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Achieving Perspective: Trailblazing Astronomer Maria Mitchell and the Poetry of the Cosmic 

Perspective (David Byrne Reads Pattiann Rogers) 

“Mingle the starlight with your lives, and you won’t be fretted by trifles.” 

 

 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
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This is the third of nine installments in the animated interlude season of The Universe in Verse in 

collaboration with On Being, celebrating the wonder of reality through stories of science winged with poetry. 

See the rest here. 

THE ANIMATED UNIVERSE IN VERSE: CHAPTER THREE 

To be human is to live suspended between the scale of glow-worms and the scale of galaxies, to live with our 

creaturely limitations without being doomed by them — we have, after all, transcended them to unravel the 

molecular mystery of the double helix and compose the Benedictus and land a mechanical prosthesis of our 

curiosity on Mars. We have dreamt these things possible, then made them real — proof that we are a species 

of limitless imagination along the forward vector of our dreams. But we are also a species continually 

blinkered — sometimes touchingly, sometimes tragically — by our own delusions about the totality around 

us. Our greatest limitation is not that of imagination but that of perspective — our lens is too easily contracted 

by the fleeting urgencies of the present, too easily blurred by the hopes and fears of our human lives. 

Two centuries ago, Maria Mitchell — a key figure in Figuring — understood this with uncommon poetry of 

perspective. 

Maria Mitchell, standing at telescope, with her students at Vassar 

https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://onbeing.org/universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/maria-mitchell/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/11/01/figuring/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1451018460/braipick-20
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Portrait of Maria Mitchell, 1840s. (Maria Mitchell Museum. Photograph: Maria Popova) 
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America’s first professional female astronomer, she was also the first woman employed by the federal 

government for a “specialized non-domestic skill.” After discovering her famous comet, she was hired as 

“computer of Venus,” performing complex mathematical calculations to help sailors navigate the globe — a 

one-woman global positioning system a century and a half before Einstein’s theory of relativity made GPS 

possible. 

When Maria Mitchell began teaching at Vassar College as the only woman on the faculty, the college 

handbook mandated that neither she nor her female students were allowed outside after nightfall — a 

somewhat problematic dictum, given she was hired to teach astronomy. She overturned the handbook and 

overwrote the curriculum, creating the country’s most ambitious science syllabus, soon copied by other 

universities — including the all-male Harvard, which had long dropped its higher mathematics requirement 

past the freshman year. 

Maria Mitchell’s students went on to become the world’s first class with academic training in what we now 

call astrophysics. They happened to all be women. 

Science was one of Maria Mitchell’s two great passions. The other was poetry. 

At her regular “dome parties” inside the Vassar College Observatory, which was also her home, students and 

occasional esteemed guests — Julia Ward Howe among them — gathered to play a game of writing 

extemporaneous verses about astronomy on scraps of used paper: sonnets to the stars, composed on the back 

of class notes and calculations. 

Mitchell taught astronomy until the very end of her long life, when she confided in one of her students that 

she would rather have written a great poem than discovered a great comet. But scientific discovery is what 

gave her the visibility to blaze the way for women in science and enchant generations of lay people the poetry 

of the cosmic perspective. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/10/01/october-1-1847-miss-mitchells-comet/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/12/21/reflection/
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Art from What Miss Mitchell Saw 

It was this living example that became Maria Mitchell’s great poem, composed in the language of being — as 

any life of passion and purpose ultimately becomes. 

“Mingle the starlight with your lives,” she often told her students, “and you won’t be fretted by trifles.” 

And yet here we are, our transient lives constantly fretted by trifles as we live them out in the sliver of 

spacetime allotted us by chance. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/01/what-miss-mitchell-saw/
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1571314210/braipick-20
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A century after Maria Mitchell returned her borrowed stardust to the universe that made it, the poet Pattiann 

Rogers extended a kindred invitation to perspective, untrifling the tender moments that make a life worth 

living. 

Published in her collection Firekeeper (public library), it is read for us here by the ever-optimistic David 

Byrne, with original art by his ever-perspectival longtime collaborator Maira Kalman and original music by 

the symphonic-spirited Jherek Bischoff. 

ACHIEVING PERSPECTIVE 

by Pattiann Rogers 

Straight up away from this road, 

Away from the fitted particles of frost 

Coating the hull of each chick pea, 

And the stiff archer bug making its way 

In the morning dark, toe hair by toe hair, 

Up the stem of the trillium, 

Straight up through the sky above this road right now, 

The galaxies of the Cygnus A cluster 

Are colliding with each other in a massive swarm 

Of interpenetrating and exploding catastrophes. 

I try to remember that. 

And even in the gold and purple pretense 

Of evening, I make myself remember 

That it would take 40,000 years full of gathering 

Into leaf and dropping, full of pulp splitting 

And the hard wrinkling of seed, of the rising up 

Of wood fibers and the disintegration of forests, 

Of this lake disappearing completely in the bodies 

Of toad slush and duckweed rock, 

40,000 years and the fastest thing we own, 

To reach the one star nearest to us. 

And when you speak to me like this, 

I try to remember that the wood and cement walls 

Of this room are being swept away now, 

Molecule by molecule, in a slow and steady wind, 

And nothing at all separates our bodies 

From the vast emptiness expanding, and I know 

We are sitting in our chairs 

Discoursing in the middle of the blackness of space. 

And when you look at me 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1571314210/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/firekeeper-selected-poems/oclc/1154359922&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/05/14/one-fine-day-david-byrne-brooklyn-youth-chorus-national-sawdust/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/06/22/maira-kalman-darling-baby/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/11/29/american-utopia-maira-kalman-david-byrne/
https://www.patreon.com/jherekbischoff
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I try to recall that at this moment 

Somewhere millions of miles beyond the dimness 

Of the sun, the comet Biela, speeding 

In its rocks and ices, is just beginning to enter 

The widest arc of its elliptical turn. 

Previously on The Universe in Verse: Chapter 1 (the evolution of flowers and the birth of ecology, with Emily 

Dickinson); Chapter 2 (Henrietta Leavitt, Edwin Hubble, and the age of space telescopes, with Tracy K. 

Smith). 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/18/achieving-perspective/  

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-animated-episode-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/11/universe-in-verse-animated-hubble/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/18/achieving-perspective/
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In this time of dying and destruction, Atlanta-based writer Kimberly Coburn looked to the turkey vulture to 

understand the raptor’s embrace of death. 
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Words by Kimberly Coburn | Photos by Fernando Decillis 

The early-summer sun was already relentless by midmorning, pinking my freckled shoulders. I dug 

around in my bag for sunscreen and came up empty: a rookie move for a redhead spending the afternoon in a 

little Georgia town just this side of the Alabama line. No sunglasses, either. I shaded my eyes with my hand 

and looked up.  

A hunched ghost stared back.  

The vulture’s raw, wrinkled face stood out against his white feathers, stark as blood on snow. He peered down 

his curved beak at me from his roomy mews. He was the reason I had come. Even so, I hadn’t prepared 

myself for the scrutiny of this feathered Boo Radley. I felt exposed. Goosebumps pricked my forearms despite 

the 93-degree heat. Vultures, like other raptors, have scalpel-keen sight. His unblinking gaze husked not only 

my clothes but my carcass itself, leaving only the architecture of my bones and sinew for vulturine 

evaluation.  
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A high, predatory shriek from within a cabin broke his gaze, and he hopped awkwardly out of sight. I rattled 

myself back into my skin. 

I stood at the raptor rehabilitation center at Callaway Gardens, a 2,500-acre public garden and resort in Pine 

Mountain, Georgia, that is home to more than 15 birds of prey. I had arrived between the two daily 

exhibitions and followed dusty paths cut between dense pines to the empty amphitheater. It was nothing 

remarkable: two sturdy perches staked in the patchy grass across from each other, with rows of weathered 

wooden benches facing them and a mud-colored lake beyond. To the right of the rows of benches stood a 

narrow wooden cabin with “Staff Only” printed in small white letters on the glass door. A typical shotgun-

style cabin, the building was twice as long as it was wide. The only thing notable about it was its second 

story, a large enclosure surrounded entirely by chain link fencing where the vulture had sat, studying me. An 

occasional feather drifted down when the breeze blew. 

I had come to Callaway because grief makes us do peculiar things. Joan Didion refused to move her dead 

husband’s shoes on the off chance he might return and need them. My grief was not white-hot like hers — no 

single searing absence burning like coal in my belly — but rather a diffuse haze that stuck to my skin like the 

clotted summer air. I did not need to look for a particular loss to explain it. These days, Death is everywhere. 

Not just your standard, run-of-the-mill death; that’s always been a given. But capital-D Death. Mass-

extinction, bleached-coral, climate-emergency Death.  

Most creatures go to extreme lengths to avoid their demise. Even simple protozoa frantically waggle their 

cilia to propel themselves away from perceived dangers, so it’s no wonder that I — a confused and reluctant 

Homo sapiens — don’t know how to live in a time of dying. When humans walked mostly upright onto the 

scene, evolution upped the ante. We inherited an elaborate nervous system that hijacks the body in a fit of 

thundering heartbeats and unreliable sphincters when threatened and, as a bonus, the double-edged gift of a 

convoluted brain capable of comprehending our inevitable end.  

That awareness left us the odd ape out, vulnerable to predation in the dark savannas of our minds. Ever the 

clever improviser, nature has outfitted her menagerie with adaptations to improve each creature’s odds: thick 

hides, a coat of quills, the agility to scale steep mountaintops. Unlike our fellow predators who have fangs, 

claws, and speed, to us humans went thumbs, a complicated sense of self, and perhaps the strangest adaptation 

of them all: denial. 
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Death, we like to think, is something that happens to things that are not us. This stubborn belief is as essential 

as a kidney or eardrum. Without it, we would be inconsolable, endlessly fixating on our own end. In The 

Denial of Death, cultural anthropologist Ernest Becker notes, “If this fear were constantly conscious, we 

should be unable to function normally. It must be properly repressed to keep us living with any modicum of 

comfort.”  
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Sometimes I worry that I might be a little less functional by Becker’s standards than most of my fellow 

humans. My brain came with a faulty denial switch. When I’m supposed to be concentrating on client status 

meetings at 9 on a Monday morning, my head thrums like an angry hive: How many acres of forest can be 

leveled during an elevator pitch? Should I expect anything different? When the environmentalists among us 

cluck our tongues and shake our fists at climate change deniers, we are forgetting that ignoring our demise is 

as natural to us as raiding a coop is to a coyote. We are not wired for this awareness, I tell myself. It seems a 

gentler interpretation than conceding that the world is full of suicidal idiots.  

From the sidelines, denial seems to be slacking on the job. We have sought comfort and — for all our 

elaborate efforts, our drugs and distractions — we have found little. How do we come to terms with this kind 
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of death? Religions, nations, and cultures are built on the bedrock of our mortality, their texts offering 

conflicting roadmaps to reconciliation. One — a Psalm, a Song of Ascents — urges me to “lift up mine eyes 

unto the hills, from whence cometh my help.”  

I looked to the hills, and there I found my unexpected comfort: a small, black “V” tilting in a cloudless sky. I 

don’t think it was the god Psalms had in mind. 
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In the slantwise, sackcloth logic of grieving, I decided to learn all I could about the turkey vulture, the 

disparaged buzzard. Maybe these bald-faced undertakers knew something I didn’t. They are neither riddled 

with the urgency of the predator nor the anxiety of prey because carrion is never in short supply and the 

vulture’s own meat is no animal’s delicacy. While the rest of us run, gallop, and slither from death, buzzards 

sniff it out, hurtle toward it. I thought if I apprenticed myself to these wake workers, maybe I could glean the 

arcane wisdom they keep suspended far above us. That’s why I had scheduled this visit to Callaway to meet a 

particularly unique specimen.  

Meagan DuVall, manager and lead bird trainer, welcomed me into a snug office with floor-to-ceiling wire 

enclosures. To train a bird for educational programming, it must be non-releasable to the wild. This left 

Callaway a veritable island of misfit raptors, their keenest abilities blunted by a world no longer wild. 

Gandalf, the pint-sized eastern screech owl, had been hit by a car, rendering him blind in one milky eye. 

Olive, the barred owl, was a human imprint; her huge, vacant stare lacked any trace of the wariness necessary 

for survival. Tilden, the red-tailed hawk, had been shot by an overzealous chicken farmer. 

Owls and hawks struggle to acclimate to a world of plate glass and asphalt. Rising temperatures evict the 

Mississippi kite and Baltimore oriole from their namesake homes. But the turkey vulture — like the American 

crow and mourning dove — annexes ever more acreage. He’ll roost as contentedly on a cellphone tower as on 

a rotting tree, apparently unruffled by ecological unraveling. In a dying world, the buzzard is utterly at home. 

But Wilson, the bird I had come to see, was different. While most turkey vultures have umber feathers, 

Wilson’s were the color of bleached bone. DuVall explained that he was leucistic, a condition similar to 

albinism but without the complete absence of melanin. “Someone found him struggling to survive alongside a 

highway in Alabama. We named him Wilson after [biologist] E.O. Wilson, but we’re honestly not sure if he’s 

male or female.” Many birds of prey, like hawks, demonstrate a trait called sexual dimorphism, where sex can 

be distinguished by size or coloring. Male and female vultures, however, are virtually identical to the eye.  

“Let me go get him,” DuVall said, clearly eager to show off Callaway's least popular resident to someone who 

cared. She grabbed a pair of leather falconry gloves and opened the door. We stepped back into the thick heat 

of the empty amphitheater. Only expert bird handlers are allowed to work with the vultures because of how 

extraordinarily smart and challenging the birds can be. Some estimates put their intelligence on par with that 

of a 3-year-old child. 
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Meagan DuVall is the manager and lead bird trainer at the raptor rehabilitation center at Callaway Gardens, 

a 2,500-acre public garden and resort in Pine Mountain, Georgia, that is home to more than 15 birds of prey. 

I’ve always had a soft spot for the maligned vulture. I’m a novice bird-watcher at best, but they were the first 

bird I learned to identify in flight, their tipsy wobble distinguishing them from the hawk’s flap-flap-glide. 

While other birders might have turned away, their hopes for red-tails or eagles deflated by “just another 

buzzard,” I remained transfixed by their hypnotic spirals. It’s easy to overlook the common. It’s easier still to 

write off a bird as likely to have its head plunged neck-deep in roadkill on the side of a highway as to wing 

through the heavens.  

Moments later, DuVall reappeared with Wilson. He was easily half her height, but she balanced him gently on 

her gloved forearm. For all its bulk, the average buzzard weighs less than 4 pounds. Experts attribute their 

capacity to glide endlessly on the thermals to their low weight relative to their long wingspan. 

Wilson shuffled uncomfortably in his jesses from one scaled foot to the other. His long talons scratched dully 

against the dry leather. To see him was to look through closed eyes, the pale afterimage of a vulture against 

the sun emblazoned in negative. 
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“His coloring makes his feathers fragile,” DuVall explained, her blue eyes wincing, as if it hurt to mention. 

Melanin in the chocolate-colored feathers of most vultures strengthens them; the lack in Wilson’s feathers 

leaves them brittle and more susceptible to breaking. Ragged wings can’t hold the air beneath them, and a 

grounded vulture must learn a different way through the world. The trainers do all they can to create a life as 

close to wild as possible. “He can’t fly well,” DuVall said. It sounded almost like an apology. “But he can sort 

of glide a short distance now.” 

 

DuVall raised her arm toward a perch. Wilson hesitated. She rested the back of her hand against the wood, 

opening her palm to reveal a secreted scrap of meat and fur. Wilson clambered onto the perch, wobbling and 

flaring out his wings to regain his balance. He gobbled down the snack and settled in, surveying the quiet 

scene before him. Unlike most vultures’ reddish-brown irises, Wilson’s eyes were the color of faded chicory 

flowers. The pale blue contrasted sharply with his ruddy wrinkles.  

I was glad I had armed myself with enough information to appreciate his strange beauty. The buzzard’s face is 

the ultimate death mask, flawlessly designed for digging into the dark cavities of the dead and emerging 

unpolluted; the bacteria and microbes dwelling in the recesses of a carcass find no quarter on his naked 

visage. Evolution equipped these ugly alchemists with the tools to transmute carcass into feather, earth into 

air. Their innards are equally well suited for their macabre diet: pathogens are eradicated by the caustic acid 
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roiling in their bellies, strong enough to kill anthrax and rabies. Their Latin name, Cathartes aura, means 

“golden purifier.”  

Ecce Cathartes aura, qui manducat peccata mundi. Behold the buzzard, who eats the sins of the world. 

Wilson ruffled his wings and then stretched them out a full 5 feet. He looked like he wanted to embrace the 

sun. Though we envision vultures lurking in graveyards in the dead of night, they’re sun birds. They bathe in 

its light, travel on the thermals of its warmth. In this “horaltic pose,” DuVall explained to me, vultures utilize 

the sun’s ultraviolet rays to kill off bacteria in their wings, another adaptation equipping them for their dawn 

patrol along the frontier between life and death, sustenance and decay.  
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I had never realized until being so close to a vulture that their nostrils are perforated — you can see clean 

through to the other side like a keratin keyhole. It seemed incongruous that nature would build such a fine 

instrument with such rudimentary architecture. The buzzard has one of the keenest senses of smell in the 

avian world, leading him to the faint perfume left in death’s wake up to a mile away. Other carrion birds 

depend on the vulture and his ferryman’s awareness of the comings and goings of life. They follow him to the 

glass-eyed doe in the woods, the grimacing opossum on the shoulder of the road, just to jostle him aside. He 

gives way. Called “peace eagle” by the Cherokee, the buzzard is incapable of killing or rending flesh; his 

talons are too weak. Instead, he hobbles aside for another raptor to slash into the belly buffet and waits his 

turn in a ravenous queue. 

Our neural rigging for smell, clumsy by comparison, sits snugly within our limbic system: a straight shot for 

recollections and associations. The smell of death is one we do not forget. I wanted to grasp Wilson by his 

delicate wing bones and demand he teach me how to welcome it. 

It’s no use, though. Wilson doesn’t know. And even if he did, he couldn’t tell me his secrets. The only sounds 

he can make are limited to airy hisses and occasional grunts. Humans have the fleshy folds of a larynx. Most 

birds sound the forked flute of a syrinx. And the vulture has nothing at all. The serpentine passageway of his 

throat holds no machinery for music or sound. Death’s most dedicated avian attendants are mostly mute. 

 

 

 

The buzzard is no stranger to interceding on behalf of a world in chaos. A Lenni Lenape story recounts 

how a vulture pushed the sun back when the world was too hot; no other animal was equal to the task. The 

heat of it seared his face bald and red, charred his rainbow feathers black; the smoke stole his beautiful voice. 

Or, when the fresh world was born out of water and mud in the origin story of the Cherokee, a buzzard was 

sent to find dry land. He flew for days until he found a towering mound of clay, still soft, full of promise. In 

his weariness, his flight sagged. His feathers gouged the muck when he flapped skyward, carving the deep 

valleys and ridges of the Great Smoky Mountains. Native Americans recognize a vulture’s place in the order 

of things: there in the beginning, there at the end, winding the clock of days as they wheel through the sky.  

Wilson fixed me with a single sky-colored eye. The curvature of his rigid beak looked like a smile. He had 

stood nervously on this perch every day the weather was fair — twice a day in the busy months — for the 

Birds of Prey show. Frustrated parents would corral their children, high on sugar and summer vacation, into 

wooden pews under the searing sun. They’d “ohh” and “ahh” as the barred owl flew inches from their heads. 

Some kid would reach up to touch her and, blessedly, miss. They’d all gasp at the red-tailed hawk, darting 
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from one perch to another for a scrap of rabbit. But when Wilson stood with his wings spread wide on a 

makeshift altar before them — a living myth, a forgotten god — they would only squirm in awkward silence.  

He began to pant. 

“We should get him out of the sun. He can get burnt if he’s out too long.” She held out her glove about 2 feet 

below the perch. The shuffling fear crept back into Wilson’s dinosaur feet. He slowly tipped forward, 

dramatically flapping through an ungraceful descent. 
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On my drive home, vultures hovered on the highway’s horizon, conjoined slivers of darkness against 

the late-afternoon light. I swiveled my head to watch several picking at the bloated carcass of a deer on the 

shoulder of the road with apparently zero concern for the cars barreling by at 80 mph. I imagined a fledgling 

Wilson, abandoned by his family on the side of some Alabama freeway: lost, alone, tethered to earth — his 

absent flight feathers like missing teeth, broken piano keys. He would have died alongside that asphalt 

without intervention, but it would have been a vulture’s death. He’d have cycled from earth to the heavens as 

easily as rain.  

How effortlessly these birds untangle the lies we spin around death. The endings that fill us with anxiety 

nourish them. I wanted to mainline that kind of freedom. I wanted to float for hours with no millstone of loss 

around my neck, to see it all from a 10,000-foot vantage. 

In humanity’s desperate bid to outrun mortality, we have instead barreled headlong into it. But for all our 

neuroses and attempts to exempt ourselves from nature’s order, we, too, are of this world, fashioned from the 

same stuff as beak and feather. Our denial, our refusal of death, may blind us to stark realities, but it has other 

faces. That denial can be generous. It can look like pulling over onto the shoulder of the highway where a 

small, broken white bird pants under an unforgiving sun, deciding: not today, not on my watch. It can look 

like a few phone calls to nearby animal rescues; like wrapping a ratty towel from the trunk around his dirty, 

useless wings. It can look like carrying his impossibly weightless body, soured with decay, back from the 

edge of the borderlands, ushering him into a new world, into our world, where death is an aberration and its 

attendants unwelcome. 

Wilson’s survival, like ours, comes at a cost. Unburnt but earthbound, he is barred from the sanctuary of the 

sky — a liminal specimen of a liminal species. Perhaps, as DuVall suggested, he never took to the air because 

his parchment feathers are too fragile. Or maybe living among us tamped his hollow bird-bones too full of 

grief for flight. 

I had thought that just to be near a vulture might be enough. I had convinced myself that I might find some 

enlightenment at its gnarled feet. Any remedy seems sane when everything feels this crazy. The sun is getting 

too close again, and we don’t have the wings or wherewithal to push it back. Our feet are stuck in the clay 
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.  

Instead, I met Wilson: another refugee of the Anthropocene, a misfit, not quite like his kind — like me. He 

might not have been the teacher I was looking for, but Wilson gave me selfish hope in a quirk of cosmic 

arithmetic, a transitive property of more-than-human kinship. If a turkey vulture the color of chalk can 

become the slightest bit human by dint of proximity and need, can we become a little vulture? If we stand 

within their kettle, their lofty wheels-within-wheels, and do not let the sun shut our eyes, can we consume all 

the death we’ve made and give it wings?  

The next time you see a vulture, center yourself beneath his lazy circumference. Tell me it doesn’t feel like a 

benediction. 

 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 599  june  2022 

 

26 

                

Kimberly Coburn is an Atlanta-based writer, organizer, and educator. In 2013, she founded The Homestead 

Atlanta — a hands-on, regenerative education collective — and she continues to explore the intersection 

between craft, the human spirit, and the natural world. 

 

Fernando Decillis has worked on campaigns for Coca-Cola, Reebok, Wild Turkey bourbon, and many more. 

His work has been featured in publications such as AdWeek, Smithsonian magazine, CNN, and Bloomberg 

Businessweek. In 2015, Fernando was honored by the International Photography Awards with the title of 

Advertising Photographer of the Year and won a Communication Arts Award of Excellence. He was 

nominated for International Photographer of the Year for the 2015 Lucie Awards. 

 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-other-

buzzard?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F5%20-

%20Buzzard%20%2F%20Membership%20%28TtGHkX%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-other-buzzard?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F5%20-%20Buzzard%20%2F%20Membership%20%28TtGHkX%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-other-buzzard?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F5%20-%20Buzzard%20%2F%20Membership%20%28TtGHkX%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-other-buzzard?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F5%20-%20Buzzard%20%2F%20Membership%20%28TtGHkX%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/the-other-buzzard?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=4%2F5%20-%20Buzzard%20%2F%20Membership%20%28TtGHkX%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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100-Year-Old National Park Ranger Finally Retires After an Incredibly Impactful Career 

By Claudicet Pena on April 13, 2022 

At 100 years old, Betty Reid Soskin—aka Ranger Betty—became the oldest active park ranger for 

the National Park Service (NPS). Now, Ranger Betty has finally decided to retire—something that is certainly 

well earned! Soskin’s retirement marks the close of an influential 16-year-career with the NPS. In the early 

2000s, the NPS and the city of Oakland, California, began planning for a new national park. A then-84-year-

old Soskin was passionately interested in the park’s theme and played an active role alongside the NPS on a 

research project “to uncover untold stories of African-Americans on the Home Front during World War II.” 

She’s been sharing her research and her own experience as a woman of color during the Second World War 

with park visitors ever since. 

“Being a primary source in the sharing of that history—my history—and giving shape to a new national park 

has been exciting and fulfilling,” Soskin admits. And her efforts have not gone unnoticed. “Betty has made a 

profound impact on the National Park Service and the way we carry out our mission,” says NPS Director 

Charles F. “Chuck” Sams. “Her efforts remind us that we must seek out and give space for all perspectives so 

https://mymodernmet.com/author/claudicet
https://mymodernmet.com/ranger-betty-soskin-100th-birthday/
https://www.nps.gov/
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that we can tell a more full and inclusive history of our nation.” 

 

Soskin’s work and pioneering approach have also had a broader impact on how the NPS shares stories about 

racism, marginalization, and discrimination. The park ranger has received coverage from various media 

outlets, including a piece in The New York Times. She stepped into the spotlight during the 2013 federal 

government shutdown when she urged lawmakers to act so that she can return to her work. In 2015, she was 

invited to participate in a tree lighting ceremony at the Obama White House. During the pandemic, she 

held weekly virtual talks. 

Soskin spent her final day on the job at the Rosie the Riveter/WWII Home Front National Historical Park in 

Richmond, California. She spoke with the public and visited with coworkers. The park plans to celebrate 

Soskin and wish her a happy retirement on April 16, 2022. 

Betty Reid Soskin was the oldest active park ranger for the National Park Service (NPS). She recently retired 

at the remarkable age of 100 and closed an influential 16-year-career with NPS. 

https://mymodernmet.com/betty-reid-soskin-retires/ 

http://nps.gov/rori/learn/historyculture/betty-reid-soskin.htm
https://www.nps.gov/rori/index.htm
https://mymodernmet.com/betty-reid-soskin-retires/
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What the invasion of Ukraine means for the IPCC’s latest climate change report 

GEOSCIENCES 

ByInvited Researcher April 6, 2022 0 comments 

Authors: Myles Allen, Professor of Geosystem Science, Director of Oxford Net Zero, University of Oxford 

and Hugh Helferty, Adjunct Faculty, Department of Chemistry, Queen’s University, Ontario 

A civilian residential building in Kyiv, Ukraine, burns and smokes heavily after being bombed by Russian 

missiles during the war and the Russian attack on Ukraine. March 2022. 

The UN’s new IPCC report on the mitigation of climate change says that immediate and deep emissions 

reductions are needed to limit global warming, along with removing carbon dioxide back out of the air in 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/geosciences/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/06/what-the-invasion-of-ukraine-means-for-the-ipccs-latest-climate-change-report/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/06/what-the-invasion-of-ukraine-means-for-the-ipccs-latest-climate-change-report/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
https://www.ipcc.ch/report/sixth-assessment-report-working-group-3/
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future. Meanwhile, the world’s governments are urging fossil fuel companies to drill for more oil and gas as 

fast as possible to make up for sanctions on Russia. What on earth is going on? 

The job of the IPCC (Intergovernmental Panel on Climate Change) is not to conduct research or to express 

opinions, but to assess the scientific literature. This primarily means papers accepted in academic journals 

prior to a cut-off date. In the case of this latest report, that was back in October 2021. 

Since then, wholesale prices of most fossil fuels have more than doubled. So, what to make of the IPCC’s 

conclusions? Does Russia’s invasion of Ukraine make it easier or harder to stop climate change? The answer 

depends heavily on how you frame the problem. 

Using the “emitter responsibility” framing adopted by the IPCC – and hence by almost everyone else, 

including the world’s governments and corporations – climate change means emitters need to reduce “their” 

emissions. Vendors of the products that cause those emissions are mere bystanders. 

Under this framing, a period of high fossil fuel prices that may be ushered in by the Russian invasion has 

mixed implications. On the one hand, higher prices and a new awareness of the geopolitical risks of relying 

on imported fossil fuels will increase incentives to invest in alternatives like renewable or nuclear power. 

On the other, higher costs and inflation are placing pressure on public and private finance available for the 

transition, and triggering a rush to increase consumer fossil fuel subsidies (supposedly on the way out after 

the Glasgow climate pact) and invest in non-Russian fossil fuel production and infrastructure. 

Most worrying, higher fuel prices threaten to drive a tank through the delicate balance of incentives carefully 

designed (like some Heath Robinson cartoon) to keep the impact of climate policy on consumers just below 

the political radar. Populists the world over are honing their soundbites. 

There is another framing: “producer responsibility”. Of the fossil carbon we dig up or pump out, 99.9% of it 

enters the active carbon cycle, continuing to prop up global temperatures for millennia. In the end, to stop 

climate change we need to safely and permanently “refossilise” all the carbon dioxide we generate from fossil 

sources, either by reinjecting it back underground or otherwise turning it back into rock. 

Right now, we permanently dispose of less than 0.1% of the carbon we dig up. To meet the goals of the Paris 

agreement, we simply have to increase that fraction to 100%, one thousandfold, over the next 30 years. 

Capture carbon – and still make profits 

Which brings us back to Ukraine. The invasion has highlighted both the dangers of ignoring producer 

responsibility for fossil fuels, and an opportunity to embrace it. Who are the producers? The vast bulk of 

https://theconversation.com/five-things-you-need-to-know-about-the-glasgow-climate-pact-171799
https://www.heathrobinsonmuseum.org/william-heath-robinson/
https://www.globalccsinstitute.com/resources/global-status-report/download/
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fossil carbon dioxide comes from products produced and sold by fewer than than 80 companies – all of whom 

are doing rather well at the moment. 

European wholesale prices of oil and coal have increased over the past year by about USD140 (£110) per 

tonne of carbon dioxide they generate, natural gas by more than USD350 (£270). That is more than the cost of 

capturing all that carbon dioxide and reinjecting it back underground. 

Companies have been capturing carbon dioxide for decades at source for incentives of around USD60 (£50) 

per tonne and are already gearing up to build plants to capture it out of thin air for incentives of around 

USD300 (£230) per tonne. So it can be done. The question is whether these plants can do it on a large-enough 

scale to make a difference, and there is only one way to find out: make them. 

Fossil fuel prices since 2018 (Rotterdam coal, Brent crude and TTF natural gas) assuming €1=$0.90 and 1 

tonne, barrel or MWh of coal, oil, or natural gas generates 2.42, 0.43, and 0.18 tCO2, respectively. Vertical 

bars show ranges for CO2 capture and storage costs. 

Myles Allen (data: investing.com; Goldman Sachs, Carbonomics report), Author provided 

https://climateaccountability.org/carbonmajors.html
https://investing.com/commodities
https://www.norskpetroleum.no/en/environment-and-technology/emissions-to-air
https://www.reuters.com/business/sustainable-business/occidental-signs-four-year-deal-with-jet-maker-airbus-carbon-credits-2022-03-17/
https://www.globalccsinstitute.com/news-media/latest-news/oxy-and-carbon-engineering-partner-to-combine-direct-air-capture-and-enhanced-oil-recovery-storage/
https://images.theconversation.com/files/456128/original/file-20220404-25-g4u9ki.jpg?ixlib=rb-1.1.0&q=45&auto=format&w=1000&fit=clip
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Of course, consumers still have a role to play: disposing of all that carbon dioxide will inevitably make fossil 

fuels more expensive, so it makes sense to cut down. And government regulation, like the “carbon takeback” 

idea, is essential to make this happen. We certainly can’t expect the industry to do it purely out of the 

goodness of its heart. 

But at today’s prices, fossil fuel producers could prevent the products they sell from causing global warming 

and still make the same profits they were making a year ago. Instead, this giant cash machine is reinforcing 

investors’ and governments’ addiction to fossil fuel rents and funding exploration for new resources that, if 

we don’t work out how to stop fossil fuels from causing global warming, we won’t be able to use. 

The IPCC cannot adopt this “producer responsibility” framing because it would imply a change of emphasis 

in climate mitigation policy. Fossil fuel exporting countries would certainly veto any such clarity because, 

they would argue, they are working hard to reduce their own emissions, and what happens to the fuels they 

export is someone else’s problem. 

This is like a chemicals company volunteering to take care of ozone layer-destroying CFC emissions from its 

own factories, while arguing that CFCs aren’t doing any harm as long as they are locked up in an aerosol can, 

so it couldn’t possibly be held responsible for ozone depletion caused by the products it sells. 

The IPCC, 30 years ago, was deeply involved in establishing the framing of “emitter responsibility”. That was 

only half the story then, and it is only half the story now. Until we adopt the principle that anyone producing 

or selling fossil fuels is responsible for disposal of all the carbon dioxide generated by their activities and 

products, we aren’t going to stop climate change. And when we do, we will. It really is that simple.  

This article is republished from The Conversation under a Creative Commons license. Original article. 

 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/06/what-the-invasion-of-ukraine-means-for-the-ipccs-latest-climate-

change-report/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

  

http://www.carbontakeback.org/
http://www.carbontakeback.org/
https://www.thisismoney.co.uk/money/markets/article-10157957/BP-like-cash-machine-claims-boss-price-oil-gas-soars.html/
https://www.iea.org/reports/net-zero-by-2050/
https://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/what-the-invasion-of-ukraine-means-for-the-ipccs-latest-climate-change-report-180467
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/06/what-the-invasion-of-ukraine-means-for-the-ipccs-latest-climate-change-report/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/06/what-the-invasion-of-ukraine-means-for-the-ipccs-latest-climate-change-report/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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1. From the magic of nature to the marvels of the Milky Way … 

Image: 

 

View Image Credit 

From the magic of nature to the marvels of the Milky Way … 

This Citizen Science Month, explore how you can volunteer to advance science 

By Tamara Dietrich 

In 2018, accountant and astronomy buff Jorg Schumann was sifting through publicly available astral images 

of the cosmos and noticed an unusual pair of fast-moving objects. He alerted professional astronomers, who 

https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/magic-nature-marvels-milky-way?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
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confirmed what this citizen scientist had found – and what the professionals had missed – a brown dwarf 10 

times the size of Jupiter, 146 light-years from Earth. A brown dwarf is sometimes defined as a failed star. 

Schumann is a member of Backyard Worlds: Planet 9, a group of volunteers who look through images to 

identify new worlds and cosmic objects in and beyond the solar system. So far, volunteers have identified 

more than 1,600 new brown dwarfs. 

Aaron Meisner, assistant scientist at NSF's NOIRLab and an expert on brown dwarfs, has said that efforts like 

this "can unlock landmark discoveries, and it's exciting that these could be spotted first by citizen scientists." 

April is Citizen Science Month, and NSF is recognizing the contributions that volunteers from all walks of 

life, age groups and demographics have made to scientific discovery – and will continue to make. 

NSF has launched dozens of citizen science projects, from birds to ladybugs, accessible sidewalks to safaris 

and auroras to aquatic species. Nearly all of these projects partner with SciStarter, an online portal where 

individuals, educators and groups can search through more than 3,000 projects by location, topic or age level 

which best suit their interests and abilities. More than 125,000 volunteers have registered to date. 

Darlene Cavalier, founder of SciStarter and professor at Arizona State University's School for the Future of 

Innovation in Society said, "Everybody knows something, but nobody knows everything – that's the premise 

of citizen science." 

Interested in becoming a citizen scientist? Below are a few options: 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.zooniverse.org%2Fprojects%2Fmarckuchner%2Fbackyard-worlds-planet-9&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fscistarter.org%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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Credit: Pavlos Skenteridis, Bio-Insecta 

A ladybug feeds on an aphid while resting on a milkweed plant 

1. Where have all the ladybugs gone? 

Like so many insect species, native ladybugs are rapidly vanishing from the natural landscape and are being 

replaced by ladybugs from other parts of the world. The Lost Ladybug Project aims to understand how the 

population is changing in order to protect native varieties. Volunteers keep a sharp eye out for these beneficial 

beauties, searching lush plant growth and cropland beginning in early summer. They collect and photograph 

specimens, then submit their images online. By the end of March, citizen scientists will have submitted more 

than 39,000 ladybug images. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=http%3A%2F%2Fwww.lostladybug.org%2Findex.php&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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Credit: Mark Myers, OzGrav; Swinburne University 

Artistic image of gravitational waves generated by a generic neutron star black hole binary 

2. Looking for noise in the wave machine 

You may have heard of gravitational waves – ripples in space-time created by colossal explosions in distant 

galaxies, like the merging of black holes. NSF supports two large installations in Washington and Louisiana 

called the Laser Interferometer Gravitational-Wave Observatory, or LIGO, that are super-sensitive enough to 

detect these faint ripples as they make their way to Earth. But LIGO needs human help. Other "noise" can 

interfere with gravitational-wave signals, and one of the best ways to look for noise in the system – and 

determine its true source – is the human eye. Gravity Spy enlists citizen scientists to be those eyes. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.zooniverse.org%2Fprojects%2Fzooniverse%2Fgravity-spy&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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Credit: Rebecca Stubbs, Florida Museum of Natural History 

Micranthes atrata lives in the alpine tundra of the Tibetan Plateau in Central and East China 

3. Helping Mother Nature 

As the climate changes, it alters the natural world. Budburst volunteers observe and photograph plant life and 

pollinators all around them to track how the environment is changing in response to changes in the climate. 

By witnessing the magic of nature, they join in efforts to preserve it. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbudburst.org%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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Credit: Google 

A map of countries with coverage in Google Street View, with dark blue representing mostly full coverage 

4. And accessibility for all 

Think all city sidewalks are accessible to those with disabilities? Think again. Project Sidewalk gives anyone 

with a web browser and internet access a chance to virtually explore a neighborhood via Google Street View 

and find those sidewalks, streets and businesses that could use upgrades or repairs to make them truly 

accessible. Governments, too, can use the data to focus on problem areas. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fsidewalk-sea.cs.washington.edu%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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Credit: Julie Hart, Yale University 

A female prairie warbler at the Bent of the River Audubon Sanctuary in Southbury, Connecticut 

5. The life cycle of a bird's nest 

With Neighborhood Nestwatch, a backyard or schoolyard becomes an outdoor classroom and research site. 

Volunteers not only get more attuned to the natural world in their neighborhood, but they also help 

researchers to track banded migratory birds, observe human impacts on bird habitat and monitor how well 

birds are able to reproduce in their area. 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fnationalzoo.si.edu%2Fmigratory-birds%2Fabout-neighborhood-nestwatch&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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Credit: Dr. Keith Vanderlinde 

The aurora australis is caused by the solar wind passing through the upper atmosphere 

6. Shimmering bands of polar lights 

Have you ever seen auroras? These are the relatively rare but dazzling northern and southern lights that 

shimmer across dark skies in regions near the North and South poles. They appear when the sun ejects a 

powerful solar storm with electrified gas that interacts with Earth's polar magnetic field lines. This results in 

luminous green, red, blue and purple bands of dancing lights. Aurorasaurus enables those lucky enough to see 

aurora borealis or aurora australis to report their observations using a computer or smartphone to help 

characterize their frequency, location and characteristics, and to better understand Earth and sun interactions. 

Ready to find your own citizen science project? Check out NSF-supported projects at SciStarter. 

About the Author 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.aurorasaurus.org%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-37b814273452e287f691127c8c?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fscistarter.org%2F&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fmagic-nature-marvels-milky-way%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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The Adventure of the Solitary Cyclist 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

The Adventure of the Solitary Cyclist is featured in Doyle's collection, The Return of Sherlock 

Holmes (1903). 

 

 

Sidney Paget, illustration in Strand Magazine, 1903 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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From the years 1894 to 1901 inclusive, Mr. Sherlock Holmes was a very busy man. It is safe to say that there 

was no public case of any difficulty in which he was not consulted during those eight years, and there were 

hundreds of private cases, some of them of the most intricate and extraordinary character, in which he played 

a prominent part. Many startling successes and a few unavoidable failures were the outcome of this long 

period of continuous work. As I have preserved very full notes of all these cases, and was myself personally 

engaged in many of them, it may be imagined that it is no easy task to know which I should select to lay 

before the public. I shall, however, preserve my former rule, and give the preference to those cases which 

derive their interest not so much from the brutality of the crime as from the ingenuity and dramatic quality of 

the solution. For this reason I will now lay before the reader the facts connected with Miss Violet Smith, the 

solitary cyclist of Charlington, and the curious sequel of our investigation, which culminated in unexpected 

tragedy. It is true that the circumstance did not admit of any striking illustration of those powers for which my 

friend was famous, but there were some points about the case which made it stand out in those long records of 

crime from which I gather the material for these little narratives. 

On referring to my notebook for the year 1895, I find that it was upon Saturday, the 23rd of April, that we 

first heard of Miss Violet Smith. Her visit was, I remember, extremely unwelcome to Holmes, for he was 

immersed at the moment in a very abstruse and complicated problem concerning the peculiar persecution to 

which John Vincent Harden, the well known tobacco millionaire, had been subjected. My friend, who loved 

above all things precision and concentration of thought, resented anything which distracted his attention from 

the matter in hand. And yet, without a harshness which was foreign to his nature, it was impossible to refuse 

to listen to the story of the young and beautiful woman, tall, graceful, and queenly, who presented herself at 

Baker Street late in the evening, and implored his assistance and advice. It was vain to urge that his time was 

already fully occupied, for the young lady had come with the determination to tell her story, and it was 

evident that nothing short of force could get her out of the room until she had done so. With a resigned air and 

a somewhat weary smile, Holmes begged the beautiful intruder to take a seat, and to inform us what it was 

that was troubling her. 

"At least it cannot be your health," said he, as his keen eyes darted over her, "so ardent a bicyclist must be full 

of energy." 

She glanced down in surprise at her own feet, and I observed the slight roughening of the side of the sole 

caused by the friction of the edge of the pedal. 

"Yes, I bicycle a good deal, Mr. Holmes, and that has something to do with my visit to you to-day." 

My friend took the lady's ungloved hand, and examined it with as close an attention and as little sentiment as 

a scientist would show to a specimen. 

"You will excuse me, I am sure. It is my business," said he, as he dropped it. "I nearly fell into the error of 

supposing that you were typewriting. Of course, it is obvious that it is music. You observe the spatulate 

finger-ends, Watson, which is common to both professions? There is a spirituality about the face, however"- 

she gently turned it towards the light- "which the typewriter does not generate. This lady is a musician." 
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"Yes, Mr. Holmes, I teach music." 

"In the country, I presume, from your complexion." 

"Yes, sir, near Farnham, on the borders of Surrey." 

"A beautiful neighbourhood, and full of the most interesting associations. You remember, Watson, that it was 

near there that we took Archie Stamford, the forger. Now, Miss Violet, what has happened to you, near 

Farnham, on the borders of Surrey?" 

The young lady, with great clearness and composure, made the following curious statement: 

"My father is dead, Mr. Holmes. He was James Smith, who conducted the orchestra at the old Imperial 

Theatre. My mother and I were left without a relation in the world except one uncle, Ralph Smith, who went 

to Africa twenty-five years ago, and we have never had a word from him since. When father died, we were 

left very poor, but one day we were told that there was an advertisement in the Times, inquiring for our 

whereabouts. You can imagine how excited we were, for we thought that someone had left us a fortune. We 

went at once to the lawyer whose name was given in the paper. There we, met two gentlemen, Mr. Carruthers 

and Mr. Woodley, who were home on a visit from South Africa. They said that my uncle was a friend of 

theirs, that he had died some months before in great poverty in Johannesburg, and that he had asked them with 

his last breath to hunt up his relations, and see that they were in no want. It seemed strange to us that Uncle 

Ralph, who took no notice of us when he was alive, should be so careful to look after us when he was dead, 

but Mr. Carruthers explained that the reason was that my uncle had just heard of the death of his brother, and 

so felt responsible for our fate." 

"Excuse me," said Holmes. "When was this interview?" 

"Last December- four months ago." 

"Pray proceed." 

"Mr. Woodley seemed to me to be a most odious person. He was for ever making eyes at me- a coarse, puffy-

faced, red-moustached young man, with his hair plastered down on each side of his forehead. I thought that he 

was perfectly hateful- and I was sure that Cyril would not wish me to know such a person." 

"Oh, Cyril is his name!" said Holmes, smiling. 

The young lady blushed and laughed. 
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"Yes, Mr. Holmes, Cyril Morton, an electrical engineer, and we hope to be married at the end of the summer. 

Dear me, how did I get talking about him? What I wished to say was that Mr. Woodley was perfectly odious, 

but that Mr. Carruthers, who was a much older man, was more agreeable. He was a dark, sallow, clean-

shaven, silent person, but he had polite manners and a pleasant smile. He inquired how we were left, and on 

finding that we were very poor, he suggested that I should come and teach music to his only daughter, aged 

ten. I said that I did not like to leave my mother, on which he suggested that I should go home to her every 

week-end, and he offered me a hundred a year, which was certainly splendid pay. So it ended by my 

accepting, and I went down to Chiltern Grange, about six miles from Farnham. Mr. Carruthers was a 

widower, but he had engaged a lady housekeeper, a very respectable, elderly person, called Mrs. Dixon, to 

look after his establishment. The child was a dear, and everything promised well. Mr. Carruthers was very 

kind and very musical, and we had most pleasant evenings together. Every week-end I went home to my 

mother in town. 

"The first flaw in my happiness was the arrival of the red-moustached Mr. Woodley. He came for a visit of a 

week, and oh! it seemed three months to me. He was a dreadful person- a bully to everyone else, but to me 

something infinitely worse. He made odious love to me, boasted of his wealth, said that if I married him I 

could have the finest diamonds in London, and finally, when I would have nothing to do with him, he seized 

me in his arms one day after dinner- he was hideously strong- and swore that he would not let me go until I 

had kissed him. Mr. Carruthers came in and tore him from me, on which he turned upon his own host, 

knocking him down and cutting his face open. That was the end of his visit, as you can imagine. Mr. 

Carruthers apologized to me next day, and assured me that I should never be exposed to such an insult again. I 

have not seen Mr. Woodley since. 

"And now, Mr. Holmes, I come at last to the special thing which has caused me to ask your advice to-day. 

You must know that every Saturday forenoon I ride on my bicycle to Farnham Station, in order to get the 

12:22 to town. The road from Chiltern Grange is a lonely one, and at one spot it is particularly so, for it lies 

for over a mile between Charlington Heath upon one side and the woods which lie round Charlington Hall 

upon the other. You could not find a more lonely tract of road anywhere, and it is quite rare to meet so much 

as a cart, or a peasant, until you reach the high road near Crooksbury Hill. Two weeks ago I was passing this 

place, when I chanced to look back over my shoulder, and about two hundred yards behind me I saw a man, 

also on a bicycle. He seemed to be a middle-aged man, with a short, dark beard. I looked back before I 

reached Farnham, but the man was gone, so I thought no more about it. But you can imagine how surprised I 

was, Mr. Holmes, when, on my return on the Monday, I saw the same man on the same stretch of road. My 

astonishment was increased when the incident occurred again, exactly as before, on the following Saturday 

and Monday. He always kept his distance and did not molest me in any way, but still it certainly was very 

odd. I mentioned it to Mr. Carruthers, who seemed interested in what I said, and told me that he had ordered a 

horse and trap, so that in future I should not pass over these lonely roads without some companion. 

"The horse and trap were to have come this week, but for some reason they were not delivered, and again I 

had to cycle to the station. That was this morning. You can think that I looked out when I came to Charlington 

Heath, and there, sure enough, was the man, exactly as he had been the two weeks before. He always kept so 

far from me that I could not clearly see his face, but it was certainly someone whom I did not know. He was 

dressed in a dark suit with a cloth cap. The only thing about his face that I could clearly see was his dark 

beard. To-day I was not alarmed, but I was filled with curiosity, and I determined to find out who he was and 
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what he wanted. I slowed down my machine, but he slowed down his. Then I stopped altogether, but he 

stopped also. Then I laid a trap for him. There is a sharp turning of the road, and I pedalled very quickly round 

this, and then I stopped and waited. I expected him to shoot round and pass me before he could stop. But he 

never appeared. Then I went back and looked round the corner. I could see a mile of road, but he was not on 

it. To make it the more extraordinary, there was no side road at this point down which he could have gone." 

Holmes chuckled and rubbed his hands. "This case certainly presents some features of its own," said he. 

"How much time elapsed between your turning the corner and your discovery that the road was clear?" 

"Two or three minutes." 

"Then he could not have retreated down the road, and you say that there are no side roads?" 

"None." 

"Then he certainly took a footpath on one side or the other." 

"It could not have been on the side of the heath, or I should have seen him." 

"So, by the process of exclusion, we arrive at the fact that he made his way toward Charlington Hall, which, 

as I understand, is situated in its own grounds on one side of the road. Anything else?" 

"Nothing, Mr. Holmes, save that I was so perplexed that I felt I should not be happy until I had seen you and 

had your advice." 

Holmes sat in silence for some little time. 

"Where is the gentleman to whom you are engaged?" he asked at last. 

"He is in the Midland Electrical Company, at Coventry." 

"He would not pay you a surprise visit?" 

"Oh, Mr. Holmes! As if I should not know him!" 

"Have you had any other admirers?" 
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"Several before I knew Cyril." 

"And since?" 

"There was this dreadful man, Woodley, if you can call him an admirer." 

"No one else?" 

Our fair client seemed a little confused. 

"Who was he?" asked Holmes. 

"Oh, it may be a mere fancy of mine; but it had seemed to me sometimes that my employer, Mr. Carruthers, 

takes a great deal of interest in me. We are thrown rather together. I play his accompaniments in the evening. 

He has never said anything. He is a perfect gentleman. But a girl always knows." 

"Ha!" Holmes looked grave. "What does he do for a living?" 

"He is a rich man." 

"No carriages or horses?" 

"Well, at least he is fairly well-to-do. But he goes into the city two or three times a week. He is deeply 

interested in South African gold shares." 

"You will let me know any fresh development, Miss Smith. I am very busy just now, but I will find time to 

make some inquiries into your case. In the meantime, take no step without letting me know. Good-bye, and I 

trust that we shall have nothing but good news from you." 

"It is part of the settled order of Nature that such a girl should have followers," said Holmes, he pulled at his 

meditative pipe, "but for choice not on bicycles in lonely country roads. Some secretive lover, beyond all 

doubt. But there are curious and suggestive details about the case, Watson." 

"That he should appear only at that point?" 

"Exactly. Our first effort must be to find who are the tenants of Charlington Hall. Then, again, how about the 

connection between Carruthers and Woodley, since they appear to be men of such a different type? How 
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came they both to be so keen upon looking up Ralph Smith's relations? One more point. What sort of a 

menage is it which pays double the market price for a governess but does not keep a horse, although six miles 

from the station? Odd, Watson- very odd!" 

"You will go down?" 

"No, my dear fellow, you will go down. This may be some trifling intrigue, and I cannot break my other 

important research for the sake of it. On Monday you will arrive early at Farnham; you will conceal yourself 

near Charlington Heath; you will observe these facts for yourself, and act as your own judgment advises. 

Then, having inquired as to the occupants of the Hall, you will come back to me and report. And now, 

Watson, not another word of the matter until we have a few solid steppingstones on which we may hope to get 

across to our solution." 

We had ascertained from the lady that she went down upon the Monday by the train which leaves Waterloo at 

9:50, so I started early and caught the 9:13. At Farnham Station I had no difficulty in being directed to 

Charlington Heath. It was impossible to mistake scene of the young lady's adventure, for the road runs 

between the open heath on one side and an old yew hedge upon the other, surrounding a park which is 

studded with magnificent trees. There was a main gateway of lichen-studded stone, each side pillar 

surmounted by mouldering heraldic emblems, but besides this central carriage drive I observed several points 

where there were gaps in the hedge and paths leading through them. The house was invisible from the road, 

but the surroundings all spoke of gloom and decay. 

The heath was covered with golden patches of flowering gorse, gleaming magnificently in the light of the 

bright spring sunshine. Behind of these clumps I took up my position, so as to command both the gateway of 

the Hall and a long stretch of the road upon either side. It had been deserted when I left it, but now I saw a 

cyclist riding down it from the opposite direction to that in which I had come. He was clad in a dark suit, and I 

saw that he had a black beard. On reaching the end of the Charlington grounds, he sprang from his machine 

and led it through a gap in the hedge, disappearing from my view. 

A quarter of an hour passed, and then a second cyclist appeared. This time it was the young lady coming from 

the station. I saw her look about her as she came to the Charlington hedge. An instant later the man emerged 

from his hiding-place, sprang upon his cycle, and followed her. In all the broad landscape those were the only 

moving figures, the graceful girl sitting very straight upon her machine, and the man behind her bending low 

over his handle-bar with a curiously furtive suggestion in every movement. She looked back at him and 

slowed her pace. He slowed also. She stopped. He at once stopped, too, keeping two hundred yards behind 

her. Her next movement was as unexpected as it was spirited. She suddenly whisked her wheels round and 

dashed straight at him. He was as quick as she, however, and darted off in desperate flight. Presently she came 

back up the road again, her head haughtily in the air, not deigning to take any further notice of her silent 

attendant. He had turned also, and still kept his distance until the curve of the road hid them from my sight. 

I remained in my hiding-place, and it was well that I did so, for presently the man reappeared, cycling slowly 

back. He turned in at the Hall gates, and dismounted from his machine. For some minutes I could see him 
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standing among the trees. His hands were raised, and he seemed to be settling his necktie. Then he mounted 

his cycle, and rode away from me down the drive towards the Hall. I ran across the heath and peered through 

the trees. Far away I could catch glimpses of the old gray building with its bristling Tudor chimneys, but the 

drive ran through a dense shrubbery, and I saw no more of my man. 

However, it seemed to me that I had done a fairly good morning's work, and I walked back in high spirits to 

Farnham. The local house agent could tell me nothing about Charlington Hall, and referred me to a well 

known firm in Pall Mall. There I halted on my way home, and met with courtesy from the representative. No, 

I could not have Charlington Hall for the summer. I was just too late. It had been let about a month ago. Mr. 

Williamson was the name of the tenant. He was a respectable, elderly gentleman. The polite agent was afraid 

he could say no more, as the affairs of his clients were not matters which he could discuss. 

Mr. Sherlock Holmes listened with attention to the long report which I was able to present to him that 

evening, but it did not elicit that word of curt praise which I had hoped for and should have valued. On the 

contrary, his austere face was even more severe than usual as he commented upon the things that I had done 

and the things that I had not. 

"Your hiding-place, my dear Watson, was very faulty. You should have been behind the hedge, then you 

would have had a close view of this interesting person. As it is, you were some hundreds of yards away and 

can tell me even less than Miss Smith. She thinks she does not know the man; I am convinced she does. Why, 

otherwise, should he be so desperately anxious that she should not get so near him as to see his features? You 

describe him as bending over the handle-bar. Concealment again, you see. You really have done remarkably 

badly. He returns to the house, and you want to find out who he is. You come to a London house agent!" 

"What should I have done?" I cried, with some heat. 

"Gone to the nearest public-house. That is the centre of country gossip. They would have told you every 

name, from the master to the scullery-maid. Williamson? It conveys nothing to my mind. If he is an elderly 

man he is not this active cyclist who sprints away from that young lady's athletic pursuit. What have we 

gained by your expedition? The knowledge that the girl's story is true. I never doubted it. That there is a 

connection between the cyclist and the Hall. I never doubted that either. That the Hall is tenanted by 

Williamson. Who's the better for that? Well, well, my dear sir, don't look so depressed. We can do little more 

until next Saturday, and in the meantime I may make one or two inquiries myself." 

Next morning, we had a note from Miss Smith, recounting shortly and accurately the very incidents which I 

had seen, but the pith of the letter lay in the postscript: - 

I am sure that you will respect my confidence, Mr. Holmes, when I tell you that my place here has become 

difficult, owing to the fact that my employer has proposed marriage to me. I am convinced that his feelings 

are most deep and most honourable. At the same time, my promise is of course given. He took my refusal 

very seriously, but also very gently. You can understand, however, that the situation is a little strained. - 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 599  june  2022 

 

50 

"Our young friend seems to be getting into deep waters," said Holmes, thoughtfully, as he finished the letter. 

"The case certainly presents more features of interest and more possibility of development than I had 

originally thought. I should be none the worse for a quiet, peaceful day in the country, and I am inclined to 

run down this afternoon and test one or two theories which I have formed." 

Holmes's quiet day in the country had a singular termination, for he arrived at Baker Street late in the evening, 

with a cut lip and a discoloured lump upon his forehead, besides a general air of dissipation which would have 

made his own person the fitting object of a Scotland Yard investigation. He was immensely tickled by his 

own adventures and laughed heartily as be recounted them. 

"I get so little active exercise that it is always a treat" said he. "You are aware that I have some proficiency in 

the good old British sport of boxing. Occasionally, it is of service, to-day, for example, I should have come to 

very ignominious grief without it." 

I begged him to tell me what had occurred. 

"I found that country pub which I had already recommended to your notice, and there I made my discreet 

inquiries. I was in the bar, and a garrulous landlord was giving me all that I wanted. Williamson is a white-

bearded man, and he lives alone with a small staff of servants at the Hall. There is some rumor that he is or 

has been a clergyman, but one or two incidents of his short residence at the Hall struck me as peculiarly 

unecclesiastical. I have already made some inquiries at a clerical agency, and they tell me that there was a 

man of that name in orders, whose career has been a singularly dark one. The landlord further informed me 

that there are usually weekend visitors- 'a warm lot, sir'- at the Hall, and especially one gentleman with a red 

moustache, Mr. Woodley by name, who was always there. We had got as far as this, when who should walk 

in but the gentleman himself, who had been drinking his beer in the tap-room and had heard the whole 

conversation. Who was I? What did I want? What did I mean by asking questions? He had a fine flow of 

language, and his adjectives were very vigorous. He ended a string of abuse by a vicious backhander, which I 

failed to entirely avoid. The next few minutes were delicious. It was a straight left against a slogging ruffian. I 

emerged as you see me. Mr. Woodley went home in a cart. So ended my country trip, and it must be 

confessed that, however enjoyable, my day on the Surrey border has not been much more profitable than your 

own." 

The Thursday brought us another letter from our client. - 

You will not be surprised, Mr. Holmes [said she] to hear that I am leaving Mr. Carruthers's employment. Even 

the high pay cannot reconcile me to the discomforts of my situation. On Saturday I come up to town, and I do 

not intend to return. Mr. Carruthers has got a trap, and so the dangers of the lonely road, if there ever were 

any dangers, are now over. 

As to the special cause of my leaving, it is not merely the strained situation with Mr. Carruthers, but it is the 

reappearance of that odious man, Mr. Woodley. He was always hideous, but he looks more awful than ever 

now, for he appears to have had an accident and he is much disfigured. I saw him out of the window, but I am 
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glad to say I did not meet him. He had a long talk with Mr. Carruthers, who seemed much excited afterwards. 

Woodley must be staying in the neighbourhood, for he did not sleep here, and yet I caught a glimpse of him 

again this morning, slinking about in the shrubbery. I would sooner have a savage wild animal loose about the 

place. I loathe and fear him more than I can say. How can Mr. Carruthers endure such a creature for a 

moment? However, all my troubles will be over on Saturday. - 

"So I trust, Watson, so I trust" said Holmes, gravely. "There is some deep intrigue going on round that little 

woman, and it is our duty to see that no one molests her upon that last journey. I think, Watson, that we must 

spare time to run down together on Saturday morning and make sure that this curious and inclusive 

investigation has no untoward ending." 

I confess that I had not up to now taken a very serious view of the case, which had seemed to me rather 

grotesque and bizarre than dangerous. That a man should lie in wait for and follow a very handsome woman 

is no unheard-of thing, and if he has so little audacity that he not only dared not address her, but even fled 

from her approach, he was not a very formidable assailant. The ruffian Woodley was a very different person, 

but, except on one occasion, he had not molested our client, and now he visited the house of Carruthers 

without intruding upon her presence. The man on the bicycle was doubtless a member of those week-end 

parties at the Hall of which the publican had spoken, but who he was, or what he wanted, was as obscure as 

ever. It was the severity of Holmes's manner and the fact that he slipped a revolver into his pocket before 

leaving our rooms which impressed me with the feeling that tragedy might prove to lurk behind this curious 

train of events. 

A rainy night had been followed by a glorious morning, and the heath-covered countryside, with the glowing 

clumps of flowering gorse, seemed all the more beautiful to eyes which were weary of the duns and drabs and 

slate grays of London. Holmes and I walked along the broad, sandy road inhaling the fresh morning air and 

rejoicing in the music of the birds and the fresh breath of the spring. From a rise of the road on the shoulder of 

Crooksbury Hill, we could see the grim Hall bristling out from amidst the ancient oaks, which, old as they 

were, were still younger than the building which they surrounded. Holmes pointed down the long tract of road 

which wound, a reddish yellow band, between the brown of the heath and the budding green of the woods. 

Far away, a black dot, we could see a vehicle moving in our direction. Holmes gave an exclamation of 

impatience. 

"I have given a margin of half an hour," said he. "If that is her trap, she must be making for the earlier train. I 

fear, Watson, that she will be past Charlington before we can possibly meet her." 

From the instant that we passed the rise, we could no longer see the vehicle, but we hastened onward at such a 

pace that my sedentary life began to tell upon me, and I was compelled to fall behind. Holmes, however, was 

always in training, for he had inexhaustible stores of nervous energy upon which to draw. His springy step 

never slowed until suddenly, when he was a hundred yards in front of me, he halted, and I saw him throw up 

his hand with a gesture of grief and despair. At the same instant an empty dog-cart, the horse cantering, the 

reins trailing, appeared round the curve of the road and rattled swiftly towards us. 
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"Too late, Watson, too late!" cried Holmes, as I ran panting to his side. "Fool that I was not to allow for that 

earlier train! It's abduction, Watson- abduction! Murder! Heaven knows what! Block the road! Stop the horse! 

That's right. Now, jump in, and let us see if I can repair the consequences of my own blunder." 

We had sprung into the dog-cart, and Holmes, after turning the horse, gave it a sharp cut with the whip, and 

we flew back along the road. As we turned the curve, the whole stretch of road between the Hall and the heath 

was opened up. I grasped Holmes's arm. 

"That's the man!" I gasped. 

A solitary cyclist was coming towards us. His head was down and his shoulders rounded, as he put every 

ounce of energy that he possessed on to the pedals. He was flying like a racer. Suddenly he raised his bearded 

face, saw us close to him, and pulled up, springing from his machine. That coal-black beard was in singular 

contrast to eyes were as bright as if he had a fever. He stared at us and at the dog-cart. Then a look of 

amazement came over his face. 

"Halloa! Stop there!" he shouted, holding his bicycle to block our road. "Where did you get that dog-cart? 

Pull up, man!" he yelled, drawing a pistol from his side "Pull up, I say, or, by George, I'll put a bullet into 

your horse." 

Holmes threw the reins into my lap and sprang down from the cart. 

"You're the man we want to see. Where is Miss Violet Smith?" he said, in his quick, clear way. 

"That's what I'm asking you. You're in her dog-cart. You ought to know where she is." 

"We met the dog-cart on the road. There was no one in it. We drove back to help the young lady." 

"Good Lord! Good Lord! What shall I do?" cried the stranger, in an ecstasy of despair. "They've got her, that 

hell-hound Woodley and the blackguard parson. Come, man, come, if you really are her friend. Stand by me 

and we'll save her, if I have to leave my carcass in Charlington Wood." 

He ran distractedly, his pistol in his hand, towards a gap in the hedge. Holmes followed him, and I, leaving 

the horse grazing beside the road, followed Holmes. 

"This is where they came through," said he, pointing to the marks of several feet upon the muddy path. 

"Halloa! Stop a minute! Who's this in the bush?" 
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It was a young fellow about seventeen, dressed like an ostler, with leather cords and gaiters. He lay upon his 

back, his knees drawn up, a terrible cut upon his head. He was insensible, but alive. A glance at his wound 

told me that it had not penetrated the bone. 

"That's Peter, the groom," cried the stranger. "He drove her. The beasts have pulled him off and clubbed him. 

Let him lie; we can't do him any good, but we may save her from the worst fate that can befall a woman." 

We ran frantically down the path, which wound among the trees. We had reached the shrubbery which 

surrounded the house when Holmes pulled up. 

"They didn't go to the house. Here are their marks on the left- here, beside the laurel bushes. Ah! I said so." 

As he spoke, a woman's shrill scream- a scream which vibrated with a frenzy of horror- burst from the thick, 

green clump of bushes in front of us. It ended suddenly on its highest note with a choke and a gurgle. 

"This way! This way! They are in the bowling-alley," cried the stranger, darting through the bushes. "Ah, the 

cowardly dogs! Follow me, gentlemen! Too late! too late! by the living Jingo!" 

We had broken suddenly into a lovely glade of greensward surrounded by ancient trees. On the farther side of 

it, under the shadow of a mighty oak, there stood a singular group of three people. One was a woman, our 

client, drooping and faint, a handkerchief round her mouth. Opposite her stood a brutal, heavy-faced, 

redmoustached young man, his gaitered legs parted wide, one arm akimbo, the other waving a riding crop, his 

whole attitude suggestive of triumphant bravado. Between them an elderly, gray-bearded man, wearing a 

short surplice over a light tweed suit, had evidently just completed the wedding service, for he pocketed his 

prayer-book as we appeared, and slapped the sinister bridegroom upon the back in jovial congratulation. 

"They're married?" I gasped. 

"Come on!" cried our guide, "come on!" He rushed across the glade, Holmes and I at his heels. As we 

approached, the lady staggered against the trunk of the tree for support. Williamson, the ex-clergyman, bowed 

to us with mock politeness, and the bully, Woodley, advanced with a shout of brutal and exultant laughter. 

"You can take your beard off, Bob," said he. "I know you, right enough. Well, you and your pals have just 

come in time for me to be able to introduce you to Mrs. Woodley." 

Our guide's answer was a singular one. He snatched off the dark beard which had disguised him and threw it 

on the ground, disclosing a long, sallow, clean-shaven face below it. Then he raised his revolver and covered 

the young ruffian, who was advancing upon him with his dangerous riding crop swinging in his hand. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 599  june  2022 

 

54 

"Yes," said our ally, "I am Bob Carruthers, and I'll see this woman righted, if I have to swing for it. I told you 

what I'd do if you molested her, and, by the Lord! I'll be as good as my word." 

"You're too late. She's my wife." 

"No, she's your widow." 

His revolver cracked, and I saw the blood spurt from the front of Woodley's waistcoat. He spun round with a 

scream and fell upon his back, his hideous red face turning suddenly to a dreadful mottled pallor. The old 

man, still clad in his surplice, burst into such a string of foul oaths as I have never heard, and pulled out a 

revolver of his own, but, before he could raise it, he was looking down the barrel of Holmes's weapon. 

"Enough of this," said my friend, coldly. "Drop that pistol! Watson, pick it up! Hold it to his head. Thank you. 

You, Carruthers, give me that revolver. We'll have no more violence. Come, hand it over!" 

"Who are you, then?" 

"My name is Sherlock Holmes." 

"Good Lord!" 

"You have heard of me, I see. I will represent the official police until their arrival. Here, you!" he shouted to a 

frightened groom, who had appeared at the edge of the glade. "Come here. Take this note as hard as you can 

ride to Farnham." He scribbled a few words upon a leaf from his notebook. "Give it to the superintendent at 

the police-station. Until he comes, I must detain you all under my personal custody." 

The strong, masterful personality of Holmes dominated the tragic scene, and all were equally puppets in his 

hands. Williamson and Carruthers found themselves carrying the wounded Woodley into the house, and I 

gave my arm to the frightened girl. The injured man was laid on his bed, and at Holmes's request I examined 

him. I carried my report to where he sat in the old tapestry-hung dining-room with his two prisoners before 

him. 

"He will live," said I. 

"What!" cried Carruthers, springing out of his chair. "I'll go upstairs and finish him first. Do you tell me that 

that angel, is to be tied to Roaring Jack Woodley for life?" 
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"You need not concern yourself about that," said Holmes. "There are two very good reasons why she should, 

under no circumstances, be his wife. In the first place, we are very safe in questioning Mr. Williamson's right 

to solemnize a marriage." 

"I have been ordained," cried the old rascal. 

"And also unfrocked." 

"Once a clergyman, always a clergyman." 

"I think not. How about the license?" 

"We had a license for the marriage. I have it here in my pocket." 

"Then you got it by trick. But, in any case a forced marriage is no marriage, but it is a very serious felony, as 

you will discover before you have finished. You'll have time to think the point out during the next ten years or 

so, unless I am mistaken. As to you, Carruthers, you would have done better to keep your pistol in your 

pocket." 

"I begin to think so, Mr. Holmes, but when I thought of all the precaution I had taken to shield this girl- for I 

loved her, Mr. Holmes, and it is the only time that ever I knew what love was- it fairly drove me mad to think 

that she was in the power of the greatest brute and bully in South Africa- a man whose name is a holy terror 

from Kimberley to Johannesburg. Why, Mr. Holmes, you'll hardly believe it, but ever since that girl has been 

in my employment I never once let her go past this house, where I knew rascals were lurking, without 

following her on my bicycle, to see that she came to no harm. I kept my distance from her, and I wore a beard, 

so that she should not recognize me, for she is a good and high-spirited girl, and she wouldn't have stayed in 

my employment long if she had thought that I was following her about the country roads." 

"Why didn't you tell her of her danger?" 

"Because then, again, she would have left me, and I couldn't bear to face that. Even if she couldn't love me, it 

was a great deal to me just to see her dainty form about the house, and to hear the sound of her voice." 

"Well," said I, "you call that love, Mr. Carruthers, but I should call it selfishness." 

"Maybe the two things go together. Anyhow, I couldn't let her go. Besides, with this crowd about, it was well 

that she should have someone near to look after her. Then, when the cable came, I knew they were bound to 

make a move." 
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"What cable?" 

Carruthers took a telegram from his pocket "That's it," said he. 

It was short and concise: - 

THE OLD MAN IS DEAD. - 

"Hum!" said Holmes. "I think I see how things worked, and I can understand how this message would, as you 

say, bring them to a head. But while you wait, you might tell me what you can. 

The old reprobate with the surplice burst into a volley of bad language. 

"By heaven!" said he, "if you squeal on us, Bob Carruthers, I'll serve you as you served Jack Woodley. You 

can bleat about the girl to your heart's content, for that's your own affair, but if you round on your pals to this 

plain-clothes copper, it will be the worst day's work that ever you did." 

"Your reverence need not be excited," said Holmes, lighting a cigarette. "The case is clear enough against 

you, and all I ask is a few details for my private curiosity. However, if there's any difficulty in your telling 

me, I'll do the talking, and then you will see how far you have a chance of holding back your secrets. In the 

first place, three of you came from South Africa on this game- you Williamson, you Carruthers, and 

Woodley." 

"Lie number one," said the old man; "I never saw either of them until two months ago, and I have never been 

in Africa in my life, so you can put that in your pipe and smoke it, Mr. Busybody Holmes!" 

"What he says is true," said Carruthers. 

"Well, well, two of you came over. His reverence is our own homemade article. You had known Ralph Smith 

in South Africa. You had reason to believe he would not live long. You found out that his niece would inherit 

his fortune. How's that- eh?" 

Carruthers nodded and Williamson swore. 

"She was next of kin, no doubt, and you were aware that the old fellow would make no will." 

"Couldn't read or write," said Carruthers. 
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"So you came over, the two of you, and hunted up the girl. The idea was that one of you was to marry her, and 

the other have a share of the plunder. For some reason, Woodley was chosen as the husband. Why was that?" 

"We played cards for her on the voyage. He won." 

"I see. You got the young lady into your service, and there Woodley was to do the courting. She recognized 

the drunken brute that he was, and would have nothing to do with him. Meanwhile, your arrangement was 

rather upset by the fact that you had yourself fallen in love with the lady. You could no longer bear the idea of 

this ruffian owning her?" 

"No, by George, I couldn't!" 

"There was a quarrel between you. He left you in a rage, and began to make his own plans independently of 

you." 

"It strikes me, Williamson, there isn't very much that we can tell this gentleman," cried Carruthers, with a 

bitter laugh. "Yes, we quarreled, and he knocked me down. I am level with him on that, anyhow. Then I lost 

sight of him. That was when he picked up with this outcast padre here. I found that they had set up 

housekeeping together at this place on the line that she had to pass for the station. I kept my eye on her after 

that, for I knew there was some devilry in the wind. I saw them from time to time, for I was anxious to know 

what they were after. Two days ago Woodley came up to my house with this cable, which showed that Ralph 

Smith was dead. He asked me if I would stand by the bargain. I said I would not. He asked me if I would 

marry the girl myself and give him a share. I said I would willingly do so, but that she would not have me. He 

said, 'Let us get her married first and after a week or two she may see things a bit different.' I said I would 

have nothing to do with violence. So he went off cursing, like the foul-mouthed blackguard that he was, and 

swearing that he would have her yet. She was leaving me this week-end, and I had got a trap to take her to the 

station, but I was so uneasy in my mind that I followed her on my bicycle. She had got a start, however, and 

before I could catch her, the mischief was done. The first thing I knew about it was when I saw you two 

gentlemen driving back in her dog-cart" 

Holmes rose and tossed the end of his cigarette into the grate. "I have been very obtuse, Watson," said he. 

"When in your report you said that you had seen the cyclist as you thought arrange his necktie in the 

shrubbery, that alone should have told me all. However, we may congratulate ourselves upon a curious and, in 

some respects, a unique case. I perceive three of the county constabulary in the drive, and I am glad to see that 

the little ostler is able to keep pace with them, so it is likely that neither he nor the interesting bridegroom will 

be permanently damaged by their morning's adventures. I think, Watson, that in your medical capacity, you 

might wait upon Miss Smith and tell her that if she is sufficiently recovered, we shall be happy to escort her to 

her mother's home. If she is not quite convalescent you will find that a hint that we were about to telegraph to 

a young electrician in the Midlands would probably complete the cure. As to you, Mr. Carruthers, I think that 

you have done what you could to make amends for your share in an evil plot. There is my card, sir, and if my 

evidence can be of help in your trial, it shall be at your disposal." - 
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In the whirl of our incessant activity, it has often been difficult for me, as the reader has probably observed, to 

round off my narratives, and to give those final details which the curious might expect. Each case has been the 

prelude to another, and the crisis once over, the actors have passed for ever out of our busy lives. I find, 

however, a short note at the end of my manuscript dealing with this case, in which I have put it upon record 

that Miss Violet Smith did indeed inherit a large fortune, and that she is now the wife of Cyril Morton, the 

senior partner of Morton & Kennedy, the famous Westminster electricians. Williamson and Woodley were 

both tried for abduction and assault, the former getting seven years the latter ten. Of the fate of Carruthers, I 

have no record, but I am sure that his assault was not viewed very gravely by the court, since Woodley had 

the reputation of being a most dangerous ruffian, and I think that a few, months were sufficient to satisfy the 

demands of justice. - - 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-adventure-of-the-solitary-cyclist  
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Luigi Russolo’s Cacophonous Futures 

By Peter Tracy 

What does the future sound like? In the early 20th century, one answer rang out from Luigi 

Russolo’s intonarumori — lever-operated machines designed to pop, sough, shriek, and shock. Peter Tracy 

explores the ambitions behind Italian Futurism’s experiments with noise and the sensory, spiritual, and 

political affinities of this radical new music. 
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Luigi Russolo and Ugo Piatti in their Milanese intonarumori workshop, ca. 1916 — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#peter-tracy
https://archive.org/details/luigi-russolo-larte-dei-rumori-1916/page/n11/mode/2up
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Luigi Russolo (1885–1947) was well into a successful painting career when he turned to music in his 1913 

manifesto The Art of Noises (L’arte dei rumori). Announcing an intention to “enlarge and enrich the field of 

sound”, the Futurist polymath waxed poetic about the modern city’s sonic landscape — “the throbbing of 

valves, the bustle of pistons”, and “the shrieks of mechanical saws”.1 For Russolo, the noisy nature of 

everyday, industrializing Europe offered new ways of perceiving the acoustic world and a means of shaking 

concert music loose from its stagnant orchestral roots. With significant help from his assistant, Ugo Piatti, 

Russolo set out to put these ideas into practice, working day and night to “achieve the great ideal of a 

complete orchestra of noise instruments [intonarumori]”.2 Within three months, they had built their first 

creation, a “burster” (scoppiatore), and premiered it before an audience of two thousand at Teatro Storchi in 

Modena, Italy. Meant to mimic a car engine’s sputter, the instrument, by all appearances a simple wooden box 

with an enormous speaker cone attached, had a playable range between two octaves, modulated by a crank 

and lever.3 This “burster” was soon followed by a “hummer”, a “rubber”, which evoked spatulas scraping 

rusty pans, and the “crackler” — a sonic chimera sounding like something between a mandolin and a machine 

gun.4 

Little remains today of Russolo’s instruments beyond scattered diagrams and photographs, which have been 

used on multiple occasions to create playable replicas. Aside from a fragment of the score for Risveglio di una 

città, none of Russolo’s compositions for the intonarumori survive. Yet, miraculously, two gramophone 

recordings were produced by Russolo and his brother Antonio in 1921 and have been successfully 

preserved.5 In these grainy time-capsules, the intonarumori seem to be in conflict with one another, battling 

for sonic space alongside traditional instruments at what sounds like the end of a long tunnel. In Corale, an 

asinine, plodding orchestral score is rendered unsettling by the violent roar of an unidentifiable 

machine. Serenata features even less of the intonarumori, but their occasional presence turns a sentimental 

serenade of strings and woodwinds into a carnivalesque nightmare. Tempered by the presence of instruments 

from the past and by the limits of contemporary technology, the “noise intoners” nevertheless make their 

intense energy felt through Russolo’s soundscapes. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn1
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn3
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn5
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Luigi and Antonio Russolo, Corale and Serenata, 1921 — Source. 

In an interview some forty years after his 1915 encounter with the music of the Italian Futurists, composer 

Igor Stravinsky recalled the event as, at best, an intriguing oddity: 

On one of my Milanese visits Marinetti and Russolo, a genial quiet man but with wild hair and beard, and 

Pratella, another noisemaker, put me through a demonstration of their “futurist music.” Five phonographs 

standing on five tables in a large and otherwise empty room emitted digestive noises, static, etc. . . . I 

pretended to be enthusiastic and told them that sets of five phonographs with such music, mass produced, 

would surely sell like Steinway Grand Pianos.6 

Stravinsky’s reaction was mild when compared to that of the international press: one correspondent for a Paris 

newspaper described a concert of the intonarumori as “an impressive simultaneity of bloody faces and noisy 

enharmonics in an infernal din”.7 Yet the musical inventions of Russolo did not fail to find admirers. Indeed, 

the composer Edgard Varèse was highly enthusiastic about Russolo’s musical and theoretical works, as were 

later composers such as Pierre Schaeffer and John Cage, and visual artists like Piet Mondrian. What was still 

https://archive.org/details/russolo-luigi-corale-serenata-1921
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn7
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unknown to Stravinsky in 1915, however, would become common knowledge by the mid-twentieth century: 

the sonic revolution that Russolo and his fellow Futurists sought was uneasily compatible with the ritualized, 

martial violence celebrated by Italian Fascism. 

 

1912 photograph of Futurists in front of Le Figaro‘s Paris offices. From left to right: Luigi Russolo, Carlo 

Carrà, Filippo Tommaso Marinetti, Umberto Boccioni, and Gino Severini — Source. 

The Future is Noise 

In his early career as a painter, Russolo was significantly influenced by Francesco Balilla Pratella (1880–

1955), whose own 1910 manifesto, Musica Futurista, urged “the liberation of individual musical sensibility 

from all imitation or influence of the past”.8 Reflecting on the psychological and metaphysical ramifications 

of scientific practice and technological discovery, Russolo’s fellow Futurists broke from the past by 

articulating new ways of perceiving, thinking, and living. In the 1910 Futurist Painting: Technical Manifesto, 

which Russolo co-authored with the painters Umberto Boccioni, Carlo Carrà, Giacomo Balla, and Gino 

Severini, the 1895 discovery of X-rays is taken as proof that the full extent of reality is not visible to the 

naked eye: “Who can still believe in the opacity of bodies, since our sharpened and multiplied sensitiveness 

has already penetrated the obscure manifestations of the medium?”9 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Russolo,_Carr%C3%A0,_Marinetti,_Boccioni_and_Severini_in_front_of_Le_Figaro,_Paris,_9_February_1912.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn8
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn9
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This Futurist interest in obscure mediums and novel sensations often manifested itself as a preoccupation with 

synesthesia. In Russolo’s early paintings, completed between 1901 and 1913, clouds of color and streaked 

light represent non-visual sensory phenomena. Profumo, for instance, features a figure lost in the satisfaction 

of scent, rendered as a wash of blissful greens, yellows, and blues. In Chioma, a woman’s hair comes 

brilliantly to life as a fiery orange swirl, while her penetrating gaze creates searching rays of purple light. La 

Musica, with its leering, tumbling noteheads and a shadowy, solitary organist, suggests that, for Russolo, 

sound and color were parts of the same sensory whole. 

 

Luigi Russolo, Chioma and La Musica, ca. 1911 — Source: left, right. 

Other Futurists seemed to agree: the painter and sculptor Umberto Boccioni (1882–1912), for instance, 

remarked in his Roman lecture of May 1911 that paintings could be thought of as “whirling musical 

compositions of enormous colored gases”, while Filippo Tommaso Marinetti (1876–1944), the founder of 

Futurism, revealed his preoccupation with the idea of “noise as poetry” through a series of onomatopoetic 

writings that he termed parole in libertà (free words).10 In these cacophonous works, the sounds of war are 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Luigi_Russolo,_Chioma_(1910-1911).jpg
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:La_musica,_Luigi_Russolo.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn10
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mimicked by ordering letters according to sound rather than meaning. In turn, Marinetti’s words seem to have 

provided Russolo with a new program for music and noise, one that was to shape his life for more than fifteen 

years.11 

 

Luigi Russolo, Profumo, 1910 — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn11
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Luigi_Russolo_-_Profumo_(1910).jpg
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When Marinetti penned the 1909 Manifesto del Futurismo, he mythologized himself as a composer overcome 

by a manic state, one in which modes of perception blurred together and where choric voices, modern 

architecture, and everyday objects could collude to form a new and dazzling orchestra: 

We shall sing the great masses shaken with work, pleasure, or rebellion: we shall sing the multicolored and 

polyphonic tidal waves of revolution in the modern metropolis; shall sing the vibrating nocturnal fervor of 

factories and shipyards burning under violent electrical moons; bloated railroad stations that devour 

smoking serpents; factories hanging from the sky by the twisting threads of spiraling smoke . . . the oscillating 

flight of airplanes, whose propeller flaps at the wind like a flag and seems to applaud like a delirious crowd.12 

It was a boundless, assumption-shattering, and violence-courting energy that Marinetti projected from this 

first statement of his Futurist ideals — a compulsive vitality that aimed to shock the modern urbanite out of 

blasé complacency, reinvigorating their senses to confront the wonders of a new century with open eyes and 

ears. Marinetti was trying to rally Europe’s aesthetes to a shining new cause: noise, speed, power, Futurism. 

“By celebrating action and movement”, writes Luciano Chessa, Marinetti’s “aesthetics celebrated the energy 

manifested in every vibration of the cosmos, that is, energy itself.”13 

Four years after this manifesto, Russolo fashioned a tract of his own in The Art of Noises, which recounts a 

trench letter, sent by Marinetti during the First Balkan War, in which the sounds of combat create “the 

orchestra of a great battle”. Building on this image, Russolo lays out a map of his mechanical philharmonic, 

where the intonarumori are classed by families of sound. “Roars”, “thunderings”, “explosions”, “bangs”, and 

“booms” belong to his first category, while “shouts”, “screams”, “shrieks”, “wails”, “hoots”, “howls”, “death 

rattles”, and “sobs” compose category six.14 This taxonomy governed both the spatial organization of 

the intonarumori on stage and the methodology behind their construction, a process that drew on significant 

technical skill (fine-tuned through numerous failed experiments) in order to intone, in Russolo’s words, 

“diverse noises, regulating them harmonically and rhythmically”.15 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn12
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn13
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn14
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn15
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Frontispiece and title page for Luigi Russolo’s L’arte dei rumori (1916) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/luigi-russolo-larte-dei-rumori-1916/page/n5/mode/2up
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Luigi Russolo’s score for Risveglio di una città (Awakening/rising of a city), a piece for eight kinds 

of intonarumori, as published in L’arte dei rumori (1916). Moving from top to bottom we 

find: ululatori (howlers) and rombatori (a grittier class of howler); crepitatori (cracklers), which can undulate 

between the sound of delicate pearls and the yowl of a 

hog; stropicciatori (scrapers); scoppiatori (combusters), which approximate petrol engines; ronatore (buzzer), 

a mechanical tuba; gorgogliatore (gurglers), which sound like rain coursing through a gutter; 

and sibilatore (whistler), a soughing machine — Source. 

The intonarumori’s roots in the sound of battle were far from incidental — the fetishization of war was 

central to Futurist ideals.16 Many were willing to accept and encourage a certain amount of destruction to 

clear the way for, in Boccioni’s words, “smashing the chronometric tyranny of rhythm”, celebrating violence, 

in the studio and on the streets, as both an intense expulsion of energy and a means of furthering their 

cause.17 Marinetti announced the Futurist’s intention to “glorify war — the world’s only hygiene — 

militarism, patriotism, the destructive gesture of freedom-bringers, beautiful ideas worth dying for, and scorn 

for woman”.18 Whereas Pratella advocated a merely theoretical break with the artistic past, Marinetti called 

for these sentiments to be taken to their ultimately physical conclusions, exhorting his acolytes to destroy 

museums, libraries, and universities.19 Although his machismo and misogyny could be construed as posturing, 

https://archive.org/details/luigi-russolo-larte-dei-rumori-1916/page/72/mode/2up
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn16
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn17
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn18
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn19
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Marinetti’s militancy had much in common with, and helped shape, emerging strains of revolutionary and 

reactionary politics. A volatile blend of modern science, mass media, fine art, poetry, and insurrection, 

Marinetti’s vision resonated with a generation of artists who — as Russolo and others wrote in “Manifesto of 

the Futurist Painters” — wished to express “the violent desire that stirs in the veins of every creative artist 

today”, a desire that led many to sympathize with the devastating forces of Fascism.20 

Body Madness: Russolo’s Early Concerts 

The first Futurist “happenings”, public poetry readings and performances that encouraged participation from 

the audience via heckling and vegetable throwing, could be construed as a push to craft a certain eccentric 

image of the movement, one that would capture the public’s attention and imagination. According to Gavin 

Williams, “Marinetti’s international publicity campaign had as its goal the seduction of audiences — typically 

figured as a crowd — to the aesthetics of war.”21 As the 1912 and 1913 Balkan Wars raged and World War I 

loomed, “Marinetti (along with many others) promoted battle as a means of national regeneration”.22 In an 

explicit attempt to seduce Italians and foreigners through the violent “beauty” of war, Marinetti wanted to 

throw “images and sounds ‘frantically into the nerves’”, so as to induce “a sensory overload that would 

ideally give rise to ‘body madness’ in listeners”.23 

Given the surviving descriptions of Russolo’s early concerts, “body madness” seems a rather appropriate term 

for the resulting scenes. On April 21, 1914, the first public concert featuring the full intonarumori orchestra 

was held, with the whole gamut of instruments arranged in an arc on a massive stage. More striking than the 

instruments were the events that unfolded in the audience: Russolo himself concedes that “the immense crowd 

was already in an uproar a half hour before the performance began” with the first projectiles raining “upon a 

still closed curtain”.24 This, he claims, was the doing of professors from the Royal Conservatory of Milan.25 A 

contemporaneous account of the event makes the infamous 1913 “riot” at the premiere of Stravinsky’s Le 

Sacre du printemps sound like afternoon tea: 

At the beginning of the third piece, an extraordinary thing happens: Marinetti, Boccioni, Armando Mazzi, and 

Piatti vanish from the stage, emerge from the empty orchestra pit, run across it, and hurl themselves among 

the seats, assaulting the many pastists, now drunk with the rage of tradition and imbecility, with blows, slaps, 

and cudgels . . . the battle in the orchestra lasts about half an hour, while the imperturbable Luigi Russolo 

continues to direct his orchestra of noise instruments.26 

Soon afterwards, the orchestral performers themselves get in on the fray: half keep the intonarumori running, 

pulling their levers and turning their wheels like a frantic submarine crew, while the other half battles the 

audience. Yet the bloodshed courted by Marinetti and the Futurists was far from random: they aestheticized 

violence to such a degree that what occurred in the seats was merely an extension of what took place on stage. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn20
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn21
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn22
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn23
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn24
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn25
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn26
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Luigi Russolo conducting intonarumori in rehearsal, possibly for the 1914 London Coliseum concert 

— Source. 

https://collections.library.yale.edu/catalog/10648445
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Photograph from the 1914 intonarumori concert at the London Coliseum — Source. 

In the wake of the First World War, this “artistic experiment” began to seep deeper into public life. During 

June, 1919, Marinetti co-authored yet another manifesto: Il manifesto dei Fasci italiani di combattimento, 

commonly referred to as the Fascist Manifesto. Marinetti’s involvement with Italian Fascism is unsurprising 

when we consider his preoccupation with the volatility of crowds, celebration of public violence, and vision 

of national renewal through bloodshed. The role of art under Mussolini, argues Roger Griffin, was “to act as a 

source of the regenerative myths needed to forge a vital new communitas, the national community, out of a 

moribund society, to inform the ‘spirit’ of Fascism’s ‘spiritual government’”.27 Despite numerous critical 

attempts to exculpate Futurist noise from Fascist politics, sonic discord could easily become the soundtrack of 

authoritarianism. “Noise served as the perfect emblem of this violence”, Christine Poggi writes, “which 

Marinetti and the other futurists wished to unleash, if only to rechannel it to nationalist aims”.28 

Although Russolo never explicitly identified as a Fascist, he was by no means immune to the darker strains in 

Marinetti’s vision: during Mussolini’s reign, Russolo’s work was involved in two state-sponsored arts 

exhibits, one at Turin’s Quadriennale in May 1927 and one at Milan’s Pesaro Gallery in October 1929.29 At 

the Turin exhibit, works by Balla, Anton Giulio Bragaglia, and Russolo, among others, were billed as arte 

fascista. These signs of collaboration and complicity with Mussolini’s regime have been covered up in 

Russolo scholarship to such a degree that earlier critics, such as Giovanni Lista, termed him explicitly anti-

fascist. In the introduction to his French translation of Russolo’s The Art of Noises, Lista claims, on the basis 

of postwar testimonies, that Russolo left Italy for Paris in 1927 explicitly to protest Fascism.30 Yet even if 

Russolo’s involvement with Fascist exhibitions were to be ignored, his close involvement with Marinetti and 

his participation in the violence-courting rituals of Futurist aesthetic practice throw Lista’s designation into 

https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/cgi/viewcontent.cgi?article=1231&context=senproj_s2018
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn27
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn28
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn29
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn30


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 599  june  2022 

 

71 

question. Indeed, attempting to separate Russolo and other politically ambivalent Futurists from the more 

explicit evils of their Fascist colleagues is a difficult, if not futile, exercise. 

Occultist and Experimenter 

By 1930, Mussolini and the Fascists dominated all aspects of Italian life, and the economic upheavals of the 

Great Depression were starting to make their presence felt. Far from the heart of Italian political and 

economic activity, Russolo retreated into esoteric pursuits, returning, in a sense, to his first inspirations. 

Russolo’s paintings are full of skeletons, skulls, will-o’-wisps, hallucinations, and examples of the extra-

sensory made visible. Having begun his spiritual education at the Catholic Seminary of Portogruaro, Russolo 

developed an early interest in the occult, paranormal investigation, and Christian mysticism, influences that 

informed both his paintings and noise experiments. Based with his wife in Cerro di Laveno, a quiet lakeside 

town in Northern Italy, Russolo gave palm readings, expressed increasing interest in theosophy, and 

researched the possibility of — among other things — creating an “energy double” of his body. Although it 

would be easy to read the abandonment of music as a break with his avant-garde past, this late period of 

Russolo’s life has its roots in his exploration of noise. Indeed, Russolo’s sonic theories rested on assumptions 

about the role of the senses in human life, about energy, perception, and heightened emotional states. These 

ideas found ready expression through both musical and spiritual experimentation, such that hard lines between 

Russolo’s work as a painter, composer, and occultist are difficult to draw. 
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Luigi Russolo, Autoritratto con teschi (Self-portrait with skulls), ca. 1908 — Source. 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Luigi_russolo,_autoritratto_con_teschi,_1908_(museo_900_milano)_02.jpg
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As Chessa observes, “futurism was a movement animated by contradictory ideas, constantly oscillating 

between science and art, the rational and the irrational, future and past, mechanical and spiritual.”31 It is worth 

noting that the same could be said of Italian Fascism, with its embrace of new weapons and communications 

technology — radio, film, airplanes — and its mythologizing about a glorious, imperial past in which art was 

pure and noble. The confluence between the two movements’ aesthetics, philosophies, and tactics, brought 

together in the figure of Marinetti, is not coincidental. Yet this cannot serve as reason alone to purge all 

Futurist techniques from the sketchbooks of present-day artists. While none of the 

original intonarumori survive — having been likely destroyed in the bombing of Paris during World War II 

— and most of his arrangements are lost, Russolo’s influence on twentieth-century music has been outsized. 

There are signs that we need not be quite so pessimistic about the ramifications of Russolo’s work: his 

musical vision has lived on, for instance, through the iconic American composer John Cage (1912– 1992), 

whose aesthetic priorities differ from Marinetti’s and Russolo’s politics in crucial ways. Although Cage’s 

emphasis on noise and his championing of “sounds in themselves” bears a striking resemblance to Russolo’s 

own writings, the American musician entirely rejected sorting sound by category or hierarchy. Rather than 

controlling noise, Cage wanted to guide it, drawing on Zen philosophy to articulate a spiritual practice of 

music, which was antithetical to the channeling of public violence through cacophony.32 It seems that Russolo 

found his most important audience where the Futurists had been looking all along: in the future. 

 

Public Domain Works 

• L’arte dei rumori: Manifesto futurista 

Luigi Russolo1913 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• L’arte dei rumori 

Luigi Russolo1916 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn31
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures#fn32
https://archive.org/details/larte-dei-rumori.-manifesto-futurista-11-marzo-1913/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/luigi-russolo-larte-dei-rumori-1916
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• I Manifesti del Futurismo 

F. T. Marinetti et al.1914 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• “Corale” 

Luigi and Antonio Russolo1921 

o Internet Archive 

AUDIO 

• “Serenata” 

Luigi and Antonio Russolo1921 

o Internet Archive 

AUDIO 

Further Reading 

• Modernism and Music: An Anthology of Sources 

Edited by Daniel Albright 

If in earlier eras music may have seemed slow to respond to advances in other artistic media, during the 

modernist age it asserted itself in the vanguard. Modernism and Music provides a rich selection of texts on 

this moment, some translated into English for the first time. It offers not only important statements by 

composers and critics, but also musical speculations by poets, novelists, philosophers, and others-all of which 

combine with Daniel Albright's extensive, interlinked commentary to place modernist music in the full 

context of intellectual and cultural history. 

https://archive.org/details/imanifestidelfut00mariuoft/page/n3/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/russolo-luigi-corale-serenata-1921
https://archive.org/details/russolo-luigi-corale-serenata-1921
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226012670/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 599  june  2022 

 

75 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Luigi Russolo, Futurist: Noise, Visual Arts, and the Occult 

By Luciano Chessa 

In the first English language study of Russolo, Luciano Chessa emphasizes the futurist’s interest in the occult, 

showing it to be a leitmotif for his life and a foundation for his art of noises. Chessa shows that Russolo’s 

aesthetics of noise, and the machines he called the intonarumori, were intended to boost practitioners into 

higher states of spiritual consciousness. His analysis reveals a multifaceted man in whom the drive to keep up 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226012670/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520270649/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0226012670/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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with the latest scientific trends coexisted with an embrace of the irrational, and a critique of materialism and 

positivism. 

More Info and Buy 

 

• Noise/Music 

By Paul Hegarty 

Noise/Music looks at the phenomenon of noise in music, from experimental music of the early 20th century to 

the Japanese noise music and glitch electronica of today. It situates different musics in their cultural and 

historical context, and analyses them in terms of cultural aesthetics. Paul Hegarty argues that noise is a 

judgement about sound, that what was noise can become acceptable as music, and that in many ways the idea 

of noise is similar to the idea of the avant-garde. 

More Info and Buy 

 

Books link through to Amazon who will give us a small percentage of sale price (ca. 4.5%). Discover more 

recommended books in our dedicated PDR Recommends section of the site. 

Peter Tracy is a writer, cellist, and composer. His writing has appeared in Clef Notes, Second Inversion, 

and VAN, as well as in his online newsletter, Everyone and I. Currently based in Seattle, he splits his time 

between writing, teaching, and making music with friends. His work in all mediums can be found on 

his website. 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures   

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520270649/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520270649/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520270649/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520270649/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0826417272/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0826417272/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://everyoneandi.substack.com/
https://www.peter-tracy.com/
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/luigi-russolos-cacophonous-futures
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520270649/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0520270649/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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The Hubble tension in perspective: A crisis in modern cosmology? 

ASTROPHYSICS • COSMOLOGY 

ByTomás Ruiz-Lara April 4, 2022 0 comments 

Imagine a Universe that started with a huge explosion setting the beginning of space and time to the point that 

such concepts have no meaning until then. Imagine a Universe that, after an inflationary phase (extremely fast 

expansion), kept expanding and forming stars and galaxies distributed in a sponge-like structure dominated by 

walls and filaments and huge voids completely depleted of matter. In such Universe, around two thirds of its 

energy and matter is dark energy (accelerating this expansion), nearly 25% is dark matter that cannot be seen 

and moves only slowly, and the rest, only 5%, is ordinary matter (see figure 1). This, dear reader, is the 

Universe we live in, at least according to the current paradigm, the Λ-Cold Dark Matter model (ΛCDM). 

Figure 1: Composition of the Universe according to our current understanding from the ΛCDM model. 

Credit: National Institute of Standards and Technology (NIST). 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/astrophysics/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/cosmology/
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/04/the-hubble-tension-in-perspective-a-crisis-in-modern-cosmology/#author
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/04/the-hubble-tension-in-perspective-a-crisis-in-modern-cosmology/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#comments
https://mappingignorance.org/2014/08/08/attacking-spherical-cow-model-dark-matter/
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ΛCDM is one of the most polished theories in science. It explains a great number of observations and has 

outlived many challenges. However, we should highlight the complexity behind it. Let’s remember that 

Astronomy is an observational science. We can crunch numbers, we can think of theories and hypothesize as 

we wish, but there is no way of developing a cosmological laboratory. Thus, we need to observe the 

surrounding cosmos in order to do Astronomy. One of the basic concepts that make observational cosmology 

possible is the fact that the speed of light is finite, meaning that more distant objects reveal properties at 

earlier times in the history of the Universe. However, we cannot measure distance nor time in the Universe! 

We only observe what we call “redshift”, the apparent change in wavelength of absorption and emission lines 

in spectra (a consequence of the cosmological Doppler effect: the fastest an object is receding from us or 

approaching to us, the redder or bluer those lines are detected). Then, we relate this “redshift” to time or 

distances with the help of a cosmological model (the ΛCDM model in this case), or infer distances based on 

complex calibrations of “standard candles”… no wonder the cosmological model is so extensively tested! 

Up until now, all tests the ΛCDM model has faced have been successfully overcome. But it is facing a hard 

one right now: the so-called Hubble tension. The Hubble constant (H0) is a profound quantity in Cosmology 

that can be obtained from the six main parameters that describe the current model. To have an idea of its 

meaning, we can say that it measures the rate of expansion of the Universe and from it, we can obtain the age 

of the Universe or important insights into the nature of dark matter or dark energy. It was first introduced by 

Edwin Hubble in the 1920s when he realised that we live in an expanding Universe. The distances to the 

galaxies he analysed were proportional to its receding velocity, with H0 as the proportionality constant. In 

other words, he found the relation between redshift and distance that enables the inference of the latter. But, 

as we have claimed before, getting distances to galaxies is far from trivial. Then, how do we measure H0? 

There are two main ways to infer the Hubble constant: through “direct” measurements in the nearby Universe 

or from the Cosmic Microwave Background (CMD), the faint glow of light that fills the Universe from the 

epoch of recombination (when photons started to travel freely through space). For the former approach, we 

need to make use of the “distance ladder”. It is based on the fact that there are objects (“standard candles” 

such as supernovae, variable stars, etc.) for which we can determine the intrinsic light that they emit, and thus, 

determine their distance by comparing such intrinsic emission with how faint they are observed. For the latter, 

we need to assume a cosmological model, once again, the ΛCDM model. And here comes the Hubble tension. 

Whereas local Universe studies found precise values of H0 of around 74 km/s/Mpc, CMB studies arise even 

more precise values of ~67 km/s/Mpc, too much of a difference given the small errors associated to those 

measurements (see figure 2). 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/02/14/are-satellite-galaxies-aligned-against-the-current-cosmological-paradigm/
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Figure 2: Evolution of the Hubble tension (determinations of H0) in the last 20 years using direct 

measurements from the distance ladder (in blue) and CMD-based measurements (in black). Credit: Prof. 

Wendy Freedman. 

In a recent work led by researchers from the Space Telescope Science Institute and the University of 

Baltimore 1 , the authors analysed Cepheid variable stars in the galaxies hosting 42 type Ia Supernovae 

(explosions ignited in binary systems when a white dwarf accretes material from a companion surpassing its 

critical mass). From their analysis, the authors measured a value for H0 with an unprecedented precision of 

73.04 ± 1.04 km/s/Mpc. This means a 5-sigma discrepancy between these results and those from the CMB, or 

in other words, it seems difficult to reconcile both values. Other studies, making use of other approaches such 

as the ‘tip’ of the Red Giant Branch 2 (the maximum luminosity of stars with an inert helium core surrounded 

by a shell of hydrogen fusing into helium) or gravitational waves 3 relax such tension, although always giving 

values above those measured using the CMB. 

But, what does this tension really mean? Remember that we said that observing more distant objects means 

looking back in time? Well, the CMB was emitted when the Universe was only 400 000 years old, whereas 

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/04/the-hubble-tension-in-perspective-a-crisis-in-modern-cosmology/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9397-1
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/04/the-hubble-tension-in-perspective-a-crisis-in-modern-cosmology/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9397-2
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/04/04/the-hubble-tension-in-perspective-a-crisis-in-modern-cosmology/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email#note-9397-3
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the measurements of Cepheids, SNe, or gravitational waves relate to the local Universe, that in terms of the 

age of the Universe practically means “now”… does this mean that things were different back then than in the 

present day? Do we need a new physics or a new cosmological model to reconcile both measurements? Carl 

Sagan used to say that “extraordinary results require extraordinary evidence” and, as you might have already 

grasped, this type of analysis is far from trivial. The sources of uncertainty in the data acquisition, analysis, 

modelling, etc, are overwhelming and, even though we are dealing in all cases with quite precise 

measurements, we know nothing about their accuracy. True, the measurements have little errors, but are we 

measuring the correct values? In fact, most of the current work in the field goes in this line, trying to better 

understand and better analyse the data at hand to walk towards the accurate determinations that we need. 

As you can see, we are facing one of the true challenges of, not only the ΛCDM model, but also one of the 

main pillars of modern Astrophysics, as these differences in the Hubble constant between the current and 

early Universe attack the very foundations of Astronomy: the cosmological principle. According to this 

principle the laws of physics are universal and should apply equally to systems nearby (now) and far (past). 

Stay tuned because it seems exciting science is about to make the headlines of newspapers. 
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Study finds mutated protein structure at the root of blood cancers 

Structural findings could result in more effective, less toxic treatments 

 
 

Scientists find mutated protein structures in blood cancers. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

April 12, 2022 

Stanford University researchers working on a project supported in part by a U.S. National Science 

Foundation grant have determined the structure of a large signaling protein involved in responses to infection, 

inflammation and immune cell generation. The structure reveals how the protein, Janus kinase, or JAK, 

transmits signals sent by immune cell growth factors called cytokines. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304878&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.ludwigcancerresearch.org/news-releases/ludwig-stanford-study-solves-long-sought-protein-structure-shows-how-mutation-drives-blood-cancers/
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1656518&HistoricalAwards=false
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1656518&HistoricalAwards=false
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When the structure of the signaling protein changes because of genetic mutations it can indicate the 

emergence of blood cancers known as myeloproliferative neoplasms. The team published results of the work 

in Science. The research could impact development of drugs to treat myeloproliferative neoplasms, especially 

those that target proteins that allow the cancer to develop. 

"The question of how JAKs transmit the cytokine signal has been a huge missing link in our understanding of 

cell signaling," said corresponding author Christopher Garcia. "The structure also tells us how the mutant 

JAK works and how it leads to blood cancers. Our model of JAK structure gives us an atomic blueprint for 

how one could make mutant-selective medicines to treat these cancers." 

When JAKs are brought close together, they activate one another. That's the complex that gets the signaling 

engine running, according to the scientists. The constant signals lead to unabated cell proliferation. 

The findings could result in treatments that don't affect normal proteins and have less toxic side effects. The 

team is working to develop drugs to target other mutations involved in cytokine signaling. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304878&utm_medium

=email&utm_source=govdelivery   

https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.science.org/doi/10.1126/science.abn8933?adobe_mc=MCMID%3D81466075502109388031330683729966647175%7CMCORGID%3D242B6472541199F70A4C98A6%2540AdobeOrg%7CTS%3D1648571411&_ga=2.117177478.1273588284.1648571217-532514581.1624535232
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304878&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304878&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Hope, Love, and the Remedy for Despair, from Gabriel Marcel to Nick Cave 

“To love anybody is to expect something from him, something which can neither be defined nor foreseen; it is 

at the same time in someway to make it possible for him to fulfill this expectation.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

The capacity for hope is not merely a hallmark of human consciousness — it is the supreme umbilical cord 

between consciousnesses. To place our hope in another person is to instantly entwine destinies, linking self 

and other in a tender and tenacious recognition of interdependence. All love is a form of hope. All hope is the 

work of absolute sincerity, which is the emblem of being fully human. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1587313618/braipick-20
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A cynic would hasten to retort that this openhearted expectancy is precisely what makes hope a portal to 

disappointment — but cynicism is, of course, the terror of sincerity, the cowardly attempt at self-protection 

from the heartache of unmet hope. If we are serious about the evolution of consciousness — and of our 

understanding of consciousness — we must place hope at the helm. 

 

Light distribution on soap bubble from a 19th-century French science textbook. (Available as a print.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/02/09/hope-cynicism/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/02/09/hope-cynicism/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/08/20/amedee-guillemin-le-monde-physique/
https://society6.com/product/light-distribution-on-soap-bubble-from-le-monde-physique-1882_print?sku=s6-11475521p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/light-distribution-on-soap-bubble-from-le-monde-physique-1882_print?sku=s6-11475521p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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It has taken us four centuries to revise the dangerous Cartesian reductionism of “I think, therefore I am” into a 

version of “I feel, therefore I am” as neuroscience is reaching beyond the brain to illuminate our conscious 

experience as a full-body phenomenon. The next frontier might be “I hope, therefore we are” — hope is the 

poetics of conscious interbeing, transforming the other from object to subject, the way poetry subjectifies the 

universe. 

The French philosopher and playwright Gabriel Marcel (December 7, 1889–October 8, 1973) explores this 

with uncommon intellectual elegance and sensitivity in his 1962 book Homo Viator: Introduction to the 

Metaphysic of Hope (public library). Challenging the ordinary understanding of otherness as absolute — as a 

clear demarcation between person and person — Marcel reframes it as a relative position, oriented by hope: 

My relationship to myself is mediated by the presence of the other person, by what he is for me and what I am 

for him. To love anybody is to expect something from him, something which can neither be defined nor 

foreseen; it is at the same time in someway to make it possible for him to fulfill this expectation. Yes, 

paradoxical as it may seem, to expect is in someway to give: but the opposite is none the less true; no longer 

to expect is to strike with the sterility the being from whom no more is expected. It is then in some way to 

deprive him or to take from him in advance what is surely a certain possibility of inventing or creating 

[himself]. Everything looks as though we can only speak of hope where the interaction exists between him 

who gives and him who receives, where there is that exchange which is the mark of all spiritual life. 

This dialogue between giving and receiving, Marcel intimates, is the natural gateway to self-transcendence as 

giver and receiver enter a kind of disinterested and nonjudgmental love — love beyond demand and 

neediness, which are problems of self-concern and self-reference, problems not of expectation but of the 

judgment of expectation. He writes: 

It is precisely where such love exists, and only where it exists, that we can speak of hope. 

[…] 

We might say that hope is essentially the availability of a soul which has entered intimately enough into the 

experience of communion to accomplish in the teeth of will and knowledge the transcendent act. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/22/the-extended-mind/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/12/24/feeling-knowing-damasio/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/04/10/ursula-k-le-guin-late-in-the-day-science-poetry/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/04/10/ursula-k-le-guin-late-in-the-day-science-poetry/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1587313618/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1587313618/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/homo-viator-introduction-to-the-metaphysic-of-hope/oclc/300462935&referer=brief_results
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Art by Dorothy Lathrop, 1922. (Available as a print.) 

Viewed as self-transcendence, hope becomes a compassionate exchange not only between two people but 

between all people — an exercise in “widening our circles of compassion,” to borrow Einstein’s lovely 

phrase. Marcel honed this insight on the whetstone of wartime terror during the Nazi occupation of France, 

addressing the question of how one can go on hoping amid a world that so readily compels to despair, and 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/09/dorothy-lathrop-down-adown-derry/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642729_print?curator=brainpicker
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/11/28/einstein-circles-of-compassion/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642729_print?curator=brainpicker


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 599  june  2022 

 

88 

to love is to expect by Corita Kent, based on Marcel’s writings. Serigraph screen print. Corita Art Center. 

whether to hope or not to hope is even a personal choice at all in such a world. (Meanwhile, his compatriot 

Albert Camus was polishing his impassioned conviction that “there is no love of life without despair of life.”) 

To those who feel imprisoned by despair, for whom to hope appears utterly beyond their power, Marcel 

answers with the ultimate, most lucid and luminous antidote to cynicism, which is at bottom a form of 

alienation from life and each other: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/11/01/make-meatballs-sing-corita-kent/
https://collection.corita.org/piece/72-08
https://www.themarginalian.org/2015/11/30/albert-camus-travel-lyrical-critical-essays/
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The simple fact that you ask me the question already constitutes a sort of first breach in your prison. In reality 

it is not simply a question you ask me; it is an appeal you address to me, and to which I can only respond by 

urging you not only to depend on me but also not to give up, not to let go, and, if only very humbly and 

feebly, to act as if this Hope lived in you… What is important to understand thoroughly is that if it is shifted 

to the level of intersubjectivity, the problem changes its nature: the despairing person ceases to be an object 

about which one asks [and] is re-established in his condition as a subject, and at the same time, he is 

integrated into a living relation with the world of men, from which he had cut himself off. 

The year Gabriel Marcel died, as entire nations were cutting themselves off from each other in the Cold War’s 

atmosphere of mutual terror, E.B. White considered the question of hope amid pervasive despair in his lovely 

letter to a man who had lost faith in humanity. Half a century later, Nick Cave took up the subject in 

answering a young father’s question about how not to taint his small son with his own loss of hope and faith 

in humanity, his growing cynicism, his despair. Cave writes: 

Cynicism is not a neutral position — and although it asks almost nothing of us, it is highly infectious and 

unbelievably destructive. In my view, it is the most common and easy of evils. 

I know this because much of my early life was spent holding the world and the people in it in contempt. It was 

a position both seductive and indulgent. The truth is, I was young and had no idea what was coming down the 

line. I lacked the knowledge, the foresight, the self-awareness. I just didn’t know. 

With an eye to his own life-recalibrating collision with loss, Cave adds: 

It took a devastation to teach me the preciousness of life and the essential goodness of people. It took a 

devastation to reveal the precariousness of the world, of its very soul, to understand that it was crying out for 

help. It took a devastation to understand the idea of mortal value, and it took a devastation to find hope. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/05/06/e-b-white-letters-of-note-book/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/05/06/e-b-white-letters-of-note-book/
https://www.theredhandfiles.com/do-you-still-believe-in-us/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/07/27/nick-cave-loss-grief/
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Art by David Byrne from A History of the World (in Dingbats) 

An epoch of devastations and triumphs after Leonard Bernstein made his largehearted, life-tested case against 

the cowardice of cynicism and Maya Angelou observed that “there is nothing quite so tragic as a young cynic, 

because it means the person has gone from knowing nothing to believing nothing,” Cave pits cynicism against 

hope: 

Unlike cynicism, hopefulness is hard-earned, makes demands upon us, and can often feel like the most 

indefensible and lonely place on Earth. Hopefulness is not a neutral position either. It is adversarial. It is the 

warrior emotion that can lay waste to cynicism. Each redemptive or loving act, as small as you like… keeps 

the devil down in the hole. It says the world and its inhabitants have value and are worth defending. It says the 

world is worth believing in. In time, we come to find that it is so. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/24/david-byrne-history-of-the-world-in-dingbats/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/10/03/dinner-with-lenny-leonard-bernstein-jonathan-cott/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/10/03/dinner-with-lenny-leonard-bernstein-jonathan-cott/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/08/19/maya-angelou-bill-moyers-facing-evil/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/08/19/maya-angelou-bill-moyers-facing-evil/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/24/david-byrne-history-of-the-world-in-dingbats/
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Complement with Jane Goodall on the deepest wellspring of hope, Rebecca Solnit’s classic manifesto 

for lucid hope in dark times, and Hermann Hesse’s response to a young man who had lost hope after World 

War I, then revisit Nick Cave on the paradox of creativity and poet May Sarton on the cure for despair. 

 

Art by Dorothy Lathrop, 1922. (Available as a print and as stationery cards.) 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/05/gabriel-marcel-nick-cave-hope-

cynicism/?mc_cid=bbbd87e828&mc_eid=d1c16ac662  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/12/26/jane-goodall-book-of-hope-wisdom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/03/16/rebecca-solnit-hope-in-the-dark-2/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/12/12/hermann-hesse-letter-to-a-young-german/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/01/20/nick-cave-creativity/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2016/10/17/may-sarton-journal-of-a-solitude-depression/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/03/09/dorothy-lathrop-down-adown-derry/
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642738_print?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642738_cards?curator=brainpicker
https://society6.com/product/art-by-dorothy-lathrop-for-down-adown-derry-by-walter-de-la-mare-19224642738_print?curator=brainpicker
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The Crystal Lithium 

James Schuyler 

 

 

 

              for R.J. 

 

The smell of snow, stinging in nostrils as the wind lifts it from a beach 

Eye-shuttering, mixed with sand, or when snow lies under the street lamps and on all 

And the air is emptied to an uplifting gasiness 

That turns lungs to winter waterwings, buoying, and the bright white night 

Freezes in sight a lapse of waves, balsamic, salty, unexpected: 

Hours after swimming, sitting thinking biting at a hangnail 

And the taste of the—to your eyes—invisible crystals irradiates the world  

“The sea is salt” 

“And so am I”   

“Don’t bite your nails” 

                                             and the metal flavor of a nail—are these brads?—   

Taken with a slight spitting motion from between teeth and whanged into place 

(Boards and sawdust) and the nail set is ridged with cold 

Permanently as marble, always degrees cooler than the rooms of air it lies in   

Felt as you lay your cheek upon the counter on which sits a blue-banded cup   

A counter of condensed wintry exhalations glittering infinitesmally  

A promise, late on a broiling day in late September, of the cold kiss   

Of marble sheets to one who goes barefoot quickly in the snow and early  

Only so far as the ash can—bang, dump—and back and slams the door:  

Too cold to get up though at the edges of the blinds the sky   

Shows blue as flames that break on a red sea in which black coals float:  

Pebbles in a pocket embed the seam with grains of sand  

Which as they will have found their way into a pattern between foot and bedfoot  

“A place for everything and everything in its place” how wasteful, how wrong  

It seems when snow in fat, hand-stuffed flakes falls slow and steady in the sea  

“Now you see it, now you don’t” the waves growl as they grind and roll out  

At your feet (in boots) a Christmas tree naked of needles  

Still wound with swags of tarnishing tinsel, faintly alarming as the thought  

Of damp electricity or sluggish lightning and for your health-desiring pains  

The wind awards: Chapped Lips: on which to rub Time’s latest acquisition  

Tinned, dowel-shaped and inappropriately flavored sheep wool fat  

A greasy sense-eclipsing fog “I can’t see   

Without my glasses” “You certainly can’t see with them all steamed up  

Like that. Pull over, park and wipe them off.” The thunder of a summer’s day  

Rolls down the shimmering blacktop and mowed grass juice thickens the air  

Like, “stir until it coats the spoon, remove from heat, let cool and chill”  

Like this, graying up for more snow, maybe, in which a small flock  

Of—sparrows?—small, anyway, dust kitty colored birds fly up 

On a dotted diagonal and there, ah, is the answer:   
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Starlings, bullies of birdland, lousing up   

The pecking order, respecters of no rights (what bird is) unloved (oh?)   

Not so likeable as some: that’s temperate enough and the temperature  

Drops to rise to snowability of a softness even in its scent of roses  

Made of untinted butter frosting: Happy Name Day, Blue Jay, staggering  

On slow-up wings into the shrunk into itself from cold forsythia snarl  

And above these thoughts there waves another tangle but parched with heat  

And not with cold although the heat is on because of cold settled all  

About as though, swimming under water, in clearly fishy water, you  

Inhaled and found one could and live and also found you altogether  

Did not like it, January, laid out on a bed of ice, disgorging  

February, shaped like a flounder, and March with her steel bead pocketbook,  

And April, goofy and under-dressed and with a loud laugh, and May  

Who will of course be voted Miss Best Liked (she expects it),  

And June, with a toothpaste smile, fresh from her flea bath, and gross July,  

Flexing itself, and steamy August, with thighs and eyes to match, and September  

Diving into blue October, dour November, and deadly dull December which now  

And then with a surprised blank look produces from its hand the ace of trumps  

Or sets within the ice-white hairline of a new moon the gibbous rest:   

Global, blue, Columbian, a blue dull, definite and thin as the first day   

Of February when, in the steamed and freezing capital cash built  

Without a plan to be its own best monument its skyline set in stacks  

Like poker chips (signed: “Autodidact”), at the crux of a view there crosses  

A flatcar-trailer piled with five of the cheaper sort of yachts, tarpaulined,  

Plus one youth in purple pants, a maid in her uniform and an “it’s not real  

Anything” Cossack hat and coat, a bus one quarter full of strangers, and   

The other familiar fixings of lengthening short days: “He’s outgrown them  

Before you can turn around” and see behind you the landscape of the past  

Where beached boats bask and the terraced cliffs are hung with oranges  

Among dark star-gleaming leaves and descending the dizzying rough stairs  

Littered with goat turd beads—such packaging—you—he-she— 

One—someone—stops to break off a bit of myrtle and recite all the lines  

Of Goethe that come back, and those in French, “Connais-tu...?” the air  

Fills with chalk dust from banged erasers, behind the February dunes  

Ice-boats speed and, among the reeds, there winds a little frozen stream  

Where kids in kapok ice skate and play at Secret City as the sun  

Sets before dinner, the snow on fields turns pink and under the hatched ice  

The water slides darkly and over it a never before seen liquefaction of the sun  

In a chemical yellow greener than sulphur a flash of petroleum by-product  

Unbelievable, unwanted and as lovely as though someone you knew all your life  

Said the one inconceivable thing and then went on washing dishes: the sky   

Flows with impersonal passion and loosening jet trails (eyes tearing from the cold)  

And on the beach, between the foam frozen in a thick scalloped edging so like  

Weird cheek mottling pillow case embroidery, on the water-darkened sand the waves  

Keep free of frost a gull strangles on a length of nylon fish line and the dog  

Trots proudly off, tail held high, to bury a future dinner among cut grass on a dune:  
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The ice boats furl their sails and all pile into cars and go off to the supermarket  

Its inviting foods and cleansers sold under tunes with sealed-in memory flavor  

“Hot House Rhubarb” “White Rock Girl” “Citrus Futures” “Cheap Bitter Beans” and 

In its parking lot vast as the kiss to which is made the most complete surrender  

In a setting of leaves, backs of stores, a house on a rise admired for being  

Somewhat older than some others (prettier, too?) a man in a white apron embraces a car  

Briefly in the cold with his eyes as one might hug oneself for warmth for love  

—What a paint job, smooth as an eggplant; what a meaty chest, smooth as an eggplant  

—Is it too much to ask your car to understand you? the converse isn’t and the sky  

Maps out new roads so that, driving at right angles to the wind, clouds in ranks  

Contrive in diminishing perspective a part of a picture postcard of a painting  

Over oak scrub where a filling station has: gas, a locked toilet (to keep dirt in)  

A busted soda pop machine, no maps and “I couldn’t tell you thet” so  

The sky empties itself to a color, there, where yesterday’s puddle   

Offers its hospitality to people-trash and nature-trash in tans and silvers  

And black grit like that in comers of a room in this or that cheap dump   

Where the ceiling light bums night and day and we stare at or into each   

Other’s eyes in hope the other reads there what he reads: snow, wind   

Lifted; black water, slashed with white, and that which is, which is beyond   

Happiness or love or mixed with them or more than they or less, unchanging change,   

“Look,” the ocean said (it was tumbled, like our sheets) 

“Look in my eyes” 

 

From issue no. 53 (Winter 1972) 

 

“James Schuyler is my favorite New York School poet,” writes Henri Cole. “ ‘The Crystal Lithium’ is the first 

of his great, long-lined, long poems. ‘All six senses are at play, plus of tone and form,’ as James Merrill 

observed of this shy poet’s wonderful poems, which prove that a ‘ “reverence for life” doesn’t have to be 

boring.’ Readers of this poem should remember that lithium compounds, known as lithium salts, are used as a 

psychiatric medication, primarily for bipolar disorder.” 

 

Listen to Henri Cole read this poem. 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fc77e8c373&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=96d5292fa9&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=ea277a77e6&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fc77e8c373&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fc77e8c373&e=d538c8f2e0
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WORDS by KELUNDRA SMITH | PHOTOS by CHUCK MARCUS 

— 

 

When Shanequa Gay thinks of her Atlanta, she envisions old school Crown Vics and Cadillacs painted 

with brand logos and rolling on 24-inch spinners. She remembers the ’90s-era Black college student spring 

break celebration, Freaknik. She laughs reminiscing about trips to The Mall West End, which 

she affectionately calls the United States of Black People. However, the Atlanta of Gay’s youth is much 

changed. 

As the City in a Forest becomes the Hollywood of the South, multimillion-dollar mixed-use developments 

have replaced historically Black communities. Gay, 44, spent her early childhood on the south side of the city. 

When she was in second grade, her family moved to Riverdale in nearby Clayton County. At the time, the 

now predominantly Black area was mostly white, and Gay recalls feeling like Dorothy in “The Wiz.” But 

over time, like Dorothy, Gay adapted, listening to heavy metal and adding films such as “The Breakfast 

Club” to her pop culture lexicon. 

Reconciling her love of a bygone Atlanta and her experience of girlhood has become the focus of Gay’s 

recent work. In her collection, “The Beautiful Tale of Atlannahland,” her enchantment with the city as 

an urban playground and her affinity for incorporating fauna in her work coalesce. Little girls, whose faces 

are represented by zebras, wear crowns composed of the remnants of old Atlanta. The crowns are adorned 

with peaches, watermelons, and images of the city’s first Black mayor, Maynard Jackson, as well as the Pink 

Pig ride at Rich’s department store, Blue Magic hair grease, and hot Cheetos. 
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Atlanta artist Shanequa Gay (Photo by Chuck Marcus) 
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Pieces from “The Beautiful Tale of Atlannahland” have been exhibited at the Jackson Fine Art gallery and 

Syracuse University’s Community Folk Art Center. They’ll soon make their way, along with new work, to the 

2022 Venice Biennale as part of the “Personal Structures” exhibition, curated by the European Cultural 

Centre. 
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Looking back on a childhood of scribbling on her bedroom walls, Gay recognizes that the love and support of 

her family has been essential to her success. Gay, who earned her bachelor’s degree from Savannah College 

of Art and Design and an MFA from Georgia State University, says that homing in on girlhood has given her 

the chance to create a universe where the people she grew up around are celebrated. 

Bitter Southerner contributor Kelundra Smith sat down with Gay; her mother, Malinda Bell; and her son, 

Yasir Shakur, to talk about childhood memories, the labor of art, and cultivating creativity. 

 

Carry the Wait, 2021 
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Shanequa Gay poses with her mother, Malinda Bell, and son, Yasir Shakur. (Photo by Chuck Marcus) 

 

Kelundra Smith: I want to talk about the appearance of the natural world in your work. I recall the image of 

deer heads on human bodies being chased by police in some of your earlier pieces. Now, it seems to be about 

something else. 

Shanequa Gay: When I started The FAIR GAME Project, it formed from my dreamscape. I kept having 

dreams about Black men running from each other and police officers. I was bothered by that because the work 

I was creating at the time was more on tropes of Blackness, like church scenes. I decided to tackle it against 

my own better judgment. When I look at it now, it’s didactic. I was in the space of correlating Black men 

leaping and jumping with godlike forms. On Egyptian tombs, you always see them amalgamating themselves 

with animal forms. All cultures combine themselves with the animal. There’s a reason why, here in America, 

all these sports teams are named after wolves, tigers, ravens. We see in all animals some form of courage that 

we aspire to [have]. 
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When it comes to Black women, the reason I was drawn to the zebra is because they are so community-

driven. I read somewhere that a zebra will not sleep unless another zebra is next to it. When I think about 

Black culture, I want to see that. 

KS: Who are the divine women in your life? 

SG: I grew up in a village of loving women. In some tribal cultures, mother means home. On my father’s 

side, these women are a representation of what power looks like. They have girth and they are swarthy. They 

have the grandmomma arms that make good collard greens. I never felt like I looked like them. I never had 

meat on my bones until COVID-19. Now, I’ve earned it. On my mother’s side, I think about how the power 

women in Shakespearean plays had was in their language. They have power of the tongue to will things. 

 

Creation, 2019, archival pigment print 
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But I also saw how they would cower under men — all of their strength would be taken to please men. I 

wondered, what is the place called where they don’t have to do that in order to be loved? How do I create a 

world where they are larger than life, more than enough, and powerful? 
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Care Watch, 2021 

 

 

KS: Recently, you created these crowns in your work that are inspired by “old Atlanta.” 

SG: Atlanta is a representation of Black freedom. ... “Atlannahland” is inspired by “The Wiz,” and I think our 

wiz would have been Maynard Jackson. When I think about honesty and integrity, I think about Maynard 

Jackson and Three Stacks [another name for rapper Andre 3000]. 

KS: Let’s talk about girlhood, which is your artistic focus as of late. 

SG: All of this is a makeup of my memory — of what I needed or did not have as a Black girl. I didn’t see 

myself in the movies and books I loved, like “The NeverEnding Story,” “Alice in Wonderland,” and “The 

Little Mermaid.” When you think about these stories, a lot of the time, they are pulling from African folklore. 

... 

I am making up a wonderland in the continuation of “The Wiz,” because I don’t know where we go beyond 

that. I’ve never seen it, so I have to make it up as I go along. How and when do Black girls see themselves on 

white wall spaces? 

KS: Do you recall a specific incident of feeling othered? 

SG: In second or third grade, I went to G.W. Northcutt Elementary in Atlanta, a predominantly Black school. 

When we moved to Riverdale, I went to E.J. Swint Elementary, and one of the white kids who went to school 

with me at Northcutt was in my class at my new school. She turned to me and asked, “What do you feel about 

this new school? There aren’t as many n-----s.” I remember hearing that word as a term of endearment among 

my family, but I never heard it in a racist context. I was trying to understand [if she was] calling me a n-----. I 

took that to my mom. I asked her, “What are n-----s?” 

I have this collection I’m working on called “Practicing Blackness.” I’m Black, but there’s also this white-

girlness. I’d go to my cousin’s house and they would make fun of me. My mother was shoving good diction 

down my throat and my cousins were popping their tongues and asking, “Why you talking like that?” I 

remember going in the bathroom to practice talking Black because it seemed like such a challenge. My 

Blackness was not the same as theirs. ... Now, I feel like I create this Black work to prove that I’m Black, 

always trying to identify with the person I am. 
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Recovering Maynard, 2021 
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Acceptance, 2019, archival pigment print 
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KS: Ms. Malinda, I understand you started keeping a journal of what it was like to raise an artist. When did 

you know Shanequa had artistic talent? 

Malinda Bell: Sending [Shanequa] to her room was never punishment, because she would draw, color, and 

read. When she was about 11 or 12, we sent her to her room and she came out hours later and she had drawn 

these huge caricatures all over her wall. As a parent, my first reaction was, “I know you didn’t draw on my 

walls.” But they were so good. When she was about 13, we started getting her art classes. I knew she was 

gifted, and I knew it would open doors for her. 

Her junior year of high school, she had an art teacher and they used to bump heads to the point that Shanequa 

asked me to transfer her out of the class. I refused because I felt like the teacher saw something in her and she 

was trying to draw the extra out of her. At the end of the school year, when they had honors night, the teacher 

invited her. She ended up winning artist of the year. Sometimes, we can see things our children can’t see at 

the time. 

KS: As a parent, did her pursuit of art ever scare you? 

MB: It never scared me. As a parent, I just wanted to make room for her creativity. Can I say it always went 

the way I thought it should go? No. ... She’s always been strong-willed. She was born with her fist up in the 

air. 

KS: How did you make home a space where she could create? 

MB: She always had a lot of books. If you look at her home now, there are a lot of books. We made readily 

accessible to her things that would allow her to do what she wanted to do, especially in the arts. She started 

playing the violin in third or fourth grade. I think all of those things helped develop another level of creativity 

in her. She’s a creative genius — she’ll challenge things we believe to be normal and make it her own. The 

way she can see things in her mind and translate it on paper is just phenomenal, and yes, I’m prejudiced 

because I’m her mom. 
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Malinda Bell and her daughter, Shanequa Gay (Photo by Chuck Marcus) 
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Shanequa Gay and her son, Yasir Shakur (Photo by Chuck Marcus) 

 

KS: Yasir, you’re a drummer and producer. What kind of music did your mom play when you were growing 

up? 

Yasir Shakur: A little bit of Lil Wayne, a lot of Common, Mos Def, De La Soul, KRS-One, and A Tribe 

Called Quest. I was raised as a golden-age-of-hip-hop child. I had my uncle, who was playing Gucci Mane, 

Ludacris, and Young Jeezy. Then, my dad is a recording artist, and when I lived with him, he introduced me 

to everything about hip-hop. ... [Mom] dumped all of this amazing hip-hop music onto me. She played so 

much music, but her favorite album to play when I was a child was “Be” by Common. 

KS: How did your mom encourage your creativity? 
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YS: Mom doesn’t have a lot of leisure time. She works hard to share her work with the world. Seeing her in 

that mode has made me want to create my own path and do something for myself. I want to make something 

great for myself because she did it. Every generation should do something different. Mom says we’re all 

educators and we love to educate people in different ways. One of our cousins is a talented baseball player. 

He’s started a program to teach kids. We have a cousin [who was a researcher] at Duke, another who does 

photography. It can only inspire a young person to not want to be a copycat and be great. 

KS: What do you wish you had known before pursuing this path? 

SG: I wish I had known that I don’t have to do it by myself. Help is an OK thing. [As an artist, people] tell 

you to say yes to everything, but I’ve learned that when I say no to more things, [I end up] where I want to go. 

I’ve always had an unbelievable belief in myself, and that came from my grandfather. He instilled in me that I 

was special, beautiful, and necessary. He and my uncles would always call me queen. They put food in me 

that I have never digested.  
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Kelundra Smith is a playwright, theater critic, and arts journalist whose mission is to connect people to 

cultural experiences and each other. Her work has appeared in The New York Times, Oxford American, Food 

& Wine, American Theatre, and elsewhere. She is a member of the American Theatre Critics Association and 

the Society of Professional Journalists. She also teaches workshops about addressing cultural identity in 

cultural criticism at theaters and universities across the country. Follow her on Instagram 

@anotherpieceofkay for musings on life, art and everything else. 

 

 

Chuck Marcus is an Atlanta-based freelance photographer. Born and raised in New York City, he has over a 

decade of work shooting for brands such as Adidas, Nike, Kith NYC, Footlocker, New Balance, and Red Bull, 

just to scratch the surface. In 2012, he began ChuckMarcus Photography, a digital and print brand that 

organically communicates concepts and ideas through photography and creative direction. 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/shanequa-gay-standing-with-

zebras?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=3%2F15%20-

%20Tuesday%20%28Shanequa%20Gay%29%20%28UHETQ7%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/shanequa-gay-standing-with-zebras?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=3%2F15%20-%20Tuesday%20%28Shanequa%20Gay%29%20%28UHETQ7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/shanequa-gay-standing-with-zebras?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=3%2F15%20-%20Tuesday%20%28Shanequa%20Gay%29%20%28UHETQ7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/shanequa-gay-standing-with-zebras?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=3%2F15%20-%20Tuesday%20%28Shanequa%20Gay%29%20%28UHETQ7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/shanequa-gay-standing-with-zebras?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=3%2F15%20-%20Tuesday%20%28Shanequa%20Gay%29%20%28UHETQ7%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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The Adventure of Wisteria Lodge 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

1. The Singular Experience of Mr. John Scott Eccles 

I find it recorded in my notebook that it was a bleak and windy day towards the end of March in the year 

1892. Holmes had received a telegram while we sat at our lunch, and he had scribbled a reply. He made no 

remark, but the matter remained in his thoughts, for he stood in front of the fire afterwards with a thoughtful 

face, smoking his pipe, and casting an occasional glance at the message. Suddenly he turned upon me with a 

mischievous twinkle in his eyes. 

"I suppose, Watson, we must look upon you as a man of letters," said he. "How do you define the word 

'grotesque'?" 

"Strange--remarkable," I suggested. 

He shook his head at my definition. 

"There is surely something more than that," said he; "some underlying suggestion of the tragic and the 

terrible. If you cast your mind back to some of those narratives with which you have afflicted a long-suffering 

public, you will recognize how often the grotesque has deepened into the criminal. Think of that little affair of 

the red-headed men. That was grotesque enough in the outset, and yet it ended in a desperate attempt at 

robbery. Or, again, there was that most grotesque affair of the five orange pips, which let straight to a 

murderous conspiracy. The word puts me on the alert." 

"Have you it there?" I asked. 

He read the telegram aloud. 

"Have just had most incredible and grotesque experience. May I consult you? 

"Scott Eccles, "Post Office, Charing Cross." 

"Man or woman?" I asked. 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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"Oh, man, of course. No woman would ever send a reply-paid telegram. She would have come." 

"Will you see him?" 

"My dear Watson, you know how bored I have been since we locked up Colonel Carruthers. My mind is like 

a racing engine, tearing itself to pieces because it is not connected up with the work for which it was built. 

Life is commonplace, the papers are sterile; audacity and romance seem to have passed forever from the 

criminal world. Can you ask me, then, whether I am ready to look into any new problem, however trivial it 

may prove? But here, unless I am mistaken, is our client." 

A measured step was heard upon the stairs, and a moment later a stout, tall, gray-whiskered and solemnly 

respectable person was ushered into the room. His life history was written in his heavy features and pompous 

manner. From his spats to his gold-rimmed spectacles he was a Conservative, a churchman, a good citizen, 

orthodox and conventional to the last degree. But some amazing experience had disturbed his native 

composure and left its traces in his bristling hair, his flushed, angry cheeks, and his flurried, excited manner. 

He plunged instantly into his business. 

"I have had a most singular and unpleasant experience, Mr. Holmes," said he. "Never in my life have I been 

placed in such a situation. It is most improper--most outrageous. I must insist upon some explanation." He 

swelled and puffed in his anger. 

"Pray sit down, Mr. Scott Eccles," said Holmes in a soothing voice. "May I ask, in the first place, why you 

came to me at all?" 

"Well, sir, it did not appear to be a matter which concerned the police, and yet, when you have heard the facts, 

you must admit that I could not leave it where it was. Private detectives are a class with whom I have 

absolutely no sympathy, but none the less, having heard your name--" 

"Quite so. But, in the second place, why did you not come at once?" 

Holmes glanced at his watch. 

"It is a quarter-past two," he said. "Your telegram was dispatched about one. But no one can glance at your 

toilet and attire without seeing that your disturbance dates from the moment of your waking." 

Our client smoothed down his unbrushed hair and felt his unshaven chin. 

"You are right, Mr. Holmes. I never gave a thought to my toilet. I was only too glad to get out of such a 

house. But I have been running round making inquiries before I came to you. I went to the house agents, you 
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know, and they said that Mr. Garcia's rent was paid up all right and that everything was in order at Wisteria 

Lodge." 

"Come, come, sir," said Holmes, laughing. "You are like my friend, Dr. Watson, who has a bad habit of 

telling his stories wrong end foremost. Please arrange your thoughts and let me know, in their due sequence, 

exactly what those events are which have sent you out unbrushed and unkempt, with dress boots and 

waistcoat buttoned awry, in search of advice and assistance." 

Our client looked down with a rueful face at his own unconventional appearance. 

"I'm sure it must look very bad, Mr. Holmes, and I am not aware that in my whole life such a thing has ever 

happened before. But will tell you the whole queer business, and when I have done so you will admit, I am 

sure, that there has been enough to excuse me." 

But his narrative was nipped in the bud. There was a bustle outside, and Mrs. Hudson opened the door to 

usher in two robust and official-looking individuals, one of whom was well known to us as Inspector Gregson 

of Scotland Yard, an energetic, gallant, and, within his limitations, a capable officer. He shook hands with 

Holmes and introduced his comrade as Inspector Baynes, of the Surrey Constabulary. 

"We are hunting together, Mr. Holmes, and our trail lay in this direction." He turned his bulldog eyes upon 

our visitor. "Are you Mr. John Scott Eccles, of Popham House, Lee?" 

"I am." 

"We have been following you about all the morning." 

"You traced him through the telegram, no doubt," said Holmes. 

"Exactly, Mr. Holmes. We picked up the scent at Charing Cross Post-Office and came on here." 

"But why do you follow me? What do you want?" 

"We wish a statement, Mr. Scott Eccles, as to the events which let up to the death last night of Mr. Aloysius 

Garcia, of Wisteria Lodge, near Esher." 

Our client had sat up with staring eyes and every tinge of colour struck from his astonished face. 

"Dead? Did you say he was dead?" 
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"Yes, sir, he is dead." 

"But how? An accident?" 

"Murder, if ever there was one upon earth." 

"Good God! This is awful! You don't mean--you don't mean that I am suspected?" 

"A letter of yours was found in the dead man's pocket, and we know by it that you had planned to pass last 

night at his house." 

"So I did." 

"Oh, you did, did you?" 

Out came the official notebook. 

"Wait a bit, Gregson," said Sherlock Holmes. "All you desire is a plain statement, is it not?" 

"And it is my duty to warn Mr. Scott Eccles that it may be used against him." 

"Mr. Eccles was going to tell us about it when you entered the room. I think, Watson, a brandy and soda 

would do him no harm. Now, sir, I suggest that you take no notice of this addition to your audience, and that 

you proceed with your narrative exactly as you would have done had you never been interrupted." 

Our visitor had gulped off the brandy and the colour had returned to his face. With a dubious glance at the 

inspector's notebook, he plunged at once into his extraordinary statement. 

"I am a bachelor," said he, "and being of a sociable turn I cultivate a large number of friends. Among these 

are the family of a retired brewer called Melville, living at Abermarle Mansion, Kensington. It was at his table 

that I met some weeks ago a young fellow named Garcia. He was, I understood, of Spanish descent and 

connected in some way with the embassy. He spoke perfect English, was pleasing in his manners, and as 

good-looking a man as ever I saw in my life. 

"In some way we struck up quite a friendship, this young fellow and I. He seemed to take a fancy to me from 

the first, and within two days of our meeting he came to see me at Lee. One thing led to another, and it ended 

in his inviting me out to spend a few days at his house, Wisteria Lodge, between Esher and Oxshott. 

Yesterday evening I went to Esher to fulfil this engagement. 
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"He had described his household to me before I went there. He lived with a faithful servant, a countryman of 

his own, who looked after all his needs. This fellow could speak English and did his housekeeping for him. 

Then there was a wonderful cook, he said, a half-breed whom he had picked up in his travels, who could serve 

an excellent dinner. I remember that he remarked what a queer household it was to find in the heart of Surrey, 

and that I agreed with him, though it has proved a good deal queerer than I thought. 

"I drove to the place--about two miles on the south side of Esher. The house was a fair-sized one, standing 

back from the road, with a curving drive which was banked with high evergreen shrubs. It was an old, 

tumbledown building in a crazy state of disrepair. When the trap pulled up on the grass-grown drive in front 

of the blotched and weather-stained door, I had doubts as to my wisdom in visiting a man whom I knew so 

slightly. He opened the door himself, however, and greeted me with a great show of cordiality. I was handed 

over to the manservant, a melancholy, swarthy individual, who led the way, my bag in his hand, to my 

bedroom. The whole place was depressing. Our dinner was tete-a-tete, and though my host did his best to be 

entertaining, his thoughts seemed to continually wander, and he talked so vaguely and wildly that I could 

hardly understand him. He continually drummed his fingers on the table, gnawed his nails, and gave other 

signs of nervous impatience. The dinner itself was neither well served nor well cooked, and the gloomy 

presence of the taciturn servant did not help to enliven us. I can assure you that many times in the course of 

the evening I wished that I could invent some excuse which would take me back to Lee. 

"One thing comes back to my memory which may have a bearing upon the business that you two gentlemen 

are investigating. I thought nothing of it at the time. Near the end of dinner a note was handed in by the 

servant. I noticed that after my host had read it he seemed even more distrait and strange than before. He gave 

up all pretence at conversation and sat, smoking endless cigarettes, lost in his own thoughts, but he made no 

remark as to the contents. About eleven I was glad to go to bed. Some time later Garcia looked in at my door-

-the room was dark at the time- -and asked me if I had rung. I said that I had not. He apologized for having 

disturbed me so late, saying that it was nearly one o'clock. I dropped off after this and slept soundly all night. 

"And now I come to the amazing part of my tale. When I woke it was broad daylight. I glanced at my watch, 

and the time was nearly nine. I had particularly asked to be called at eight, so I was very much astonished at 

this forgetfulness. I sprang up and rang for the servant. There was no response. I rang again and again, with 

the same result. Then I came to the conclusion that the bell was out of order. I huddled on my clothes and 

hurried downstairs in an exceedingly bad temper to order some hot water. You can imagine my surprise when 

I found that there was no one there. I shouted in the hall. There was no answer. Then I ran from room to room. 

All were deserted. My host had shown me which was his bedroom the night before, so I knocked at the door. 

No reply. I turned the handle and walked in. The room was empty, and the bed had never been slept in. He 

had gone with the rest. The foreign host, the foreign footman, the foreign cook, all had vanished in the night! 

That was the end of my visit to Wisteria Lodge." 

Sherlock Holmes was rubbing his hands and chuckling as he added this bizarre incident to his collection of 

strange episodes. 

"Your experience is, so far as I know, perfectly unique," said he. "May I ask, sir, what you did then?" 
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"I was furious. My first idea was that I had been the victim of some absurd practical joke. I packed my things, 

banged the hall door behind me, and set off for Esher, with my bag in my hand. I called at Allan Brothers', the 

chief land agents in the village, and found that it was from this firm that the villa had been rented. It struck me 

that the whole proceeding could hardly be for the purpose of making a fool of me, and that the main objet 

must be to get out of the rent. It is late in March, so quarter- day is at hand. But this theory would not work. 

The agent was obliged to me for my warning, but told me that the rent had been paid in advance. Then I made 

my way to town and called at the Spanish embassy. The man was unknown there. After this I went to see 

Melville, at whose house I had first met Garcia, but I found that he really knew rather less about him than I 

did. Finally when I got your reply to my wire I came out to you, since I gather that you are a person who gives 

advice in difficult cases. But now, Mr. Inspector, I understand, from what you said when you entered the 

room, that you can carry the story on, and that some tragedy had occurred. I can assure you that every word I 

have said is the truth, and that, outside of what I have told you, I know absolutely nothing about the fate of 

this man. My only desire is to help the law in every possible way." 

"I am sure of it, Mr. Scott Eccles--I am sure of it," said Inspector Gregson in a very amiable tone. "I am bound 

to say that everything which you have said agrees very closely with the facts as they have come to our notice. 

For example, there was that note which arrived during dinner. Did you chance to observe what became of it?" 

"Yes, I did. Garcia rolled it up and threw it into the fire." 

"What do you say to that, Mr. Baynes?" 

The country detective was a stout, puffy, red man, whose face was only redeemed from grossness by two 

extraordinarily bright eyes, almost hidden behind the heavy creases of cheek and brow. With a slow smile he 

drew a folded and discoloured scrap of paper from his pocket. 

"It was a dog-grate, Mr. Holmes, and he overpitched it. I picked this out unburned from the back of it." 

Holmes smiled his appreciation. 

"You must have examined the house very carefully to find a single pellet of paper." 

"I did, Mr. Holmes. It's my way. Shall I read it, Mr. Gregson?" 

The Londoner nodded. 

"The note is written upon ordinary cream-laid paper without watermark. It is a quarter-sheet. The paper is cut 

off in two snips with a short-bladed scissors. It has been folded over three times and sealed with purple wax, 

put on hurriedly and pressed down with some flat oval object. It is addressed to Mr. Garcia, Wisteria Lodge. It 

says: 
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"Our own colours, green and white. Green open, white shut. Main stair, first corridor, seventh right, green 

baize. Godspeed. D. 

"It is a woman's writing, done with a sharp-pointed pen, but the address is either done with another pen or by 

someone else. It is thicker and bolder, as you see." 

"A very remarkable note," said Holmes, glancing it over. "I must compliment you, Mr. Baynes, upon your 

attention to detail in your examination of it. A few trifling points might perhaps be added. The oval seal is 

undoubtedly a plain sleeve-link--what else is of such a shape? The scissors were bent nail scissors. Short as 

the two snips are, you can distinctly see the same slight curve in each." 

The country detective chuckled. 

"I thought I had squeezed all the juice out of it, but I see there was a little over," he said. "I'm bound to say 

that I make nothing of the note except that there was something on hand, and that a woman, as usual was at 

the bottom of it." 

Mr. Scott Eccles had fidgeted in his seat during this conversation. 

"I am glad you found the note, since it corroborates my story," said he. "But I beg to point out that I have not 

yet heard what has happened to Mr. Garcia, nor what has become of his household." 

"As to Garcia," said Gregson, "that is easily answered. He was found dead this morning upon Oxshott 

Common, nearly a mile from his home. His head had been smashed to pulp by heavy blows of a sandbag or 

some such instrument, which had crushed rather than wounded. It is a lonely corner, and there is no house 

within a quarter of a mile of the spot. He had apparently been struck down first from behind, but his assailant 

had gone on beating him long after he was dead. It was a most furious assault. There are no footsteps nor any 

clue to the criminals." 

"Robbed?" 

"No, there was no attempt at robbery." 

"This is very painful--very painful and terrible," said Mr. Scott Eccles in a querulous voice, "but it is really 

uncommonly hard on me. I had nothing to do with my host going off upon a nocturnal excursion and meeting 

so sad an end. How do I come to be mixed up with the case?" 

"Very simply, sir," Inspector Baynes answered. "The only document found in the pocket of the deceased was 

a letter from you saying that you would be with him on the night of his death. It was the envelope of this letter 
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which gave us the dead man's name and address. It was after nine this morning when we reached his house 

and found neither you nor anyone else inside it. I wired to Mr. Gregson to run you down in London while I 

examined Wisteria Lodge. Then I came into town, joined Mr. Gregson, and here we are." 

"I think now," said Gregson, rising, "we had best put this matter into an official shape. You will come round 

with us to the station, Mr. Scott Eccles, and let us have your statement in writing." 

"Certainly, I will come at once. But I retain your services, Mr. Holmes. I desire you to spare no expense and 

no pains to get at the truth." 

My friend turned to the country inspector. 

"I suppose that you have no objection to my collaborating with you, Mr. Baynes?" 

"Highly honoured, sir, I am sure." 

"You appear to have been very prompt and businesslike in all that you have done. Was there any clue, may I 

ask, as to the exact hour that the man met his death?" 

"He had been there since one o'clock. There was rain about that time, and his death had certainly been before 

the rain." 

"But that is perfectly impossible, Mr. Baynes," cried our client. "His voice is unmistakable. I could swear to it 

that it was he who addressed me in my bedroom at that very hour." 

"Remarkable, but by no means impossible," said Holmes, smiling. 

"You have a clue?" asked Gregson. 

"On the face of it the case is not a very complex one, though it certainly presents some novel and interesting 

features. A further knowledge of facts is necessary before I would venture to give a final and definite opinion. 

By the way, Mr. Baynes, did you find anything remarkable besides this note in your examination of the 

house?" 

The detective looked at my friend in a singular way. 

"There were," said he, "one or two very remarkable things. Perhaps when I have finished at the police-station 

you would care to come out and give me your opinion of them." 
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In am entirely at your service," said Sherlock Holmes, ringing the bell. "You will show these gentlemen out, 

Mrs. Hudson, and kindly send the boy with this telegram. He is to pay a five- shilling reply." 

We sat for some time in silence after our visitors had left. Holmes smoked hard, with his browns drawn down 

over his keen eyes, and his head thrust forward in the eager way characteristic of the man. 

"Well, Watson," he asked, turning suddenly upon me, "what do you make of it?" 

"I can make nothing of this mystification of Scott Eccles." 

"But the crime?" 

"Well, taken with the disappearance of the man's companions, I should say that they were in some way 

concerned in the murder and had fled from justice." 

"That is certainly a possible point of view. On the face of it you must admit, however, that it is very strange 

that his two servants should have been in a conspiracy against him and should have attacked him on the one 

night when he had a guest. They had him alone at their mercy every other night in the week." 

"Then why did they fly?" 

"Quite so. Why did they fly? There is a big fact. Another big fact is the remarkable experience of our client, 

Scott Eccles. Now, my dear Watson, is it beyond the limits of human ingenuity to furnish an explanation 

which would cover both of these big facts? If it were one which would also admit of the mysterious note with 

its very curious phraseology, why, then it would be worth accepting as a temporary hypothesis. If the fresh 

facts which come to our knowledge all fit themselves into the scheme, then our hypothesis may gradually 

become a solution." 

"But what is our hypothesis?" 

Holmes leaned back in his chair with half-closed eyes. 

"You must admit, my dear Watson, that the idea of a joke is impossible. There were grave events afoot, as the 

sequel showed, and the coaxing of Scott Eccles to Wisteria Lodge had some connection with them." 

"But what possible connection?" 
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"Let us take it link by link. There is, on the face of it, something unnatural about this strange and sudden 

friendship between the young Spaniard and Scott Eccles. It was the former who forced the pace. He called 

upon Eccles at the other end of London on the very day after he first met him, and he kept in close touch with 

him until he got him down to Esher. Now, what did he want with Eccles? What could Eccles supply? I see no 

charm in the man. He is not particulary intelligent--not a man likely to be congenial to a quick-witted Latin. 

Why, then, was he picked out from all the other people whom Garcia met as particularly suited to his 

purpose? Has he any one outstanding quality? I say that he has. He is the very type of conventional British 

respectability, and the very man as a witness to impress another Briton. You saw yourself how neither of the 

inspectors dreamed of questioning his statement, extraordinary as it was." 

"But what was he to witness?" 

"Nothing, as things turned out, but everything had they gone another way. That is how I read the matter." 

"I see, he might have proved an alibi." 

"Exactly, my dear Watson; he might have proved an alibi. We will suppose, for argument's sake, that the 

household of Wisteria Lodge are confederates in some design. The attempt, whatever it may be, is to come 

off, we will say, before one o'clock. By some juggling of the clocks it is quite possible that they may have got 

Scott Eccles to bed earlier than he thought, but in any case it is likely that when Garcia went out of his way to 

tell him that it was one it was really not more than twelve. If Garcia could do whatever he had to do and be 

back by the hour mentioned he had evidently a powerful reply to any accusation. Here was this irreproachable 

Englishman ready to swear in any court of law that the accused was in the house all the time. It was an 

insurance against the worst." 

"Yes, yes, I see that. But how about the disappearance of the others?" 

"I have not all my facts yet, but I do not think there are any insuperable difficulties. Still, it is an error to argue 

in front of your data. You find yourself insensibly twisting them round to fit your theories." 

"And the message?" 

"How did it run? 'Our own colours, green and white.' Sounds like racing. 'Green open, white shut.' That is 

clearly a signal. 'Main stair, first corridor, seventh right, green baize.' This is an assignation. We may find a 

jealous husband at the bottom of it all. It was clearly a dangerous quest. She would not have said 'Godspeed' 

had it not been so. 'D'--that should be a guide." 

"The man was a Spaniard. I suggest that 'D' stands for Dolores, a common female name in Spain." 
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"Good, Watson, very good--but quite inadmissable. A Spaniard would write to a Spaniard in Spanish. The 

writer of this note is certainly English. Well, we can only possess our soul in patience until this excellent 

inspector come back for us. Meanwhile we can thank our lucky fate which has rescued us for a few short 

hours from the insufferable fatigues of idleness." 

An answer had arrived to Holmes's telegram before our Surrey officer had returned. Holmes read it and was 

about to place it in his notebook when he caught a glimpse of my expectant face. He tossed it across with a 

laugh. 

"We are moving in exalted circles," said he. 

The telegram was a list of names and addresses: 

Lord Harringby, The Dingle; Sir George Ffolliott, Oxshott Towers; Mr. Hynes Hynes, J.P., Purdley Place; 

Mr. James Baker Williams, Forton Old Hall; Mr. Henderson, High Gable; Rev. Joshua Stone, Nether 

Walsling. 

"This is a very obvious way of limiting our field of operations," said Holmes. "No doubt Baynes, with his 

methodical mind, has already adopted some similar plan." 

"I don't quite understand." 

"Well, my dear fellow, we have already arrived at the conclusion that the massage received by Garcia at 

dinner was an appointment or an assignation. Now, if the obvious reading of it is correct, and in order to keep 

the tryst one has to ascend a main stair and seek the seventh door in a corridor, it is perfectly clear that the 

house is a very large one. It is equally certain that this house cannot be more than a mile or two from Oxshott, 

since Garcia was walking in that direction and hoped, according to my reading of the facts, to be back in 

Wisteria Lodge in time to avail himself of an alibi, which would only be valid up to one o'clock. As the 

number of large houses close to Oxshott must be limited, I adopted the obvious method of sending to the 

agents mentioned by Scott Eccles and obtaining a list of them. Here they are in this telegram, and the other 

end of our tangled skein must lie among them." 

It was nearly six o'clock before we found ourselves in the pretty Surrey village of Esher, with Inspector 

Baynes as our companion. 

Holmes and I had taken things for the night, and found comfortable quarters at the Bull. Finally we set out in 

the company of the detective on our visit to Wisteria Lodge. It was a cold, dark March evening, with a sharp 

wind and a fine rain beating upon our faces, a fit setting for the wild common over which our road passed and 

the tragic goal to which it led us. 
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2. The Tiger of San Pedro 

A cold and melancholy walk of a couple of miles brought us to a high wooden gate, which opened into a 

gloomy avenue of chestnuts. The curved and shadowed drive led us to a low, dark house, pitch- black against 

a slate-coloured sky. From the front window upon the left of the door there peeped a glimmer of a feeble 

light. 

"There's a constable in possession," said Baynes. "I'll knock at the window." He stepped across the grass plot 

and tapped with his hand on the pane. Through the fogged glass I dimly saw a man spring up from a chair 

beside the fire, and heard a sharp cry from within the room. An instant later a white-faced, hard- breathing 

policeman had opened the door, the candle wavering in his trembling hand. 

"What's the matter, Walters?" asked Baynes sharply. 

The man mopped his forehead with his handkerchief and agave a long sigh of relief. 

"I am glad you have come, sir. It has been a long evening, and I don't think my nerve is as good as it was." 

"Your nerve, Walters? I should not have thought you had a nerve in your body." 

"Well, sir, it's this lonely, silent house and the queer thing in the kitchen. Then when you tapped at the 

window I thought it had come again." 

"That what had come again?" 

"The devil, sir, for all I know. It was at the window." 

"What was at the window, and when?" 

"It was just about two hours ago. The light was just fading. I was sitting reading in the chair. I don't know 

what made me look up, but there was a face looking in at me through the lower pane. Lord, sir, what a face it 

was! I'll see it in my dreams." 

"Tut, tut, Walters. This is not talk for a police-constable." 

"I know, sir, I know; but it shook me, sir, and there's no use to deny it. It wasn't black, sir, nor was it white, 

nor any colour that I know but a kind of queer shade like clay with a splash of milk in it. Then there was the 

size of it--it was twice yours, sir. And the look of it--the great staring goggle eyes, and the line of white teeth 
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like a hungry beast. I tell you, sir, I couldn't move a finger, nor get my breath, till it whisked away and was 

gone. Out I ran and through the shrubbery, but thank God there was no one there." 

"If I didn't know you were a good man, Walters, I should put a black mark against you for this. If it were the 

devil himself a constable on duty should never thank God that he could not lay his hands upon him. I suppose 

the whole thing is not a vision and a touch of nerves?" 

"That, at least, is very easily settled," said Holmes, lighting his little pocket lantern. "Yes," he reported, after a 

short examination of the grass bed, "a number twelve shoe, I should say. If he was all on the same scale as his 

foot he must certainly have been a giant." 

"What became of him?" 

"He seems to have broken through the shrubbery and made for the road." 

"Well," said the inspector with a grave and thoughtful face, "whoever he may have been, and whatever he 

may have wanted, he's gone for the present, and we have more immediate things to attend to. Now, Mr. 

Holmes, with your permission, I will show you round the house." 

The various bedrooms and sitting-rooms had yielded nothing to a careful search. Apparently the tenants had 

brought little or nothing with them, and all the furniture down to the smallest details had been taken over with 

the house. A good deal of clothing with the stamp of Marx and Co., High Holborn, had been left behind. 

Telegraphic inquiries had been already made which showed that Marx knew nothing of his customer save that 

he was a good payer. Odds and ends, some pipes, a few novels, two of them in Spanish, and old-fashioned 

pinfire revolver, and a guitar were among the personal property. 

"Nothing in all this," said Baynes, stalking, candle in hand, from room to room. "But now, Mr. Holmes, I 

invite your attention to the kitchen." 

It was a gloomy, high-ceilinged room at the back of the house, with a straw litter in one corner, which served 

apparently as a bed for the cook. The table was piled with half-eaten dishes and dirty plates, the debris of last 

night's dinner. 

"Look at this," said Baynes. "What do you make of it?" 

He held up his candle before an extraordinary object which stood at the back of the dresser. It was so wrinkled 

and shrunken and withered that it was difficult to say what it might have been. One could but say that it was 

black and leathery and that it bore some resemblance to a dwarfish, human figure. At first, as I examined it, I 

thought that it was a mummified negro baby, and then it seemed a very twisted and ancient monkey. Finally I 
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was left in doubt as to whether it was animal or human. A double band of white shells were strung round the 

centre of it. 

"Very interesting--very interesting, indeed!" said Holmes, peering at this sinister relic. "Anything more?" 

In silence Baynes led the way to the sink and held forward his candle. The limbs and body of some large, 

white bird, torn savagely to pieces with the feathers still on, were littered all over it. Holmes pointed to the 

wattles on the severed head. 

"A white cock," said he. "Most interesting! It is really a very curious case." 

But Mr. Baynes had kept his most sinister exhibit to the last. >From under the sink he drew a zinc pail which 

contained a quantity of blood. Then from the table he took a platter heaped with small pieces of charred bone. 

"Something has been killed and something has been burned. We raked all these out of the fire. We had a 

doctor in this morning. He says that they are not human." 

Holmes smiled and rubbed his hands. 

"I must congratulate you, Inspector, on handling so distinctive and instructive a case. Your powers, if I may 

say so without offence, seem superior to your opportunities." 

Inspector Baynes's small eyes twinkled with pleasure. 

"You're right, Mr. Holmes. We stagnate in the provinces. A case of this sort gives a man a chance, and I hope 

that I shall take it. What do you make of these bones?" 

"A lamb, I should say, or a kid." 

"And the white cock?" 

"Curious, Mr. Baynes, very curious. I should say almost unique." 

"Yes, sir, there must have been some very strange people with some very strange ways in this house. One of 

them is dead. Did his companions follow him and kill him? If they did we should have them, for every port is 

watched. But my own views are different. Yes, sir, my own views are very different." 
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"You have a theory then?" 

"And I'll work it myself, Mr. Holmes. It's only due to my own credit to do so. Your name is made, but I have 

still to make mine. I should be glad to be able to say afterwards that I had solved it without your help." 

Holmes laughed good-humoredly. 

"Well, well, Inspector," said he. "Do you follow your path and I will follow mine. My results are always very 

much at your service if you care to apply to me for them. I think that I have seen all that I wish in this house, 

and that my time may be more profitably employed elsewhere. Au revoir and good luck!" 

I could tell by numerous subtle signs, which might have been lost upon anyone but myself, that Holmes was 

on a hot scent. As impassive as ever to the casual observer, there were none the less a subdued eagerness and 

suggestion of tension in his brightened eyes and brisker manner which assured me that the game was afoot. 

After his habit he said nothing, and after mine I asked no questions. Sufficient for me to share the sport and 

lend my humble help to the capture without distracting that intent brain with needless interruption. All would 

come round to me in due time. 

I waited, therefore--but to my ever-deepening disappointment I waited in vain. Day succeeded day, and my 

friend took no step forward. One morning he spent in town, and I learned from a casual reference that he had 

visited the British Museum. Save for this one excursion, he spent his days in long and often solitary walks, or 

in chatting with a number of village gossips whose acquaintance he had cultivated. 

"I'm sure, Watson, a week in the country will be invaluable to you," he remarked. "It is very pleasant to see 

the first green shoots upon the hedges and the catkins on the hazels once again. With a spud, a tin box, and an 

elementary book on botany, there are instructive days to be spent." He prowled about with this equipment 

himself, but it was a poor show of plants which he would bring back of an evening. 

Occasionally in our rambles we came across Inspector Baynes. His fat, red face wreathed itself in smiles and 

his small eyes glittered as he greeted my companion. He said little about the case, but from that little we 

gathered that he also was not dissatisfied at the course of events. I must admit, however, that I was somewhat 

surprised when, some five days after the crime, I opened my morning paper to find in large letters: 

THE OXSHOTT MYSTERY A SOLUTION ARREST OF SUPPOSED ASSASSIN 

Holmes sprang in his chair as if he had been stung when I read the headlines. 

"By Jove!" he cried. "You don't mean that Baynes has got him?" 
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"Apparently," said I as I read the following report: 

"Great excitement was caused in Esher and the neighbouring district when it was learned late last night that an 

arrest had been effected in connection with the Oxshott murder. It will be remembered that Mr. Garcia, of 

Wisteria Lodge, was found dead on Oxshott Common, his body showing signs of extreme violence, and that 

on the same night his servant and his cook fled, which appeared to show their participation in the crime. It 

was suggested, but never proved, that the deceased gentleman may have had valuables in the house, and that 

their abstraction was the motive of the crime. Every effort was made by Inspector Baynes, who has the case in 

hand, to ascertain the hiding place of the fugitives, and he had good reason to believe that they had not gone 

far but were lurking in some retreat which had been already prepared. It was certain from the first, however, 

that they would eventually be detected, as the cook, from the evidence of one or two tradespeople who have 

caught a glimpse of him through the window, was a man of most remarkable appearance--being a huge and 

hideous mulatto, with yellowish features of a pronounced negroid type. This man has been seen since the 

crime, for he was detected and pursued by Constable Walters on the same evening, when he had the audacity 

to revisit Wisteria Lodge. Inspector Baynes, considering that such a visit must have some purpose in view and 

was likely, therefore, to be repeated, abandoned the house but left an ambuscade in the shrubbery. The man 

walked into the trap and was captured last night after a struggle in which Constable Downing was badly bitten 

by the savage. We understand that when the prison is brought before the magistrates a remand will be applied 

for by the police, and that great developments are hoped from his capture." 

"Really we must see Baynes at once," cried Holmes, picking up his hat. "We will just catch him before he 

starts." We hurried down the village street and found, as we had expected, that the inspector was just leaving 

his lodgings. 

"You've seen the paper, Mr. Holmes?" he asked, holding one out to us. 

"Yes, Baynes, I've seen it. Pray don't think it a liberty if I give you a word of friendly warning." 

"Of warning, Mr. Holmes?" 

"I have looked into this case with some care, and I am not convinced that you are on the right lines. I don't 

want you to commit yourself too far unless you are sure." 

"You're very kind, Mr. Holmes." 

"I assure you I speak for your good." 

It seemed to me that something like a wink quivered for an instant over one of Mr. Baynes's tiny eyes. 

"We agreed to work on our own lines, Mr. Holmes. That's what I am doing." 
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"Oh, very good," said Holmes. "Don't blame me." 

"No, sir; I believe you mean well by me. But we all have our own systems, Mr. Holmes. You have yours, and 

maybe I have mine." 

"Let us say no more about it." 

"You're welcome always to my news. This fellow is a perfect savage, as strong as a cart-horse and as fierce as 

the devil. He chewed Downing's thumb nearly off before they could master him. He hardly speaks a word of 

English, and we can get nothing out of him but grunts." 

"And you think you have evidence that he murdered his late master?" 

"I didn't say so, Mr. Holmes; I didn't say so. We all have our little ways. You try yours and I will try mine. 

That's the agreement." 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders as we walked away together. "I can't make the man out. He seems to be riding 

for a fall. Well, as he says, we must each try our own way and see what comes of it. But there's something in 

Inspector Baynes which I can't quite understand." 

"Just sit down in that chair, Watson," said Sherlock Holmes when we had returned to our apartment at the 

Bull. "I want to put you in touch with the situation, as I may need your help to-night. Let me show you the 

evolution of this case so far as I have been able to follow it. Simple as it has been in its leading features, it has 

none the less presented surprising difficulties in the way of an arrest. There are gaps in that direction which 

we have still to fill. 

"We will go back to the note which was handed in to Garcia upon the evening of his death. We may put aside 

this idea of Baynes's that Garcia's servants were concerned in the matter. The proof of this lies in the fact that 

it was he who had arranged for the presence of Scott Eccles, which could only have been done for the purpose 

of an alibi. It was Garcia, then, who had an enterprise, and apparently a criminal enterprise, in hand that night 

in the course of which he met his death. I say 'criminal' because only a man with a criminal enterprise desires 

to establish an alibi. Who, then, is most likely to have taken his life? Surely the person against whom the 

criminal enterprise was directed. So far it seems to me that we are on safe ground. 

"We can now see a reason for the disappearance of Garcia's household. They were all confederates in the 

same unknown crime. If it came off when Garcia returned, any possible suspicion would be warded off by the 

Englishman's evidence, and all would be well. But the attempt was a dangerous one, and if Garcia did not 

return by a certain hour it was probable that his own life had been sacrificed. It had been arranged, therefore, 

that in such a case his two subordinates were to make for some prearranged spot where they could escape 
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investigation and be in a position afterwards to renew their attempt. That would fully explain the facts, would 

it not?" 

The whole inexplicable tangle seemed to straighten out before me. I wondered, as I always did, how it had not 

been obvious to me before. 

"But why should one servant return?" 

"We can imagine that in the confusion of flight something precious, something which he could not bear to 

part with, had been left behind. That would explain his persistence, would it not?" 

"Well, what is the next step?" 

"The next step is the note received by Garcia at the dinner. It indicates a confederate at the other end. Now, 

where was the other end? I have already shown you that it could only lie in some large house, and that the 

number of large houses is limited. My first days in this village were devoted to a series of walks in which in 

the intervals of my botanical researches I made a reconnaissance of all the large houses and an examination of 

the family history of the occupants. One house, and only one, riveted my attention. It is the famous old 

Jacobean grange of High Gable, one mile on the farther side of Oxshott, and less than half a mile from the 

scene of the tragedy. The other mansions belonged to prosaic and respectable people who live far aloof from 

romance. But Mr. Henderson, of High Gable, was by all accounts a curious man to whom curious adventures 

might befall. I concentrated my attention, therefore, upon him and his household. 

"A singular set of people, Watson--the man himself the most singular of them all. I managed to see him on a 

plausible pretext, but I seemed to read in his dark, deepset, brooding eyes that he was perfectly aware of my 

true business. He is a man of fifty, strong, active, with iron-gray hair, great bunched black eyebrows, the step 

of a deer and the air of an emperor--a fierce, masterful man, with a red-hot spirit behind his parchment face. 

He is either a foreigner or has lived long in the tropics, for he is yellow and sapless, but tough as whipcord. 

His friend and secretary, Mr. Lucas, is undoubtedly a foreigner, chocolate brown, wily, suave, and catlike, 

with a poisonous gentleness of speech. You see, Watson, we have come already upon two sets of foreigners--

one at Wisteria Lodge and one at High Gable--so our gaps are beginning to close. 

"These two men, close and confidential friends, are the centre of the household; but there is one other person 

who for our immediate purpose may be even more important. Henderson has two children--girls of eleven and 

thirteen. Their governess is a Miss Burnet, an Englishwoman of forty or thereabouts. There is also one 

confidential manservant. This little group forms the real family, for their travel about together, and Henderson 

is a great traveller, always on the move. It is only within the last weeks that he has returned, after a year's 

absence, to High Gable. I may add that he is enormously rich, and whatever his whims may be he can very 

easily satisfy them. For the rest, his house is full of butlers, footmen, maidservants, and the usual overfed, 

underworked staff of a large English country house. 
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"So much I learned partly from village gossip and partly from my own observation. There are no better 

instruments than discharged servants with a grievance, and I was lucky enough to find one. I call it luck, but it 

would not have come my way had I not been looking out for it. As Baynes remarks, we all have our systems. 

It was my system which enabled me to find John Warner, late gardener of High Gable, sacked in a moment of 

temper by his imperious employer. He in turn had friends among the indoor servants who unite in their fear 

and dislike of their master. So I had my key to the secrets of the establishment. 

"Curious people, Watson! I don't pretend to understand it all yet, but very curious people anyway. It's a 

double-winged house, and the servants live on one side, the family on the other. There's no link between the 

two save for Henderson's own servant, who serves the family's meals. Everything is carried to a certain door, 

which forms the one connection. Governess and children hardly go out at all, except into the garden. 

Henderson never by any chance walks alone. His dark secretary is like his shadow. The gossip among the 

servants is that their master is terribly afraid of something. 'Sold his soul to the devil in exchange for money,' 

says Warner, 'and expects his creditor to come up and claim his own.' Where they came from, or who they 

are, nobody has an idea. They are very violent. Twice Henderson has lashed at folk with his dog-whip, and 

only his long purse and heavy compensation have kept him out of the courts. 

"Well, now, Watson, let us judge the situation by this new information. We may take it that the letter came 

out of this strange household and was an invitation to Garcia to carry out some attempt which had already 

been planned. Who wrote the note? It was someone within the citadel, and it was a woman. Who then but 

Miss Burnet, the governess? All our reasoning seems to point that way. At any rate, we may take it asa 

hypothesis and see what consequences it would entail. I may add that Miss Burnet's age and character make it 

certain that my first idea that there might be a love interest in our story is out of the question. 

"If she wrote the note she was presumably the friend and confederate of Garcia. What, then, might she be 

expected to do if she heard of his death? If he met it in some nefarious enterprise her lips might be sealed. 

Still, in her heart, she must retain bitterness and hatred against those who had killed him and would 

presumably help so far as she could to have revenge upon them. Could we see her, then and try to use her? 

That was my first thought. But now we come to a sinister fact. Miss Burnet has not been seen by any human 

eye since the night of the murder. From that evening she has utterly vanished. Is she alive? Has she perhaps 

met her end on the same night as the friend whom she had summoned? Or is she merely a prisoner? There is 

the point which we still have to decide. 

"You will appreciate the difficulty of the situation, Watson. There is nothing upon which we can apply for a 

warrant. Our whole scheme might seem fantastic if laid before a magistrate. The woman's disappearance 

counts for nothing, since in that extraordinary household any member of it might be invisible for a week. And 

yet she may at the present moment be in danger of her life. All I can do is to watch the house and leave my 

agent, Warner, on guard at the gates. We can't let such a situation continue. If the law can do nothing we must 

take the risk ourselves." 

"What do you suggest?" 
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"I know which is her room. It is accessible from the top of an outhouse. My suggestion is that you and I go to-

night and see if we can strike at the very heart of the mystery." 

It was not, I must confess, a very alluring prospect. The old house with its atmosphere of murder, the singular 

and formidable inhabitants, the unknown dangers of the approach, and the fact that we were putting ourselves 

legally in a false position all combined to damp my ardour. But there was something in the ice- cold reasoning 

of Holmes which made it impossible to shrink from any adventure which he might recommend. One knew 

that thus, and only thus, could a solution be found. I clasped his hand in silence, and the die was cast. 

But it was not destined that our investigation should have so adventurous an ending. It was about five o'clock, 

and the shadows of the March evening were beginning to fall, when an excited rustic rushed into our room. 

"They've gone, Mr. Holmes. They went by the last train. The lady broke away, and I've got her in a cab 

downstairs." 

"Excellent, Warner!" cried Holmes, springing to his feet. "Watson, the gaps are closing rapidly." 

In the cab was a woman, half-collapsed from nervous exhaustion. She bore upon her aquiline and emaciated 

face the traces of some recent tragedy. Her head hung listlessly upon her breast, but as she raised it and turned 

her dull eyes upon us I saw that her pupils were dark dots in the centre of the broad gray iris. She was drugged 

with opium. 

"I watched at the gate, same as you advised, Mr. Holmes," said our emissary, the discharged gardener. "When 

the carriage came out I followed it to the station. She was like one walking in her sleep, but when they tried to 

get her into the train she came to life and struggled. They pushed her into the carriage. She fought her way out 

again. I took her part, got her into a cab, and here we are. I shan't forget the face at the carriage window as I 

led her away. I'd have a short life if he had his way--the black-eyed, scowling, yellow devil." 

We carried her upstairs, laid her on the sofa, and a couple of cups of the strongest coffee soon cleared her 

brain from the mists of the drug. Baynes had been summoned by Holmes, and the situation rapidly explained 

to him. 

"Why, sir, you've got me the very evidence I want," said the inspector warmly, shaking my friend by the 

hand. "I was on the same scent as you from the first." 

"What! You were after Henderson?" 

"Why, Mr. Holmes, when you were crawling in the shrubbery at High Gable I was up one of the trees in the 

plantation and saw you down below. It was just who would get his evidence first." 
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"Then why did you arrest the mulatto?" 

Baynes chuckled. 

"I was sure Henderson, as he calls himself, felt that he was suspected, and that he would lie low and make no 

move so long as he thought he was in any danger. I arrested the wrong man to make him believe that our eyes 

were off him. I knew he would be likely to clear off then and give us a chance of getting at Miss Burnet." 

Holmes laid his hand upon the inspector's shoulder. 

"You will rise high in your profession. You have instinct and intuition," said he. 

Baynes flushed with pleasure. 

"I've had a plain-clothes man waiting at the station all the week. Wherever the High Gable folk go he will 

keep them in sight. But he must have been hard put to it when Miss Burnet broke away. However, your man 

picked her up, and it all ends well. We can't arrest without her evidence, that is clear, so the sooner we get a 

statement the better." 

"Every minute she gets stronger," said Holmes, glancing at the governess. "But tell me, Baynes, who is this 

man Henderson?" 

"Henderson," the inspector answered, "is Don Murillo, once call the Tiger of San Pedro." 

The Tiger of San Pedro! The whole history of the man came back to me in a flash. He had made his name as 

the most lewd and bloodthirsty tyrant that had ever governed any country with a pretence to civilization. 

Strong, fearless, and energetic, he had sufficient virtue to enable him to impose his odious vices upon a 

cowering people for ten or twelve years. His name was a terror through all Central America. At the end of that 

time there was a universal rising against him. But he was as cunning as he was cruel, and at the first whisper 

of coming trouble he had secretly conveyed his treasures aboard a ship which was manned by devoted 

adherents. It was an empty palace which was stormed by the insurgents next day. The dictator, his two 

children, his secretary, and his wealth had all escaped them. >From that moment he had vanished from the 

world, and his identity had been a frequent subject for comment in the European press. 

"Yes, sir, Don Murillo, the Tiger of San Pedro," said Baynes. "If you look it up you will find that the San 

Pedro colours are green and white, same as in the note, Mr. Holmes. Henderson he called himself, but I traced 

him back, Paris and Rome and Madrid to Barcelona, where his ship came in in '86. They've been looking for 

him all the time for their revenge, but it is only now that they have begun to find him out." 
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"They discovered him a year ago," said Miss Burnet, who had sat up and was now intently following the 

conversation. "Once already his life has been attempted, but some evil spirit shielded him. Now, again, it is 

the noble, chivalrous Garcia who has fallen, while the monster goes safe. But another will come, and yet 

another, until some day justice will be done; that is as certain as the rise of to-morrow's sun." Her thin hands 

clenched, and her worn face blanched with the passion of her hatred. 

"But how come you into this matter, Miss Burnet?" asked Holmes. "How can an English lady join in such a 

murderous affair?" 

"I join in it because there is no other way in the world by which justice can be gained. What does the law of 

England care for the rivers of blood shed years ago in San Pedro, or for the shipload of treasure which this 

man has stolen? To you they are like crimes committed in some other planet. But we know. We have learned 

the truth in sorrow and in suffering. To us there is no fiend in hell like Juan Murillo, and no peace in life while 

his victims still cry for vengeance." 

"No doubt," said Holmes, "he was as you say. I have heard that he was atrocious. But how are you affected?" 

"I will tell you it all. This villain's policy was to murder, on one pretext or another, every man who showed 

such promise that he might in time come to be a dangerous rival. My husband--yes, my real name is Signora 

Victor Durando--was the San Pedro minister in London. He met me and married me there. A nobler man 

never lived upon earth. Unhappily, Murillo heard of his excellence, recalled him on some pretext, and had 

him shot. With a premonition of his fate he had refused to take me with him. His estates were confiscated, and 

I was left with a pittance and a broken heart. 

"Then came the downfall of the tyrant. He escaped as you have just described. But the many whose lives he 

had ruined, whose nearest and dearest had suffered torture and death at his hands, would not let the matter 

rest. They banded themselves into a society which should never be dissolved until the work was done. It was 

my part after we had discovered in the transformed Henderson the fallen despot, to attach myself to his 

household and keep the others in touch with his movements. This I was able to do by securing the position of 

governess in his family. He little knew that the woman who faced him at every meal was the woman whose 

husband he had hurried at an hour's notice into eternity. I smiled on him, did my duty to his children, and 

bided my time. An attempt was made in Paris and failed. We zig- zagged swiftly here and there over Europe 

to throw off the pursuers and finally returned to this house, which he had taken upon his first arrival in 

England. 

"But here also the ministers of justice were waiting. Knowing that he would return there, Garcia, who is the 

son of the former highest dignitary in San Pedro, was waiting with two trusty companions of humble station, 

all three fired with the same reasons for revenge. He could do little during the day, for Murillo took every 

precaution and never went out save with his satellite Lucas, or Lopez as he was known in the days of his 

greatness. At night, however, he slept alone, and the avenger might find him. On a certain evening, which had 

been prearranged, I sent my friend final instructions, for the man was forever on the alert and continually 
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changed his room. I was to see that the doors were open and the signal of a green or white light in a window 

which faced the drive was to give notice if all was safe or if the attempt had better be postponed. 

"But everything went wrong with us. In some way I had excited the suspicion of Lopez, the secretary. He 

crept up behind me and sprang upon me just as I had finished the note. He and his master dragged me to my 

room and held judgment upon me as a convicted traitress. Then and there they would have plunged their 

knives into me could they have seen how to escape the consequences of the deed. Finally, after much debate, 

they concluded that my murder was too dangerous. But they determined to get rid forever of Garcia. They had 

gagged me, and Murillo twisted my arm round until I gave him the address. I swear that he might have 

twisted it off had I understood what it would mean to Garcia. Lopez addressed the note which I had written, 

sealed it with his sleeve-link, and sent it by the hand of the servant, Jose. How they murdered him I do not 

know, save that it was Murillo's hand who struck him down, for Lopez had remained to guard me. I believe he 

must have waited among the gorse bushes through which the path winds and struck him down as he passed. 

At first they were of a mind to let him enter the house and to kill him as a detected burglar; but they argued 

that if they were mixed up in an inquiry their own identity would at once be publicly disclosed and they 

would be open to further attacks. With the death of Garcia, the pursuit might cease, since such a death might 

frighten others from the task. 

"All would now have been well for them had it not been for my knowledge of what they had done. I have no 

doubt that there were times when my life hung in the balance. I was confined to my room, terrorized by the 

most horrible threats, cruelly ill-used to break my spirit--see this stab on my shoulder and the bruises from 

end to end of my arms--and a gag was thrust into my mouth on the one occasion when I tried to call from the 

window. For five days this cruel imprisonment continued, with hardly enough food to hold body and soul 

together. This afternoon a good lunch was brought me, but the moment after I took it I knew that I had been 

drugged. In a sort of dream I remember being half-led, half- carried to the carriage; in the same state I was 

conveyed to the train. Only then, when the wheels were almost moving, did I suddenly realize that my liberty 

lay in my own hands. I sprang out, they tried to drag me back, and had it not been for the help of this good 

man, who led me to the cab, I should never had broken away. Now, thank God, I am beyond their power 

forever." 

We had all listened intently to this remarkable statement. It was Holmes who broke the silence. 

"Our difficulties are not over," he remarked, shaking his head. "Our police work ends, but our legal work 

begins." 

"Exactly," said I. "A plausible lawyer could make it out as an act of self-defence. There may be a hundred 

crimes in the background, but it is only on this one that they can be tried." 

"Come, come," said Baynes cheerily, "I think better of the law than that. Self-defence is one thing. To entice a 

man in cold blood with the object of murdering him is another, whatever danger you may fear from him. No, 

no, we shall all be justified when we see the tenants of High Gable at the next Guildford Assizes." 
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It is a matter of history, however, that a little time was still to elapse before the Tiger of San Pedro should 

meet with his deserts. Wily and bold, he and his companion threw their pursuer off their track by entering a 

lodging-house in Edmonton Street and leaving by the back-gate into Curzon Square. From that day they were 

seen no more in England. Some six months afterwards the Marquess of Montalva and Signor Rulli, his 

secretary, were both murdered in their rooms at the Hotel Escurial at Madrid. The crime was ascribed to 

Nihilism, and the murderers were never arrested. Inspector Baynes visited us at Baker Street with a printed 

description of the dark face of the secretary, and of the masterful features, the magnetic black eyes, and the 

tufted brows of his master. We could not doubt that justice, if belated, had come at last. 

"A chaotic case, my dear Watson," said Holmes over an evening pipe. "It will not be possible for you to 

present in that compact form which is dear to your heart. It covers two continents, concerns two groups of 

mysterious persons, and is further complicated by the highly respectable presence of our friend, Scott Eccles, 

whose inclusion shows me that the deceased Garcia had a scheming mind and a well-developed instinct of 

self- preservation. It is remarkable only for the fact that amid a perfect jungle of possibilities we, with our 

worthy collaborator, the inspector, have kept our close hold on the essentials and so been guided along the 

crooked and winding path. Is there any point which is not quite clear to you?" 

"The object of the mulatto cook's return?" 

"I think that the strange creature in the kitchen may account for it. The man was a primitive savage from the 

backwoods of San Pedro, and this was his fetish. When his companion and he had fled to some prearranged 

retreat--already occupied, no doubt by a confederate--the companion had persuaded him to leave so 

compromising an article of furniture. But the mulatto's heart was with it, and he was driven back to it next 

day, when, on reconnoitering through the window, he found policeman Walters in possession. He waited three 

days longer, and then his piety or his superstition drove him to try once more. Inspector Baynes, who, with his 

usual astuteness, had minimized the incident before me, had really recognized its importance and had left a 

trap into which the creature walked. Any other point, Watson?" 

"The torn bird, the pail of blood, the charred bones, all the mystery of that weird kitchen?" 

Holmes smiled as he turned up an entry in his note-book. 

"I spent a morning in the British Museum reading up on that and other points. Here is a quotation from 

Eckermann's Voodooism and the Negroid Religions: 

"'The true voodoo-worshipper attempts nothing of importance without certain sacrifices which are intended to 

propitiate his unclean gods. In extreme cases these rites take the form of human sacrifices followed by 

cannibalism. The more usual victims are a white cock, which is plucked in pieces alive, or a black goat, 

whose throat is cut and body burned.' 
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"So you see our savage friend was very orthodox in his ritual. It is grotesque, Watson," Holmes added, as he 

slowly fastened his notebook, "but, as I have had occasion to remark, there is but one step from the grotesque 

to the horrible." 
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A Hall of Mirrors: Cabala, Spiegel Der Kunst Und Natur, In Alchymia (1615) 
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Featuring four alchemical engravings by Raphael Custos — much reproduced since Carl Jung included the 

third as “The Mountain of the Adepts” in Psychology and Alchemy (1968) — Cabala’s leading symbol is the 

looking glass, which the author offers as a tool for penetrating the mysteries of alchemy and divinity. The 

century spanning from 1550 to 1650 saw the publication of hundreds of books with “Speculum”, “Spiegel”, 

and “Mirror” in their titles, a testament to the technology’s immense power over the European imagination. 

As Urszula Szulakowska describes, a belief emerged during this period that “pictures drawn according to the 

single-point perspective system could become a type of magical mirror”. To help its readers commune with 

God, the “celestial looking glass”, Cabala offers three graphical “mirrors” in the form of perspectival images 

rich with hermetic symbolism — a “Beginning” of “sapphire”, a “Middle” of “pure steel”, and an “End”, 

“sprung out of these two [preceding images] perfectly”. Prefacing this sequence, we find an engraving divided 

into three panels, titled “Mirror of Art and Nature”, offering a glimpse of the alchemical journey that is to 

follow. 

“Beginning: Exaltation” bears the armorial cabala in the general sense of a path of wisdom, not any reference 

to the explicitly Jewish mystical technique. A fire-breathing chimera is encircled by a Latin alchemical A-to-

Z and zodiacal foursomes. Framed by the Paracelsian tria prima of Salt, Sulphur, and Mercury, a Raven, 

Peacock, and Phoenix rise toward the Sun — the Philosopher’s Stone of union with the Divine. 

https://www.academia.edu/8330106/STEFAN_MICHELSPACHER_S_CABALA_SPIEGEL_DER_KUNST_UND_NATUR_IN_ALCHYMIA_1615_
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Buy as a 

Print 

Arranged to correspond with their zodiacal rulerships, the personifications of the six other planets in “Middle: 

Conjunction” ascend toward Mercury, the goal of both the blindfolded gentleman and the fellow chasing the 

hare. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/product/beginning-of-the-ascension?utm_source=pdr&utm_medium=inpost&utm_campaign=prints&utm_content=pic
https://publicdomainreview.org/product/beginning-of-the-ascension?utm_source=pdr&utm_medium=inpost&utm_campaign=prints&utm_content=pic
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Topped by this same caduceus-bearing Mercury, Cabala’s final scene, “End: Multiplication”, depicts the 

resurrected Christ offering the Water of Life to King/Sun and Queen/Moon, while Peg-leg Saturn and his 

fellow planets wave their bellows from below, and the halo-bearing dove of the Holy Spirit flies between the 

walled city of Jerusalem (right), the Tetragrammaton (the Hebrew JHVH, upper left), and Christ, the Fountain 

of Life. 
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Published the next year in Latin as Cabala, Speculum Artis Et Naturae In Alchymia (1616), this translated 

edition contains a dedication to the Rosicrucians, absent from the German text, explicitly unveiling an 

inspiration behind the work. Cabala came into the world in the wake of Fama fraternitatis, a Rosicrucian 

manifesto whose appearance in 1614 led to hundreds of tracts either lauding or condemning its anonymous 

author’s call for the universal reformation of mankind. Following Cabala’s “Declaration of the most ancient 

stone instead of an Epilogue”, a succinct and comprehensive Paracelsian discourse is offered by the 

“Anonymous philosopher dedicated to the fraternity”, i.e., the brotherhood of Rosicrucians. Signed 

“paVLVS” in the cryptic manner characteristic of the brethren named in Rosicrucian tracts, the Roman 

numerals seem a simple — yet indecipherable — puzzle. The alchemical Discursus brevior that 

closes Cabala appears in only one other place: a 1615 Magdeburg text that gathers 

the Fama and Confessio with a suite of other writings, making it the largest of all the Rosicrucian manifestos. 

The anonymous creator of Cabala seems to have folded this discursus into his work, for they are exactly the 

same. 

Cabala is often attributed to the Augsburg publisher Stephan Michelspacher. Yet the only part of Cabala’s 

text explicitly claimed by Michelspacher is a fawning prefatory apology to Ulm doctor Johannes Remmelin 

for having pirated his anatomical flapbook Catoptrum Microcosmicum (1613). Cabala’s actual author 

remains as elusive as “Father C.R.C.” (Christian Rosenkreutz), the legendary founder of Rosicrucianism. A 

possible candidate for the conception and execution of Cabala is Augsburg Paracelsian physician, collector 

and copyist Karl Widemann, who was, through his close association with Rosicrucian champion Adam 

Haslmayr, deeply imbedded in the still uncircumscribed constellation of individuals who brought both 

the Fama fraternitatis and Confessio Fraternitatis (1615) into public circulation. Widely recognized as the 

most indefatigable collector and interpreter of Paracelsus’ original writings, there was no other person in 

Europe who had access to as rich a trove of Paracelsian work, and, through his friendship with Haslmayr, 

unfettered access also to the highly charged original writings of the Rosicrucians. Perhaps there remains some 

undetected speculum that will one day bring him or another mercurial brother of the Rosy Cross to light 

as Cabala’s true author. 

 

 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/cabala-spiegel  

  

https://digital.slub-dresden.de/werkansicht/dlf/2560/1?tx_dlf%5Bpagegrid%5D=1&cHash=b4db56391c1bb332830d76c2e3d08615
https://www.academia.edu/41245253/Stephan_Michelspacher_Cabala_Mirror_of_Art_and_Nature_2015_Front_Matter_Spiegel_der_Kunst_und_Natur
https://digital.slub-dresden.de/werkansicht/dlf/170306/1
https://anatomia.library.utoronto.ca/islandora/object/anatomia%3ARBAI094
https://www.academia.edu/34709345/Adam_Haslmayr_2_Der_erste_Verk%C3%BCnder_der_Rosenkreuzer._Mit_der_Faksimile-Wiedergabe_der_Antwort_an_die_lobw%C3%BCrdige_Br%C3%BCderschafft_der_Theosophen_vom_RosenCreutz_aus_dem_Jahre_1612_und_dem_Verzeichnis_v
https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/cabala-spiegel
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The More Loving One: The Science of Entropy and the Art of Alternative Endings 

“If equal affection cannot be, let the more loving one be me.” 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

This is the seventh of nine installments in the animated interlude season of The Universe in Verse in 

collaboration with On Being, celebrating the wonder of reality through stories of science winged with poetry. 

See the previous installments here. 

THE ANIMATED UNIVERSE IN VERSE: CHAPTER SEVEN 

 

In 1865 — a year before the German marine biologist Ernst Haeckel coined the word ecology, the year Emily 

Dickinson composed her stunning pre-ecological poem about how life-forms come into being — the German 

physicist Rudolf Clausius coined the word entropy to describe the undoing of being. The thermodynamic 

https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://onbeing.org/universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/the-universe-in-verse/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-bloom/
https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
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collapse of physical systems into increasing levels of disorder and uncertainty. The dissolution of cohesion 

along the arrow of time. Inescapable. Irreversible. Perpetually inclining us toward, in poet Mary Ruefle’s 

perfect phrase, “the end of time, which is also the end of poetry (and wheat and evil and insects and 

love).” Perpetually ensuring, in poet Edna St. Vincent Millay’s perfect phrase, that “lovers and thinkers” 

become “one with the dull, the indiscriminate dust.” 

This transformation of order into disorder, of constancy into discontinuity, is how we register change and tell 

one moment from the next. Without entropy, the universe would be a vast eternal stillness — a frozen fixity in 

which never and forever are one. Without entropy, there would be no time — at least not for us, creatures of 

time. 

Clausius built on the Greek word for transformation, tropē, because he believed that leaning on ancient 

languages to name new scientific concepts made them available to all living tongues, belonging to all people 

for all time. It pleased him, too, that entropy looked like energy — its twin in the making and unmaking of the 

universe. Energy, the giver of life. Entropy, the taker away. The frayer of every cell that animates our bodies 

with being. The extinguisher of every star that unlooses its thermal energy into the cold sublime of spacetime 

as it runs out of fuel, warming up the orbiting planets with its dying breath. We are only alive because our Sun 

is burning out. Without entropy, there would be no us. 

W.H. Auden 

The child of a physicist, W.H. Auden (February 21, 1907–September 29, 1973) had no illusion about the 

entropic nature of reality — a science-lensed lucidity he wove into his poetic search for truth, for meaning, for 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/04/16/kiss-of-the-sun-mary-ruefle/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/04/16/kiss-of-the-sun-mary-ruefle/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/25/dirge-without-music-emmy-noether/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/10/10/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-time/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/10/10/ursula-k-le-guin-the-dispossessed-time/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/03/08/josh-groban-w-h-auden-universe-in-verse/
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a way to live with our human fragility, with our twin capacities for terror and tenderness inside an impartial 

universe he knew to be impervious to our plans and pleas. The child of two world wars, he had no illusion 

about how our humanity comes unwoven by its own pull but is also the enchanted loom that makes life worth 

living. 

Just as Auden was reaching the peak of his poetic powers, the world’s deadliest war broke out, brutal and 

incomprehensible. It may be that art is simply what we call our most constructive coping mechanism for the 

incomprehension of life and mortality, and so Auden coped through his art. He looked at the stars and saw 

“ironic points of light” above a world “defenseless under the night”; he looked at himself and saw a creature 

“composed like them of Eros and of dust, beleaguered by the same negation and despair.” 

 

“September 1, 1939” became a generation’s life-raft for “the waves of anger and fear” subsuming the 

unexamined certainties of yore, splashing awake the “euphoric dream” of a final and permanent triumph over 

evil. But the war went on, and in the protracted post-traumatic reckoning with its aftermath — this gasping 

ellipsis in the narrative of humanity — Auden revised his understanding of the world, of life, of our human 

imperative, and so he revised his poem. 

In what may be the single most poignant one-word alteration in the history of our species, he changed the 

final line of the penultimate stanza to reflect his war-annealed recognition that entropy dominates all. The 

original version read: “We must love one another or die” — an impassioned plea for compassion as a moral 

imperative, the withholding of which assures the destruction of life. But the plea had gone unanswered and 

https://poets.org/poem/september-1-1939
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eighty million lives had gone unsaved. Auden came to feel that his reach for poetic truth had been rendered “a 

damned lie,” later lamenting that however our ideals and idealisms may play out, “we must die anyway.” 

A decade of disquiet after the end of the war, he changed the line to read: “We must love one another and 

die.” 
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https://society6.com/product/liminal-days6358682_print?sku=s6-22687674p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Liminal Days. (Available as a print.) 

But there was a private reckoning beneath the public one — this, after all, is the history of humanity, of our 

science and our art. Auden was working out the world in the arena where we so often wrestle with the vastest, 

austerest, most abstract and universal questions about how reality works — the fleshy, feeling concreteness of 

personal love. 

In the summer of 1939, just before the world came unworlded, Auden met the young aspiring poet Chester 

Kallman and fell in love, fell hard, fell dizzily into the strangeness of spending “the eleven happiest weeks” of 

his life amid a world haunted by death. Over the next two years, as the war peaked, this passionate love 

became a lifeline of sanity and survival. But Auden, already well into his thirties, kept longing for a stable and 

continuous relationship of mutual fidelity — the closest thing to a marriage their epoch allowed — and 

Kallman, barely twenty, kept wounding him with the scattered and discontinuous affections of self-discovery. 

Throughout the cycles of heartache, Auden refused to withdraw his love — a stubborn and devoted love, 

opposing the forces of dissolution and disorder, outlasting the fraying of passion and the abrasions of 

romantic disappointment, until it buoyed their bond over to the other side of the tumult, to the stable shore of 

lifelong friendship. 

For the remainder of his life, Auden summered with Kallman in Europe. They spent twenty New York 

winters as roommates in a second-floor apartment at 77 St. Marks Place in the East Village, later marked with 

a stone plaque emblazoned with lines from Auden’s ode to the foolish, fierce devotion that had prevailed over 

the lazy entropy of romantic passion to salvage from its wreckage the lasting friendship, the mutual 

cherishment and understanding that had bound them together in the first place. 

https://society6.com/product/liminal-days6358682_print?sku=s6-22687674p4a1v1?curator=brainpicker
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Wystan and Chester, 1940s. 

“The More Loving One” — the second verse of which became the epigraph of Figuring, and which appears in 

Auden’s indispensable Collected Poems (public library) — is a poem both profoundly personal and 

profoundly universal, radiating a reminder that no matter the heartbreak, no matter the entropic undoing of 

everything we love and are, we are survivors. It is at once a childish fantasy chalked on the blackboard of 

consciousness — we do not, after all, survive ourselves — and a blazing manifesto for being, for the measure 

of maturity, for the only adequate attitude with which to go on living with the incremental loss that is life 

itself. 

In this seventh installment of the animated interlude season of The Universe in Verse (which returns as a live 

show next week), “The More Loving One” comes alive in a reading by astrophysicist, author, and 

OG Universe in Verse collaborator Janna Levin (who has previous inspirited many a splendid poem), 

animated by Taiwanese artist and filmmaker Liang-Hsin Huang, and winged with original music by Canadian 

double bassist, composer, and nature-celebrator Garth Stevenson. 

THE MORE LOVING ONE 

by W.H. Auden 

Looking up at the stars, I know quite well 

That, for all they care, I can go to hell, 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/02/04/janna-levin-w-h-auden-the-more-loving-one/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/0679731970/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/collected-poems/oclc/232981715&referer=brief_results
https://www.themarginalian.org/the-universe-in-verse/
https://pioneerworks.org/broadcast/celebrating-the-universe-in-verse
https://www.themarginalian.org/2018/05/09/a-brave-and-startling-truth-maya-angelou/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/03/26/crossing-brooklyn-ferry-janna-levin-walt-whitman/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/04/10/antidotes-to-fear-of-death-rebecca-elson/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/10/23/the-weighing-jane-hirshfield/
https://www.lianghsinhuang.com/
https://garthstevenson.com/


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 599  june  2022 

 

149 

But on earth indifference is the least 

We have to dread from man or beast. 

How should we like it were stars to burn 

With a passion for us we could not return? 

If equal affection cannot be, 

Let the more loving one be me. 

Admirer as I think I am 

Of stars that do not give a damn, 

I cannot, now I see them, say 

I missed one terribly all day. 

Were all stars to disappear or die, 

I should learn to look at an empty sky 

And feel its total dark sublime, 

Though this might take me a little time. 

Previously in the series: Chapter 1 (the evolution of life and the birth of ecology, with Joan As Police Woman 

and Emily Dickinson); Chapter 2 (Henrietta Leavitt, Edwin Hubble, and the human hunger to know the 

cosmos, with Tracy K. Smith); Chapter 3 (trailblazing astronomer Maria Mitchell and the poetry of the 

cosmic perspective, with David Byrne and Pattiann Rogers); Chapter 4 (dark matter and the mystery of our 

mortal stardust, with Patti Smith and Rebecca Elson); Chapter 5 (a singularity-ode to our primeval bond with 

nature and each other, starring Toshi Reagon and Marissa Davis); Chapter 6 (Emmy Noether, symmetry, and 

the conservation of energy, with Amanda Palmer and Edna St. Vincent Millay). 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/07/the-more-loving-one-auden-universe-in-

verse/?mc_cid=bbbd87e828&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

 

  

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/04/universe-in-verse-animated-episode-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/11/universe-in-verse-animated-hubble/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/18/achieving-perspective/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/24/dark-matter/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/04/singularity-marissa-davis-toshi-reagon/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/25/dirge-without-music-emmy-noether/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/07/the-more-loving-one-auden-universe-in-verse/?mc_cid=bbbd87e828&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/07/the-more-loving-one-auden-universe-in-verse/?mc_cid=bbbd87e828&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
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The Mind After Everything Has Happened  
Rowan Ricardo Phillips 

 

 
Perpetual peace. Perpetual light. 

From a distance it all seems graffiti. 

Gold on gold. Iridescent, torqued phosphors. 

But still graffiti. Someone’s smear on space. 

A name. A neighborhood. X. X was Here. 

X in the House. A two-handed engine 

Of aerosols hissing Thou Shalt Not Pass 

On fiery ground. A shot-down Aurora 

Borealis. That raised areola 

At the tip of the tongue of I or Thou. 

Benedict Robinson, text me, if you know: 

If Hell is a crater to a crater 

To a crater to a crater, what then 

Is Heaven, aside from its opposite, 

Which was glorious, known and obvious? 

 

From issue no. 206 (Fall 2013) 

 

If you enjoyed this poem, why not read Rowan Ricardo Phillips’s poem “Hole in the Sky,” 

new in our Spring issue? Then, watch this space for the next week as he curates his favorite 

poems from the Review’s archive. 

 
 
https://theparisreview.us17.list-
manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=6130231619&e=d538c8f2e0 

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=cb96a5cd4d&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=743eefb83a&e=d538c8f2e0

