage. Barrera thought of them as invisible, the hidden homeless, 

the shredded-safety-net homeless. 

But Barrera also told me that for a lot of the residents of Skid Row’s tent encampments, meth was a major 

reason they were there and couldn’t leave. Such was the pull. Some were addicted to other things: crack or 

heroin, alcohol or gambling. Many of them used any drug available. But what Barrera encountered the most 

was meth. 

Tents themselves seem to play a role in this phenomenon. Tents protect many homeless people from the 

elements. But tents and the new meth seem made for each other. With a tent, the user can retreat not just 

mentally from the world but physically. Encampments provide a community for users, creating the kinds of 

environmental cues that the USC psychologist Wendy Wood finds crucial in forming and maintaining habits. 

They are often places where addicts flee from treatment, where they can find approval for their meth use. 
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In Los Angeles, the city’s unwillingness, or inability under judicial rulings, to remove the tents has allowed 

encampments to persist for weeks or months, though a recent law allows for more proactive action. In this 

environment, given the realities of addiction, the worst sorts of exploitation have sometimes followed. In 

2020, I spoke with Ariel, a transgender woman then in rehab, who had come to Los Angeles from a small 

suburb of a midsize American city four years before. She had arrived hoping for gender-confirmation surgery 

and saddled with a meth habit. She eventually ended up alone on Hollywood’s streets. “There’s these camps 

in Hollywood, on Vine and other streets—distinct tent camps,” she said, where women on meth are 

commonly pimped. “A lot of people who aren’t homeless have these tents. They come from out of the area to 

sell drugs, move guns, prostitute girls out of the tents. The last guy I was getting worked out by, he was 

charging people $25 a night to use his tents. He would give you girls, me and three other people. He’d take 

the money and we’d get paid in drugs.” 

Megan Schabbing, a psychiatrist and the medical director of emergency psychiatric services at OhioHealth, in 

Columbus, Ohio, later described to me how meth use and this sort of suffering can reinforce each other. 

Schabbing spends much of her time on the job digging into the underlying causes of drug use among those 

who end up in the ER. Often there was trauma: beatings, molestation, rape, war deployment, childhood chaos, 

neglect. For many of these patients, she discovered, the delusions fueled by meth became the point—the 

drug’s attraction. “Many would tell me, ‘I can stay out of reality on the street’ ” by using meth, she said. 

“When they come to us, it takes them days to figure out who and where they are. But some patients have told 

me that’s not a bad thing if you’re on the street.” 

If P2P meth pushed her patients toward homelessness, it also helped them bear it. 

How could this crisis emerge so quietly and remain, in many ways, invisible to most Americans? One reason, 

perhaps, is the national focus on the opioid epidemic, which was itself ignored for a long time. In recent years, 

the headlines have been about pain-pill or heroin overdoses, then fentanyl overdoses, and the funding has 

followed. Besides, deaths, however tragic, allow for memorials, a chance to remember the deceased’s better 

days. Meth doesn’t kill people at nearly the same rate as opioids. It presents, instead, the rawest face of living 

addiction. That part of addiction, one counselor told me, “people don’t want to touch it.” 

There is no central villain in the P2P-meth story—no Purdue Pharma, no dominant cartel. There’s no single 

entity to target, either. So the issue is often enveloped in a willful myopia. Advocates for homeless people 

seem reluctant to speak out about the drug, for fear that the downtrodden will be blamed for their troubles. 

https://www.latimes.com/california/story/2021-08-02/los-angeles-new-homeless-anti-camping-law-humane-cruel
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Left: A couple sits on a Skid Row sidewalk while a man sleeps next to them. Right: A woman near her tent in 

L.A., holding a wooden heart she found while searching for recyclables. She wants to kick her meth habit, she 

says, but cannot stop using. (Rachel Bujalski for The Atlantic) 

The spread of P2P meth is part of a larger narrative—a shift in drug supply from plant-based drugs such as 

marijuana, cocaine, and heroin to synthetic drugs, which can be made anywhere, quickly, cheaply, and year-

round. Underground chemists are continually seeking to develop more potent and addictive varieties of them. 

The use of mind-altering substances by humans is age-old, but we have entered a new era. 

SIGN UP FOR THE ATLANTIC'S DAILY NEWSLETTER. 

Each weekday evening, get an overview of the day’s biggest news, along with fascinating ideas, images, and 

people. 

Email Address (required) 

Sign Up 

THANKS FOR SIGNING UP! 

Drug demand is important in this new era. People need to understand what these drugs will ultimately do to 

them, and those who are using will need substantial help getting off them. 

But it must be said: The story of the meth epidemic (like the opioid epidemic before it) begins with supply. In 

a previous era, most Vietnam vets kicked heroin when they got home and were far from war and the potent 

supplies they were used to in Southeast Asia. Today, supplies of meth are vast and cheap throughout much of 

the country. 

Crystal meth is in some ways a metaphor for our times—times of anomie and isolation, of paranoia and 

delusion, of communities coming apart. Meth is not responsible for these much wider social problems, of 

course. But the meth epidemic is symptomatic of them, and also contributes to them. 
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If you spend time among meth users, you’ll notice certain habits and tics: fixations on flashlights, for 

instance, and on bicycles, which are endlessly disassembled and assembled again. Hoodies are everywhere. 

The hoodie is versatile—cheap, warm, functional. But as opioids, then meth, spread across America, the 

hoodie also became, for many, a hiding place from a harsh world. “When we put up that hood,” one 

recovering addict told me, “we’re making the choice to separate ourselves from everyone else—instead of 

someone pushing us out. I think it’s our way to hide from the world that doesn’t accept us. The hood is the 

refuge. It’s our safe place.” 

Perhaps the best defense against epidemics like this one lies in choosing to look more closely and more 

sympathetically at the people in those hoods—to put a higher priority on community than we’ve done in 

recent years. America has made itself more vulnerable to scourges, even as those scourges grow more potent. 

But scourges are also an opportunity: They call on us to reexamine how we live. Until we begin to look out 

for the most vulnerable among us, there’s no reason to expect them to abate. 

 

This article is adapted from Sam Quinones’s new book, The Least of Us: True Tales of America and Hope in 

the Time of Fentanyl and Meth. It appears in the November 2021 print edition with the headline “The New 

Meth.” When you buy a book using a link on this page, we receive a commission. Thank you for 

supporting The Atlantic. 

Sam Quinones is a Los Angeles–based journalist and the author of four books of narrative nonfiction, 

including his latest, The Least of Us: True Tales of America and Hope in the Time of Fentanyl and Meth. 

 

https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/archive/2021/11/the-new-meth/620174/ 

http://bookshop.org/a/12476/9781635574357
http://bookshop.org/a/12476/9781635574357
https://www.theatlantic.com/magazine/toc/2021/11/
https://www.theatlantic.com/author/sam-quinones/
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