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The Final Problem 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

The Final Problem is a narrative told by Dr. John Watson, first published in The Strand Magazine, 

December, 1893, and in Doyle's collection, Memoirs of Sherlock Holmes. We feature it in Mystery Stories. 

 

Sidney Paget, Sherlock Holmes and Professor 

Moriarty, The Final Problem, 1893 
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It is with a heavy heart that I take up my pen to write these the last words in which I shall ever record the 

singular gifts by which my friend Mr. Sherlock Holmes was distinguished. In an incoherent and, as I deeply 

feel, an entirely inadequate fashion, I have endeavored to give some account of my strange experiences in his 

company from the chance which first brought us together at the period of the “Study in Scarlet,” up to the 

time of his interference in the matter of the “Naval Treaty”—an interference which had the unquestionable 

effect of preventing a serious international complication. It was my intention to have stopped there, and to 

have said nothing of that event which has created a void in my life which the lapse of two years has done little 

to fill. My hand has been forced, however, by the recent letters in which Colonel James Moriarty defends the 

memory of his brother, and I have no choice but to lay the facts before the public exactly as they occurred. I 

alone know the absolute truth of the matter, and I am satisfied that the time has come when no good purpose 

is to be served by its suppression. As far as I know, there have been only three accounts in the public press: 

that in the Journal de Geneve on May 6th, 1891, the Reuter's despatch in the English papers on May 7th, and 

finally the recent letter to which I have alluded. Of these the first and second were extremely condensed, 

while the last is, as I shall now show, an absolute perversion of the facts. It lies with me to tell for the first 

time what really took place between Professor Moriarty and Mr. Sherlock Holmes. 

It may be remembered that after my marriage, and my subsequent start in private practice, the very intimate 

relations which had existed between Holmes and myself became to some extent modified. He still came to me 

from time to time when he desired a companion in his investigation, but these occasions grew more and more 

seldom, until I find that in the year 1890 there were only three cases of which I retain any record. During the 

winter of that year and the early spring of 1891, I saw in the papers that he had been engaged by the French 

government upon a matter of supreme importance, and I received two notes from Holmes, dated from 

Narbonne and from Nimes, from which I gathered that his stay in France was likely to be a long one. It was 

with some surprise, therefore, that I saw him walk into my consulting-room upon the evening of April 24th. It 

struck me that he was looking even paler and thinner than usual. 

“Yes, I have been using myself up rather too freely,” he remarked, in answer to my look rather than to my 

words; “I have been a little pressed of late. Have you any objection to my closing your shutters?” 

The only light in the room came from the lamp upon the table at which I had been reading. Holmes edged his 

way round the wall and flinging the shutters together, he bolted them securely. 

“You are afraid of something?” I asked. 

“Well, I am.” 

“Of what?” 

“Of air-guns.” 

“My dear Holmes, what do you mean?” 
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“I think that you know me well enough, Watson, to understand that I am by no means a nervous man. At the 

same time, it is stupidity rather than courage to refuse to recognize danger when it is close upon you. Might I 

trouble you for a match?” He drew in the smoke of his cigarette as if the soothing influence was grateful to 

him. 

“I must apologize for calling so late,” said he, “and I must further beg you to be so unconventional as to allow 

me to leave your house presently by scrambling over your back garden wall.” 

“But what does it all mean?” I asked. 

He held out his hand, and I saw in the light of the lamp that two of his knuckles were burst and bleeding. 

“It is not an airy nothing, you see,” said he, smiling. “On the contrary, it is solid enough for a man to break his 

hand over. Is Mrs. Watson in?” 

“She is away upon a visit.” 

“Indeed! You are alone?” 

“Quite.” 

“Then it makes it the easier for me to propose that you should come away with me for a week to the 

Continent.” 

“Where?” 

“Oh, anywhere. It's all the same to me.” 

There was something very strange in all this. It was not Holmes's nature to take an aimless holiday, and 

something about his pale, worn face told me that his nerves were at their highest tension. He saw the question 

in my eyes, and, putting his finger-tips together and his elbows upon his knees, he explained the situation. 

“You have probably never heard of Professor Moriarty?” said he. 

“Never.” 

“Aye, there's the genius and the wonder of the thing!” he cried. “The man pervades London, and no one has 

heard of him. That's what puts him on a pinnacle in the records of crime. I tell you, Watson, in all seriousness, 

that if I could beat that man, if I could free society of him, I should feel that my own career had reached its 

summit, and I should be prepared to turn to some more placid line in life. Between ourselves, the recent cases 
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in which I have been of assistance to the royal family of Scandinavia, and to the French republic, have left me 

in such a position that I could continue to live in the quiet fashion which is most congenial to me, and to 

concentrate my attention upon my chemical researches. But I could not rest, Watson, I could not sit quiet in 

my chair, if I thought that such a man as Professor Moriarty were walking the streets of London 

unchallenged.” 

“What has he done, then?” 

“His career has been an extraordinary one. He is a man of good birth and excellent education, endowed by 

nature with a phenomenal mathematical faculty. At the age of twenty-one he wrote a treatise upon the 

Binomial Theorem, which has had a European vogue. On the strength of it he won the Mathematical Chair at 

one of our smaller universities, and had, to all appearances, a most brilliant career before him. But the man 

had hereditary tendencies of the most diabolical kind. A criminal strain ran in his blood, which, instead of 

being modified, was increased and rendered infinitely more dangerous by his extraordinary mental powers. 

Dark rumors gathered round him in the university town, and eventually he was compelled to resign his chair 

and to come down to London, where he set up as an army coach. So much is known to the world, but what I 

am telling you now is what I have myself discovered. 

“As you are aware, Watson, there is no one who knows the higher criminal world of London so well as I do. 

For years past I have continually been conscious of some power behind the malefactor, some deep organizing 

power which forever stands in the way of the law, and throws its shield over the wrong-doer. Again and again 

in cases of the most varying sorts—forgery cases, robberies, murders—I have felt the presence of this force, 

and I have deduced its action in many of those undiscovered crimes in which I have not been personally 

consulted. For years I have endeavored to break through the veil which shrouded it, and at last the time came 

when I seized my thread and followed it, until it led me, after a thousand cunning windings, to ex-Professor 

Moriarty of mathematical celebrity. 

“He is the Napoleon of crime, Watson. He is the organizer of half that is evil and of nearly all that is 

undetected in this great city. He is a genius, a philosopher, an abstract thinker. He has a brain of the first 

order. He sits motionless, like a spider in the center of its web, but that web has a thousand radiations, and he 

knows well every quiver of each of them. He does little himself. He only plans. But his agents are numerous 

and splendidly organized. Is there a crime to be done, a paper to be abstracted, we will say, a house to be 

rifled, a man to be removed—the word is passed to the Professor, the matter is organized and carried out. The 

agent may be caught. In that case money is found for his bail or his defence. But the central power which uses 

the agent is never caught—never so much as suspected. This was the organization which I deduced, Watson, 

and which I devoted my whole energy to exposing and breaking up. 

“But the Professor was fenced round with safeguards so cunningly devised that, do what I would, it seemed 

impossible to get evidence which would convict in a court of law. You know my powers, my dear Watson, 

and yet at the end of three months I was forced to confess that I had at last met an antagonist who was my 

intellectual equal. My horror at his crimes was lost in my admiration at his skill. But at last he made a trip—

only a little, little trip—but it was more than he could afford when I was so close upon him. I had my chance, 

and, starting from that point, I have woven my net round him until now it is all ready to close. In three days—

that is to say, on Monday next—matters will be ripe, and the Professor, with all the principal members of his 
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gang, will be in the hands of the police. Then will come the greatest criminal trial of the century, the clearing 

up of over forty mysteries, and the rope for all of them; but if we move at all prematurely, you understand, 

they may slip out of our hands even at the last moment. 

“Now, if I could have done this without the knowledge of Professor Moriarty, all would have been well. But 

he was too wily for that. He saw every step which I took to draw my toils round him. Again and again he 

strove to break away, but I as often headed him off. I tell you, my friend, that if a detailed account of that 

silent contest could be written, it would take its place as the most brilliant bit of thrust-and-parry work in the 

history of detection. Never have I risen to such a height, and never have I been so hard pressed by an 

opponent. He cut deep, and yet I just undercut him. This morning the last steps were taken, and three days 

only were wanted to complete the business. I was sitting in my room thinking the matter over, when the door 

opened and Professor Moriarty stood before me. 

“My nerves are fairly proof, Watson, but I must confess to a start when I saw the very man who had been so 

much in my thoughts standing there on my threshhold. His appearance was quite familiar to me. He is 

extremely tall and thin, his forehead domes out in a white curve, and his two eyes are deeply sunken in his 

head. He is clean-shaven, pale, and ascetic-looking, retaining something of the professor in his features. His 

shoulders are rounded from much study, and his face protrudes forward, and is forever slowly oscillating from 

side to side in a curiously reptilian fashion. He peered at me with great curiosity in his puckered eyes. 

“'You have less frontal development than I should have expected,' said he, at last. 'It is a dangerous habit to 

finger loaded firearms in the pocket of one's dressing-gown.' 

“The fact is that upon his entrance I had instantly recognized the extreme personal danger in which I lay. The 

only conceivable escape for him lay in silencing my tongue. In an instant I had slipped the revolver from the 

drawer into my pocket, and was covering him through the cloth. At his remark I drew the weapon out and laid 

it cocked upon the table. He still smiled and blinked, but there was something about his eyes which made me 

feel very glad that I had it there. 

“'You evidently don't know me,' said he. 

“'On the contrary,' I answered, 'I think it is fairly evident that I do. Pray take a chair. I can spare you five 

minutes if you have anything to say.' 

“'All that I have to say has already crossed your mind,' said he. 

“'Then possibly my answer has crossed yours,' I replied. 

“'You stand fast?' 

“'Absolutely.' 
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“He clapped his hand into his pocket, and I raised the pistol from the table. But he merely drew out a 

memorandum-book in which he had scribbled some dates. 

“'You crossed my path on the 4th of January,' said he. 'On the 23d you incommoded me; by the middle of 

February I was seriously inconvenienced by you; at the end of March I was absolutely hampered in my plans; 

and now, at the close of April, I find myself placed in such a position through your continual persecution that 

I am in positive danger of losing my liberty. The situation is becoming an impossible one.' 

“'Have you any suggestion to make?' I asked. 

“'You must drop it, Mr. Holmes,' said he, swaying his face about. 'You really must, you know.' 

“'After Monday,' said I. 

“'Tut, tut,' said he. 'I am quite sure that a man of your intelligence will see that there can be but one outcome 

to this affair. It is necessary that you should withdraw. You have worked things in such a fashion that we have 

only one resource left. It has been an intellectual treat to me to see the way in which you have grappled with 

this affair, and I say, unaffectedly, that it would be a grief to me to be forced to take any extreme measure. 

You smile, sir, but I assure you that it really would.' 

“'Danger is part of my trade,' I remarked. 

“'That is not danger,' said he. 'It is inevitable destruction. You stand in the way not merely of an individual, 

but of a mighty organization, the full extent of which you, with all your cleverness, have been unable to 

realize. You must stand clear, Mr. Holmes, or be trodden under foot.' 

“'I am afraid,' said I, rising, 'that in the pleasure of this conversation I am neglecting business of importance 

which awaits me elsewhere.' 

“He rose also and looked at me in silence, shaking his head sadly. 

“'Well, well,' said he, at last. 'It seems a pity, but I have done what I could. I know every move of your game. 

You can do nothing before Monday. It has been a duel between you and me, Mr. Holmes. You hope to place 

me in the dock. I tell you that I will never stand in the dock. You hope to beat me. I tell you that you will 

never beat me. If you are clever enough to bring destruction upon me, rest assured that I shall do as much to 

you.' 

“'You have paid me several compliments, Mr. Moriarty,' said I. 'Let me pay you one in return when I say that 

if I were assured of the former eventuality I would, in the interests of the public, cheerfully accept the latter.' 
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“'I can promise you the one, but not the other,' he snarled, and so turned his rounded back upon me, and went 

peering and blinking out of the room. 

“That was my singular interview with Professor Moriarty. I confess that it left an unpleasant effect upon my 

mind. His soft, precise fashion of speech leaves a conviction of sincerity which a mere bully could not 

produce. Of course, you will say: 'Why not take police precautions against him?' the reason is that I am well 

convinced that it is from his agents the blow will fall. I have the best proofs that it would be so.” 

“You have already been assaulted?” 

“My dear Watson, Professor Moriarty is not a man who lets the grass grow under his feet. I went out about 

mid-day to transact some business in Oxford Street. As I passed the corner which leads from Bentinck Street 

on to the Welbeck Street crossing a two-horse van furiously driven whizzed round and was on me like a flash. 

I sprang for the foot-path and saved myself by the fraction of a second. The van dashed round by Marylebone 

Lane and was gone in an instant. I kept to the pavement after that, Watson, but as I walked down Vere Street a 

brick came down from the roof of one of the houses, and was shattered to fragments at my feet. I called the 

police and had the place examined. There were slates and bricks piled up on the roof preparatory to some 

repairs, and they would have me believe that the wind had toppled over one of these. Of course I knew better, 

but I could prove nothing. I took a cab after that and reached my brother's rooms in Pall Mall, where I spent 

the day. Now I have come round to you, and on my way I was attacked by a rough with a bludgeon. I knocked 

him down, and the police have him in custody; but I can tell you with the most absolute confidence that no 

possible connection will ever be traced between the gentleman upon whose front teeth I have barked my 

knuckles and the retiring mathematical coach, who is, I dare say, working out problems upon a black-board 

ten miles away. You will not wonder, Watson, that my first act on entering your rooms was to close your 

shutters, and that I have been compelled to ask your permission to leave the house by some less conspicuous 

exit than the front door.” 

I had often admired my friend's courage, but never more than now, as he sat quietly checking off a series of 

incidents which must have combined to make up a day of horror. 

“You will spend the night here?” I said. 

“No, my friend, you might find me a dangerous guest. I have my plans laid, and all will be well. Matters have 

gone so far now that they can move without my help as far as the arrest goes, though my presence is 

necessary for a conviction. It is obvious, therefore, that I cannot do better than get away for the few days 

which remain before the police are at liberty to act. It would be a great pleasure to me, therefore, if you could 

come on to the Continent with me.” 

“The practice is quiet,” said I, “and I have an accommodating neighbor. I should be glad to come.” 

“And to start to-morrow morning?” 
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“If necessary.” 

“Oh yes, it is most necessary. Then these are your instructions, and I beg, my dear Watson, that you will obey 

them to the letter, for you are now playing a double-handed game with me against the cleverest rogue and the 

most powerful syndicate of criminals in Europe. Now listen! You will dispatch whatever luggage you intend 

to take by a trusty messenger unaddressed to Victoria to-night. In the morning you will send for a hansom, 

desiring your man to take neither the first nor the second which may present itself. Into this hansom you will 

jump, and you will drive to the Strand end of the Lowther Arcade, handing the address to the cabman upon a 

slip of paper, with a request that he will not throw it away. Have your fare ready, and the instant that your cab 

stops, dash through the Arcade, timing yourself to reach the other side at a quarter-past nine. You will find a 

small brougham waiting close to the curb, driven by a fellow with a heavy black cloak tipped at the collar 

with red. Into this you will step, and you will reach Victoria in time for the Continental express.” 

“Where shall I meet you?” 

“At the station. The second first-class carriage from the front will be reserved for us.” 

“The carriage is our rendezvous, then?” 

“Yes.” 

It was in vain that I asked Holmes to remain for the evening. It was evident to me that he thought he might 

bring trouble to the roof he was under, and that that was the motive which impelled him to go. With a few 

hurried words as to our plans for the morrow he rose and came out with me into the garden, clambering over 

the wall which leads into Mortimer Street, and immediately whistling for a hansom, in which I heard him 

drive away. 

In the morning I obeyed Holmes's injunctions to the letter. A hansom was procured with such precaution as 

would prevent its being one which was placed ready for us, and I drove immediately after breakfast to the 

Lowther Arcade, through which I hurried at the top of my speed. A brougham was waiting with a very 

massive driver wrapped in a dark cloak, who, the instant that I had stepped in, whipped up the horse and 

rattled off to Victoria Station. On my alighting there he turned the carriage, and dashed away again without so 

much as a look in my direction. 

So far all had gone admirably. My luggage was waiting for me, and I had no difficulty in finding the carriage 

which Holmes had indicated, the less so as it was the only one in the train which was marked “Engaged.” My 

only source of anxiety now was the non-appearance of Holmes. The station clock marked only seven minutes 

from the time when we were due to start. In vain I searched among the groups of travellers and leave-takers 

for the lithe figure of my friend. There was no sign of him. I spent a few minutes in assisting a venerable 

Italian priest, who was endeavoring to make a porter understand, in his broken English, that his luggage was 

to be booked through to Paris. Then, having taken another look round, I returned to my carriage, where I 

found that the porter, in spite of the ticket, had given me my decrepit Italian friend as a traveling companion. 

It was useless for me to explain to him that his presence was an intrusion, for my Italian was even more 
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limited than his English, so I shrugged my shoulders resignedly, and continued to look out anxiously for my 

friend. A chill of fear had come over me, as I thought that his absence might mean that some blow had fallen 

during the night. Already the doors had all been shut and the whistle blown, when— 

“My dear Watson,” said a voice, “you have not even condescended to say good-morning.” 

I turned in uncontrollable astonishment. The aged ecclesiastic had turned his face towards me. For an instant 

the wrinkles were smoothed away, the nose drew away from the chin, the lower lip ceased to protrude and the 

mouth to mumble, the dull eyes regained their fire, the drooping figure expanded. The next the whole frame 

collapsed again, and Holmes had gone as quickly as he had come. 

“Good heavens!” I cried; “how you startled me!” 

“Every precaution is still necessary,” he whispered. “I have reason to think that they are hot upon our trail. 

Ah, there is Moriarty himself.” 

The train had already begun to move as Holmes spoke. Glancing back, I saw a tall man pushing his way 

furiously through the crowd, and waving his hand as if he desired to have the train stopped. It was too late, 

however, for we were rapidly gathering momentum, and an instant later had shot clear of the station. 

“With all our precautions, you see that we have cut it rather fine,” said Holmes, laughing. He rose, and 

throwing off the black cassock and hat which had formed his disguise, he packed them away in a hand-bag. 

“Have you seen the morning paper, Watson?” 

“No.” 

“You haven't' seen about Baker Street, then?” 

“Baker Street?” 

“They set fire to our rooms last night. No great harm was done.” 

“Good heavens, Holmes! this is intolerable.” 

“They must have lost my track completely after their bludgeon-man was arrested. Otherwise they could not 

have imagined that I had returned to my rooms. They have evidently taken the precaution of watching you, 

however, and that is what has brought Moriarty to Victoria. You could not have made any slip in coming?” 

“I did exactly what you advised.” 
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“Did you find your brougham?” 

“Yes, it was waiting.” 

“Did you recognize your coachman?” 

“No.” 

“It was my brother Mycroft. It is an advantage to get about in such a case without taking a mercenary into 

your confidence. But we must plan what we are to do about Moriarty now.” 

“As this is an express, and as the boat runs in connection with it, I should think we have shaken him off very 

effectively.” 

“My dear Watson, you evidently did not realize my meaning when I said that this man may be taken as being 

quite on the same intellectual plane as myself. You do not imagine that if I were the pursuer I should allow 

myself to be baffled by so slight an obstacle. Why, then, should you think so meanly of him?” 

“What will he do?” 

“What I should do?” 

“What would you do, then?” 

“Engage a special.” 

“But it must be late.” 

“By no means. This train stops at Canterbury; and there is always at least a quarter of an hour's delay at the 

boat. He will catch us there.” 

“One would think that we were the criminals. Let us have him arrested on his arrival.” 

“It would be to ruin the work of three months. We should get the big fish, but the smaller would dart right and 

left out of the net. On Monday we should have them all. No, an arrest is inadmissible.” 

“What then?” 

“We shall get out at Canterbury.” 
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“And then?” 

“Well, then we must make a cross-country journey to Newhaven, and so over to Dieppe. Moriarty will again 

do what I should do. He will get on to Paris, mark down our luggage, and wait for two days at the depot. In 

the meantime we shall treat ourselves to a couple of carpet-bags, encourage the manufactures of the countries 

through which we travel, and make our way at our leisure into Switzerland, via Luxembourg and Basle.” 

At Canterbury, therefore, we alighted, only to find that we should have to wait an hour before we could get a 

train to Newhaven. 

I was still looking rather ruefully after the rapidly disappearing luggage-van which contained my wardrobe, 

when Holmes pulled my sleeve and pointed up the line. 

“Already, you see,” said he. 

Far away, from among the Kentish woods there rose a thin spray of smoke. A minute later a carriage and 

engine could be seen flying along the open curve which leads to the station. We had hardly time to take our 

place behind a pile of luggage when it passed with a rattle and a roar, beating a blast of hot air into our faces. 

“There he goes,” said Holmes, as we watched the carriage swing and rock over the points. “There are limits, 

you see, to our friend's intelligence. It would have been a coup-de-maitre had he deduced what I would 

deduce and acted accordingly.” 

“And what would he have done had he overtaken us?” 

“There cannot be the least doubt that he would have made a murderous attack upon me. It is, however, a game 

at which two may play. The question now is whether we should take a premature lunch here, or run our 

chance of starving before we reach the buffet at Newhaven.” 

We made our way to Brussels that night and spent two days there, moving on upon the third day as far as 

Strasburg. On the Monday morning Holmes had telegraphed to the London police, and in the evening we 

found a reply waiting for us at our hotel. Holmes tore it open, and then with a bitter curse hurled it into the 

grate. 

“I might have known it!” he groaned. “He has escaped!” 

“Moriarty?” 

“They have secured the whole gang with the exception of him. He has given them the slip. Of course, when I 

had left the country there was no one to cope with him. But I did think that I had put the game in their hands. I 

think that you had better return to England, Watson.” 
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“Why?” 

“Because you will find me a dangerous companion now. This man's occupation is gone. He is lost if he 

returns to London. If I read his character right he will devote his whole energies to revenging himself upon 

me. He said as much in our short interview, and I fancy that he meant it. I should certainly recommend you to 

return to your practice.” 

It was hardly an appeal to be successful with one who was an old campaigner as well as an old friend. We sat 

in the Strasburg salle-à-manger arguing the question for half an hour, but the same night we had resumed our 

journey and were well on our way to Geneva. 

For a charming week we wandered up the Valley of the Rhone, and then, branching off at Leuk, we made our 

way over the Gemmi Pass, still deep in snow, and so, by way of Interlaken, to Meiringen. It was a lovely trip, 

the dainty green of the spring below, the virgin white of the winter above; but it was clear to me that never for 

one instant did Holmes forget the shadow which lay across him. In the homely Alpine villages or in the lonely 

mountain passes, I could tell by his quick glancing eyes and his sharp scrutiny of every face that passed us, 

that he was well convinced that, walk where we would, we could not walk ourselves clear of the danger which 

was dogging our footsteps. 

Once, I remember, as we passed over the Gemmi, and walked along the border of the melancholy Daubensee, 

a large rock which had been dislodged from the ridge upon our right clattered down and roared into the lake 

behind us. In an instant Holmes had raced up on to the ridge, and, standing upon a lofty pinnacle, craned his 

neck in every direction. It was in vain that our guide assured him that a fall of stones was a common chance in 

the spring-time at that spot. He said nothing, but he smiled at me with the air of a man who sees the 

fulfillment of that which he had expected. 

And yet for all his watchfulness he was never depressed. On the contrary, I can never recollect having seen 

him in such exuberant spirits. Again and again he recurred to the fact that if he could be assured that society 

was freed from Professor Moriarty he would cheerfully bring his own career to a conclusion. 

“I think that I may go so far as to say, Watson, that I have not lived wholly in vain,” he remarked. “If my 

record were closed to-night I could still survey it with equanimity. The air of London is the sweeter for my 

presence. In over a thousand cases I am not aware that I have ever used my powers upon the wrong side. Of 

late I have been tempted to look into the problems furnished by nature rather than those more superficial ones 

for which our artificial state of society is responsible. Your memoirs will draw to an end, Watson, upon the 

day that I crown my career by the capture or extinction of the most dangerous and capable criminal in 

Europe.” 

I shall be brief, and yet exact, in the little which remains for me to tell. It is not a subject on which I would 

willingly dwell, and yet I am conscious that a duty devolves upon me to omit no detail. 

It was on the 3d of May that we reached the little village of Meiringen, where we put up at the Englischer 

Hof, then kept by Peter Steiler the elder. Our landlord was an intelligent man, and spoke excellent English, 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

15 

having served for three years as waiter at the Grosvenor Hotel in London. At his advice, on the afternoon of 

the 4th we set off together, with the intention of crossing the hills and spending the night at the hamlet of 

Rosenlaui. We had strict injunctions, however, on no account to pass the falls of Reichenbach, which are 

about half-way up the hill, without making a small detour to see them. 

It is indeed, a fearful place. The torrent, swollen by the melting snow, plunges into a tremendous abyss, from 

which the spray rolls up like the smoke from a burning house. The shaft into which the river hurls itself is an 

immense chasm, lined by glistening coal-black rock, and narrowing into a creaming, boiling pit of 

incalculable depth, which brims over and shoots the stream onward over its jagged lip. The long sweep of 

green water roaring forever down, and the thick flickering curtain of spray hissing forever upward, turn a man 

giddy with their constant whirl and clamor. We stood near the edge peering down at the gleam of the breaking 

water far below us against the black rocks, and listening to the half-human shout which came booming up 

with the spray out of the abyss. 

The path has been cut half-way round the fall to afford a complete view, but it ends abruptly, and the traveler 

has to return as he came. We had turned to do so, when we saw a Swiss lad come running along it with a letter 

in his hand. It bore the mark of the hotel which we had just left, and was addressed to me by the landlord. It 

appeared that within a very few minutes of our leaving, an English lady had arrived who was in the last stage 

of consumption. She had wintered at Davos Platz, and was journeying now to join her friends at Lucerne, 

when a sudden hemorrhage had overtaken her. It was thought that she could hardly live a few hours, but it 

would be a great consolation to her to see an English doctor, and, if I would only return, etc. The good Steiler 

assured me in a postscript that he would himself look upon my compliance as a very great favor, since the 

lady absolutely refused to see a Swiss physician, and he could not but feel that he was incurring a great 

responsibility. 

The appeal was one which could not be ignored. It was impossible to refuse the request of a fellow-

countrywoman dying in a strange land. Yet I had my scruples about leaving Holmes. It was finally agreed, 

however, that he should retain the young Swiss messenger with him as guide and companion while I returned 

to Meiringen. My friend would stay some little time at the fall, he said, and would then walk slowly over the 

hill to Rosenlaui, where I was to rejoin him in the evening. As I turned away I saw Holmes, with his back 

against a rock and his arms folded, gazing down at the rush of the waters. It was the last that I was ever 

destined to see of him in this world. 

When I was near the bottom of the descent I looked back. It was impossible, from that position, to see the fall, 

but I could see the curving path which winds over the shoulder of the hill and leads to it. Along this a man 

was, I remember, walking very rapidly. 

I could see his black figure clearly outlined against the green behind him. I noted him, and the energy with 

which he walked but he passed from my mind again as I hurried on upon my errand. 

It may have been a little over an hour before I reached Meiringen. Old Steiler was standing at the porch of his 

hotel. 
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“Well,” said I, as I came hurrying up, “I trust that she is no worse?” 

A look of surprise passed over his face, and at the first quiver of his eyebrows my heart turned to lead in my 

breast. 

“You did not write this?” I said, pulling the letter from my pocket. “There is no sick Englishwoman in the 

hotel?” 

“Certainly not!” he cried. “But it has the hotel mark upon it! Ha, it must have been written by that tall 

Englishman who came in after you had gone. He said—” 

But I waited for none of the landlord's explanations. In a tingle of fear I was already running down the village 

street, and making for the path which I had so lately descended. It had taken me an hour to come down. For 

all my efforts two more had passed before I found myself at the fall of Reichenbach once more. There was 

Holmes's Alpine-stock still leaning against the rock by which I had left him. But there was no sign of him, 

and it was in vain that I shouted. My only answer was my own voice reverberating in a rolling echo from the 

cliffs around me. 

It was the sight of that Alpine-stock which turned me cold and sick. He had not gone to Rosenlaui, then. He 

had remained on that three-foot path, with sheer wall on one side and sheer drop on the other, until his enemy 

had overtaken him. The young Swiss had gone too. He had probably been in the pay of Moriarty, and had left 

the two men together. And then what had happened? Who was to tell us what had happened then? 

I stood for a minute or two to collect myself, for I was dazed with the horror of the thing. Then I began to 

think of Holmes's own methods and to try to practise them in reading this tragedy. It was, alas, only too easy 

to do. During our conversation we had not gone to the end of the path, and the Alpine-stock marked the place 

where we had stood. The blackish soil is kept forever soft by the incessant drift of spray, and a bird would 

leave its tread upon it. Two lines of footmarks were clearly marked along the farther end of the path, both 

leading away from me. There were none returning. A few yards from the end the soil was all ploughed up into 

a patch of mud, and the branches and ferns which fringed the chasm were torn and bedraggled. I lay upon my 

face and peered over with the spray spouting up all around me. It had darkened since I left, and now I could 

only see here and there the glistening of moisture upon the black walls, and far away down at the end of the 

shaft the gleam of the broken water. I shouted; but only the same half-human cry of the fall was borne back to 

my ears. 

But it was destined that I should after all have a last word of greeting from my friend and comrade. I have said 

that his Alpine-stock had been left leaning against a rock which jutted on to the path. From the top of this 

bowlder the gleam of something bright caught my eye, and, raising my hand, I found that it came from the 

silver cigarette-case which he used to carry. As I took it up a small square of paper upon which it had lain 

fluttered down on to the ground. Unfolding it, I found that it consisted of three pages torn from his note-book 

and addressed to me. It was characteristic of the man that the direction was a precise, and the writing as firm 

and clear, as though it had been written in his study. 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

17 

My dear Watson [it said], I write these few lines through the courtesy of Mr. Moriarty, who awaits my 

convenience for the final discussion of those questions which lie between us. He has been giving me a sketch 

of the methods by which he avoided the English police and kept himself informed of our movements. They 

certainly confirm the very high opinion which I had formed of his abilities. I am pleased to think that I shall 

be able to free society from any further effects of his presence, though I fear that it is at a cost which will give 

pain to my friends, and especially, my dear Watson, to you. I have already explained to you, however, that my 

career had in any case reached its crisis, and that no possible conclusion to it could be more congenial to me 

than this. Indeed, if I may make a full confession to you, I was quite convinced that the letter from Meiringen 

was a hoax, and I allowed you to depart on that errand under the persuasion that some development of this 

sort would follow. Tell Inspector Patterson that the papers which he needs to convict the gang are in 

pigeonhole M., done up in a blue envelope and inscribed “Moriarty.” I made every disposition of my property 

before leaving England, and handed it to my brother Mycroft. Pray give my greetings to Mrs. Watson, and 

believe me to be, my dear fellow, 

Very sincerely yours, 

Sherlock Holmes 

A few words may suffice to tell the little that remains. An examination by experts leaves little doubt that a 

personal contest between the two men ended, as it could hardly fail to end in such a situation, in their reeling 

over, locked in each other's arms. Any attempt at recovering the bodies was absolutely hopeless, and there, 

deep down in that dreadful caldron of swirling water and seething foam, will lie for all time the most 

dangerous criminal and the foremost champion of the law of their generation. The Swiss youth was never 

found again, and there can be no doubt that he was one of the numerous agents whom Moriarty kept in his 

employ. As to the gang, it will be within the memory of the public how completely the evidence which 

Holmes had accumulated exposed their organization, and how heavily the hand of the dead man weighed 

upon them. Of their terrible chief few details came out during the proceedings, and if I have now been 

compelled to make a clear statement of his career it is due to those injudicious champions who have 

endeavored to clear his memory by attacks upon him whom I shall ever regard as the best and the wisest man 

whom I have ever known. 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-final-problem   

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-final-problem
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Discovering new drugs is a long and expensive process – chemical compounds that dupe screening tools 

make it even harder 
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Modern drug discovery is an expensive and complicated process. Hundreds of scientists and at least a decade 

are often required to produce a single medicine. One of the most critical steps in this process is the first one – 

identifying new chemical compounds that could be developed into new medicines. 
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Researchers rely heavily on bioassays to identify potential drug candidates. These tests measure a 

compound’s ability to act on a biological target of interest. Candidates that show up as a “hit” by interacting 

with a target of interest (such as fitting into a binding site on the target) move on to further study and 

development. Advances in technology called high-throughput screening have allowed researchers to run 

thousands of compounds through bioassays in a short time, significantly streamlining the process. 

But some of these “hits” don’t actually interact with the target as intended. And for the unwary researcher, 

this can lead down a rabbit hole of lost time and money. 

I am a medicinal chemist who has been working in the drug discovery field for over 26 years, and one of the 

greatest challenges I have faced in my research is selecting good candidates from drug screening tests. One 

particular category of compounds, known as pan-assay interference compounds, or PAINS, is a common 

pitfall. 

Our mission is to share knowledge and inform decisions. 

What are PAINS? 

Bioassays involve placing a chemical compound together with the target of interest and measuring the 

strength of their interaction. Researchers assess interaction strength using a number of methods depending on 

how the bioassay is designed. A common assay design emits light when there is an interaction, where the 

intensity of the light depends upon the strength of interaction. 

PAINS refer to compounds that often come up as false positives during the screening process. Because of 

certain characteristics of these molecules, they can interact with a target in nonspecific or unexpected ways. 

Some can even react chemically with the target. So while PAINS may come up as a hit in a screen, it doesn’t 

necessarily mean they actually do what researchers hoped they’d do. Common worst offenders include 

compounds like quinones, catechols and rhodanines. 
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https://doi.org/10.1038/513481a
https://doi.org/10.4155/fmc.10.237
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Unlike desired drug compounds that interact specifically with a target of interest, PAINS react nonspecifically 

with a wide variety of targets. Bcary/Wikimedia Commons, CC BY-NC-SA 

There are a number of ways that PAINS dupe bioassays. 

Some PAINS have properties that cause them to emit light (or fluoresce) under certain conditions. Since many 

bioassays detect light as a signal for a hit, this can confuse the assay readout and result in a false positive. 

Other PAINS can act as redox cyclers in bioassays – producing hydrogen peroxide that can block the target 

and be misread as a hit. 

Similarly, some PAINS form colloidal aggregates – clumps of molecules that interfere with the target of 

interest by absorbing it or modifying the molecular structure. In rare cases, these clumps can even elicit a 

desired interaction with the target of interest because of their large size. 

Trace impurities left over from manufacturing can also elicit a PAINS response. 

To make things even more complicated, because PAINS react with targets much more strongly than most 

compounds that are true drug candidates, PAINS often appear as the most promising hits in screening. 

Curcumin, the bright yellow chemical commonly found in the turmeric in curry, is one notorious example of a 

pan-assay interference compound. 

What can be done about PAINS? 

An estimated 5% to 12% of compounds in the screening libraries academic institutions use for drug discovery 

consist of PAINS. Scientists misled by a false positive can waste considerable time if they try to develop these 

compounds into usable drugs. 

Since researchers became aware of the existence of PAINS, medicinal chemists have identified frequent 

offenders and actively remove these compounds from screening libraries. However, some compounds will 

always fall through the cracks. It is ultimately up to the researcher to identify and discard these PAINS when 

they show up as false positives. 

There are a few things researchers can do to filter out PAINS. In some cases, visually inspecting compounds 

for structural similarities with other known PAINS can be enough. For other cases, additional experiments are 

necessary to eliminate false positives. 

[Over 150,000 readers rely on The Conversation’s newsletters to understand the world. Sign up today.] 
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https://doi.org/10.1089/adt.2015.674
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Testing for the presence of hydrogen peroxide, for example, can help identify redox cyclers. Likewise, adding 

detergents can help break up colloidal aggregates. And bioassays that do not use light detection to register hits 

can circumvent PAINS that emit light. 

Even the most experienced medicinal chemist needs to be cognizant of the dangers of these false positives. 

Taking steps to ensure that these types of compounds don’t make it to the next stage of drug discovery can 

avoid wasted time and effort and ultimately lead to a more efficient and cost-effective drug discovery process. 
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Migrants from south carrying maize were early Maya ancestors 

Previously unknown migratory movement brought knowledge of maize agriculture 

 
 

A site in Belize was critical to studying the spread of maize as a staple food. 

• Credit and Larger Version 

 

April 20, 2022 

A site in Belize has been critical to studying the origins of the ancient Maya people and the spread of maize as 

a staple food, according to research published in Nature Communications by an interdisciplinary team of 

scientists. 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_images.jsp?cntn_id=304949&org=NSF
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?https://www.nature.com/articles/s41467-022-29158-y
https://www.nsf.gov/cgi-bin/good-bye?http://news.unm.edu/news/migrants-from-south-carrying-maize-were-early-maya-ancestors
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Excavations in Belize, along with ancient DNA analyses, indicate a previously unknown migration of people 

who carried maize, or corn, from an area of South America to north of the Maya region. The research 

was supported by the U.S. National Science Foundation. 

Scientists excavated 25 burials dating 10,000 to 3,700 years ago from two cave or rock shelter sites in the 

remote Maya Mountains. The sites are located beneath the overhangs of limestone cliffs that once sheltered 

people living below and protected the everyday debris and burials of the dead for more than 7,000 years. 

The excavated skeletons revealed ancient DNA information on the movements of early populations in the 

Americas. A southward migration of people from the north some 9,600 to 7,300 years ago shows only distant 

relatedness to present-day Mesoamericans, including Mayan-speaking populations. 

A previously unknown movement from the south starting about 5,600 years ago made a major demographic 

impact on the region, contributing to more than 50% of the ancestry of all later individuals. Present-day 

Chibchan speakers from Costa Rica to Colombia are descendants of people from that ancient migration. 

The genetic prehistory of human populations in Central America had been largely unexplored, leaving an 

important gap in knowledge of the global expansion of humans, according to University of New Mexico 

archaeologist Keith Prufer, who co-led the study. 

"By analyzing ancient DNA and samples from teeth, these findings suggest that the knowledge of how to 

grow and harvest corn was brought by this ancient group of people moving north, as opposed to information 

being shared between neighboring cultures," said John Yellen, a program director in NSF's Division of 

Behavioral and Cognitive Sciences. 

Eventually the consumption of maize increased until it became a diet staple, Prufer said. The dispersal of 

maize fanned out, moving northward to the Maya population and eventually across both continents. When the 

Spanish arrived around 1500 AD, maize was a staple of every Native American group's diet. 

--  NSF Public Affairs, researchnews@nsf.gov 

 

https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304949&utm_medium=em

ail&utm_source=govdelivery  

  

https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1632061&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1632144&HistoricalAwards=false
mailto:researchnews@nsf.gov
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304949&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?WT.mc_id=USNSF_1&cntn_id=304949&utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery
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Elusive Sleep 

 

WORDS by JAN JOLLY 

ART by NOAH SATERSTROM 

 

“I find the nights long, for I sleep but little, and think much.” — Charles Dickens 

May 17, 2022 

6 
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The air conditioner rumbles through another cycle. The low hum of the small fan drowns out other sounds 

from the street, from the ice maker, from my husband Jim’s rhythmic breathing. The lyrics to an old Beatles 

song run silently through my head: Words are flowing out like endless rain into a paper cup / They slither 

wildly as they pass, they slip away across the universe. 

I slip out of bed. Grab my phone (so I know the time), my book (a predictable murder mystery), and my 

glasses. Head to the guest room so my restlessness won’t disturb Jim. It is now 2:30 a.m. Another night 

fighting for elusive sleep. A battle I have fought for nearly 20 years. 

 

A mother never wants to hear the words “cancer” and “daughter” uttered in the same sentence. And 

yet, in 2004, I sit with Sara, my 24-year-old daughter, in the hematology/oncology office. Soon we’ll learn to 

say hem/onc like we are old pros at blood cancer and its arcane lingo — triple-lumen port, bone marrow 

biopsy, lumbar puncture. 

For months, Sara had complained of pain in her arms. Her physician ordered an MRI and the results came 

back with the word “leukemia” as one option in a list of possible diagnoses. “That’s ridiculous,” I scoffed. 

“You might have a hairline fracture in your arm or a deep bruise, but not leukemia. You’re just not that sick.” 

But I was wrong. A bone marrow biopsy a few days later confirms her leukemia. And just like that, Sara 

began a two-year living hell of chemotherapy and bone marrow biopsies. 

And just like that, I began a lifetime battle with insomnia. 

Actually, that’s not quite true. I had suffered from occasional insomnia even before Sara’s diagnosis. Her 

cancer just solidified my already challenging relationship with a good night’s sleep. Sleep specialists called 

her illness a “precipitating factor” — an “initial trigger” — that marked the official start of my insomnia. 

It has now been 17 years since the day of Sara’s diagnosis. I have battled insomnia for nearly two decades. 

After Sara’s treatment successfully ended, I expected blissful sleep to return. When it didn’t, I became 

frustrated, confused. I didn’t understand. Thought I was depressed. Perhaps I was, to some small degree. My 

doctor gave me pills. Trazodone. Ambien. Neither helped then, nor do they help now when I dig them from 

the bottom of the nightstand drawer in desperation for a decent night’s sleep. 

I’ve tried white noise — fans, special bedside machines — and pink noise — CDs of gentle rainstorms and 

ocean waves. Lately, I’ve turned to gummies infused with CBD or other newly decriminalized alphabet soup 

cures. 

I dread nightfall. Dread the long hours of futilely trying to sleep, listening to the icy rains of the Arkansas 

winter or the heavy stillness of humid July nights. Lying awake in the dark for hours on end, knowing I need 
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to sleep, longing to sleep, but unable to feel that subtle heaviness in my eyelids or that calm slowing of my 

heartbeat that signals the descent into restorative rest. 

 

Now, on most nights, I finish a Sunday crossword puzzle and try reading for a few minutes (no blue light 

screens for at least two hours) before turning out the light. I love to read fiction because it takes me away 

from the present and transports me to a different time and place. Novels seem to reset my brain, slow me 
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down. My lids become heavy. My eyes burn a bit. It feels good to close them and feel the soothing moisture 

begin to ease their dryness. I turn out the light (specially designed to reduce blue light exposure) and snuggle 

into the pillow (copper-infused and constructed for side sleepers), laced with a light lavender scent (essential 

oil said to calm the nervous system), and begin to count my breaths. 

 

Inhale: 1-2-3-4; exhale: 1-2-3-4-5. I count the breaths for 10 cycles. Repeat. 

The washing machine made a weird noise yesterday. Inhale ... exhale. Repeat. 

We need a new couch for the living room. What color? Inhale ... exhale. Repeat. 

I haven’t seen those two box turtles in the yard this week. Inhale ... exhale. Re ... 

Shit. 

My eyes pop open, and I reach up to turn the light back on. Rearrange the pillows so I can sit up to read some 

more. Help Harry Bosch solve another L.A. murder. Cross the Pyrenees with the brave women of the French 

underground in The Nightingale. 

 

 

All the so-called sleep experts recommend moderate daily exercise as one cure for insomnia. So I 

walk/jog (wog?) four or five times each week for an hour or so, and I purchased a treadmill for the rainy days. 

Weather permitting, I trek up and down my Little Rock neighborhood hills, around the back of the high 

school. Past the mysterious house with windows covered in black plastic (creepy). Past the manicured lawn 

next door to the overgrown weed lot (Should I offer to mow?). I’ve gotten to know my neighbors and fellow 

walkers (woggers?) over the years, which is a nice benefit of a walking routine: the guy with the new solar 

panels on his roof who loves to tell me how much his electricity bills have dropped (I don’t really care, but I 

listen politely); the blind lady who walks with her gray poodle, Leo (they look adorably alike, and I wonder if 

she knows). 

And yet, after a day of exercise, eating right, a hot bedtime shower for relaxation, and following what the 

doctors call “good sleep hygiene,” sleep still eludes me. 

On nights when I can’t sleep, I never think about how I’m going to pay my bills (I have a decent income), or 

my kids (they have successful marriages and careers). It’s mundane things like needing to buy paper towels 
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or trying to remember all the words to “Across the Universe” that keep my brain chugging like a runaway 

train. 

And with the full-blown irony of meta-insomnia, I lie awake worrying about lying awake. I can’t sleep 

because I’m thinking about not sleeping. 

 

 

Another April rolled around in 2009, five years after Sara’s leukemia diagnosis. Jim noticed a lump in 

his throat while shaving. A biopsy showed squamous cell carcinoma on his tonsils. 

And just like that, another port to keep clean. A feeding tube; radiation; chemo. And just like that, I morphed 

back into a well-trained caregiver. 

Inhale: 1-2-3-4; exhale: 1-2-3-4-5. I count the breaths for 10 cycles. Repeat. 

I’ve got to clean Jim’s feeding tube tomorrow. Inhale ... exhale. Repeat. 

Is he throwing up again? Should I get up and help him? Inhale ... exhale. Repeat. 

Please, God, please don’t let me lose him. Please. Inhale ... exhale. Repeat. 

The weeks inched by. The endless nights inched by. And, while Jim got well, my insomnia worsened. By the 

time he finished treatment and our routine returned to normal, I remained awake more nights than I slept. 

• • • 

The internet teems with articles on insomnia. Try meditation! Check. No TV, smartphone, or computer 

screens for two hours before bedtime! Check. Try aromatherapy! Check. Listen to white noise! Check. 

Exercise daily! Check. 

The body’s failure to produce the hormone melatonin tops many lists of insomnia causes. Its production in the 

brain connects us to the daylight/dark circadian cycle, and our levels decline as we age. I tried melatonin 

supplements — to no avail. One milligram. Two milligrams. Ten milligrams. 

Night after night, week after week. Check. 
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Chase the melatonin with chamomile tea or valerian root oil in a warm glass of milk. Check. 

I’ve tried advice from expensive sleep specialists, advice from the Mayo Clinic, advice on WebMD, Sleep 

Foundation articles, research papers from “Psychiatric Times,” shady advice on Bubba From Benton’s 

Blogspot. 

If it’s out there, I’ve tried it.  

• • • 

It’s around 3 p.m. on a hot July day in 2014. I am in the den, reading a book and enjoying a lazy Saturday, 

when I get a call from my nephew, my beautiful sister’s oldest son. 

“Hey, Jan. It’s Walt. I’ve got some bad news. Ah ... no easy way to say it. Mom just had a stroke.” 

I laugh, thinking he’s kidding around. “Oh Walt, what did you do to her this time?” But Walt isn’t joking. 

“I’m serious. She just collapsed while we were waiting for a table at Chili’s after the game. They’re getting 

her ready for surgery.” 

No. No. No. What? What did he say? The room spins. My book drops to the floor. I stand up, sit back down, 

stand back up. 

“My God, Walt. I’m not ... what? Lynette what? Had a stroke? Who’s with you? Do I need to come?” I know 

I’m babbling and starting to panic. Jim stares from across the room. 

“I’ve gotta go. They’re taking her back now. I’ll call you when we know more.” He hangs up. 

And just like that, I hold a silent phone. My heart thunders in my chest. Tears overflow. Lips quiver. 

Shoulders heave with uncontrolled sobs, and I cannot imagine a world without Lynette in it. 

And just like that, I have yet another legitimate reason to worry in the darkness of midnight as I stare at the 

ceiling, unable to sleep. 

 

At one point, I went for a sleep study and emerged with a state-of-the-art CPAP machine. 
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The first one they gave me used a nasal cannula — nose plugs with holes that forced air into my nostrils all 

night long. Every time I switched position, the cannula moved, and I had to reposition it so that the moistened 

air didn’t blow on my face. The second machine had a nasal hood that fit over my nose like Bozo the Clown’s 

bright red nose. The air blew in through long tubes like corrugated garden hoses wrapped around the back of 

my head. Again, every time I moved (and I move a lot), I had to reposition the hoses and nosepiece to keep 

me from feeling like I was sleeping in a wind tunnel. 

The worst CPAP contraption involved a mask that completely covered my nose and mouth. A full-face 

mask (Hello, general anesthesia!). Yeah, right. That lasted a week before I went back to the nasal hood, the 

lesser of the three evils. 

I am a good patient. I listen to the doctors and follow instructions to the letter. I’ve often said that if a doctor 

told me I could avoid getting cancer by not talking, I would never speak a word again. No problem. But this 

CPAP nonsense made me sleep less than I had before submitting to its agonizing tubes and air hoses. After 

three years (yes, you read that right: three years!), I finally gave it up. The sleep doctor was not happy with 

me. The same doctors had hooked my father up to a CPAP when he was in his 80s. He put up with his for 

only three weeks before returning it for his money back. 

• • • 

My father was a quiet man. Strong. Ex-Marine. He rarely articulated the lessons he taught me. Instead, he 

handed me a pencil to help him work the daily crossword. He let Aesop teach me morals. He let Dr. Seuss 

show me how to be silly and kind and curious. For Daddy, a book about a long adventure by hobbits and elves 

was just that — not a discourse on good versus evil. 

Although I suspected that he occasionally pondered the deeper meaning in the books and poetry he read, in 

the end, he was a pragmatist, a literalist, and read for the escape and fun it provided rather than for intellectual 

challenge. As he aged and dementia began to blur his world, he gave up on reading. I became his reader. “The 

words are all mixed up,” he’d say. He kept trying to finish the daily crosswords, but I’d find even the easiest 

Monday puzzles still half-finished on Wednesday. He seemed to know our time together was ending and that 

he had done all he could to help me become a moral, kind, silly, and curious person. 

Of all my father’s talents, his snoring was legendary. Within just a few minutes of turning out his bedroom 

light, the rumbling began. First, just a gentle, rhythmic growl, like a satisfied cat purring after a good meal. 

The growling slowly built to a grand crescendo, shaking the windows, and (I always suspected) frightening 

the neighbors. I never understood how my mother managed any sleep. Perhaps she suffered silently. Perhaps 

she tiptoed into the guest room to read while he roared, deep in dreamland. Perhaps the seeds of my own 

insomnia began to germinate during my teenage nights listening to Daddy snore. 
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No serious worries keep me awake anymore. Sara beat her cancer (17 years in remission equals 

“cured”). My sister — six years my senior — passed away last year. My husband golfs nearly every day, 

fully recovered. Worrying about loved ones furnishes a legitimate reason for insomnia. But once their issues 

resolve, don’t I deserve a decent night’s sleep? 

At the peak of my insomnia, I woke up four or five times a night. Go to the bathroom. Back to bed. Get up to 

read. Back to bed. Go get a snack. Back to bed. Read some more. Back to bed. Go pee again. Back to ... 

You get the picture. 

I read somewhere that Abraham Lincoln took long walks in the middle of the night because of his insomnia. I 

hardly have the weight of Lincoln’s responsibilities on my mind, nor are the streets of midtown Little Rock 

quite as safe as an Illinois country lane or the grounds of the White House for midnight strolls. Ben Franklin 

recommended, for those who could afford it, using two beds, a strategy I occasionally use. Former British 

Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher supposedly rationalized, “Sleep is for wimps.” 

It doesn’t help to be in good company. 

Jim never wakes up once we turn the light off. Never stirs. Rarely snores. He does have magnificent dreams 

he likes to tell me about several mornings a week over coffee (never more than two cups, and both before 

noon). I worry about waking him up with my tossing and turning. We’ve settled on a solution that seems to 

work: When I can’t sleep, I take my pillow and my book and retire to the guest bedroom — à la Ben Franklin 

— where I’m free to read, wander around the house, raid the fridge, listen to pink noise, whatever. And since 

no one expects me at a job by 8 a.m., I’m free to snooze until midmorning on those occasions when I finally 

drift off around dawn. 

I’ve learned to live with my insomnia. I no longer fight it. Insomnia defines a part of who I am. I get a lot of 

reading done between midnight and 4 a.m. I know what time my neighbor gets home from the bars. I know 

how many times each night the central heat kicks on. And I know that, no matter how little sleep I get on a 

given night, there will be that one rare night where I drift off as soon as I turn out the light and do not wake up 

for nine or 10 long hours. On those delicious mornings, I count my blessings. I bring in a hydrangea from the 

garden for the kitchen table. I kiss my husband, and enjoy our morning ritual, facing the new day, rested and 

alert. 

Tonight, I finish my Sunday crossword puzzle (seven-letter word for "stuck” — cohered), and I lose myself 

for a few minutes in World War II as The Nightingale hides from the Nazis. I say a prayer of thanks for the 

years I had with my father and my sister, for Jim and Sara’s good health. I turn out the light and snuggle 

under the comforter, a small fan gently whirring, darkness enveloping me. My eyes close, and as I anticipate 

the comforting embrace of sleep creeping in, I remember that tomorrow I need to buy lettuce sets from 

Cantrell Gardens. Then I hear the dreaded lyrics: Thoughts meander like a restless wind inside a letterbox / 

They tumble blindly as they make their way across the universe / Jai Guru Deva, Om/ Nothing's gonna 

change my world. 
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Dammit. 

I click the lamp back on. Maybe tomorrow night will be better. 

 

 

Jan Jolly retired from the Arkansas Department of Corrections in 2017 to complete her master's degree in 

nonfiction writing at the University of Arkansas at Little Rock. Her short stories have been published by The 

MacGuffin, Quills & Pixels, and The Write Launch. 

 

Noah Saterstrom was raised in Mississippi, educated at Scotland’s Glasgow School of Art, and lives with his 

wife and three kids in Nashville. In addition to publishing art-related essays and articles in Nashville Arts 

Magazine, Saterstrom’s paintings are exhibited internationally and also in private and public collections 

worldwide. His painting “Maeve” is the cover of Ann Patchett’s book The Dutch House (HarperCollins, 

2019). 

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/elusive-

sleep?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F17%20-

%20Tue%20%28Elusive%20Sleep%29%20%28TxAM8N%29&_kx=b-

mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx  

  

https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/elusive-sleep?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F17%20-%20Tue%20%28Elusive%20Sleep%29%20%28TxAM8N%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/elusive-sleep?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F17%20-%20Tue%20%28Elusive%20Sleep%29%20%28TxAM8N%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/elusive-sleep?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F17%20-%20Tue%20%28Elusive%20Sleep%29%20%28TxAM8N%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
https://bittersoutherner.com/feature/2022/elusive-sleep?utm_source=The%20Bitter%20News&utm_medium=email&utm_campaign=5%2F17%20-%20Tue%20%28Elusive%20Sleep%29%20%28TxAM8N%29&_kx=b-mVzBkmZ0lxLxrNUmc3Z2mgVG5IdzImhWoF9KB3wE8p_WveNa84cUhxOGfevPJb.VmuhCx
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How climate change stresses plants and alters their growth 

BIOCHEMISTRY • PLANT BIOLOGY 

Author: Souleïmen Jmii is pursuing his Ph.D in plant biochemistry at Université du Québec à Montréal 

(UQAM) 

Climate change stresses plants, forcing them to turn off the cellular machinery that helps them grow. 

Image: Shutterstock 

Plants that inhabit the Earth have the incredible ability to grow continually for hundreds of years, and always 

towards the light of the sun, which provides them with the necessary energy to sprout. 

At the source of this growth are changes in their environment, such as variations in light, temperature and 

humidity. But new stimuli from current climate changes are disrupting the normal growth of plants. 

As a doctoral candidate in biochemistry at the University of Québec in Montréal, I am interested in the 

structure of plant proteins, and study the ways plants adapt to environmental stresses (drought, cold, 

deficiencies) at the molecular level in order to select more resilient variants for agriculture. 

The unmatched longevity of Pando 

https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/biochemistry/
https://mappingignorance.org/category/science/plant-biology/
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The oldest forest on the planet, called Pando, is 80,000 years old. Located in Utah it contains 40,000 

genetically identical (clones) of quaking, or trembling, aspen trees. The colony communicates via a single 

root network. 

Pando is considered to be the oldest living organism in the world. This colony originated 30,000 years before 

the first Homo sapiens settled in Europe. Pando, therefore, has borne witness to the totality of modern human 

life: the empires of China and Rome, world wars and also to humanity’s greatest feats. 

Identical quaking aspen trees in Fishlake National Forest, Utah. At 80,000 years old, Pando is one of the 

oldest forests in the world. Image: Shutterstock 

Nonetheless, the colony’s poplars have not grown nonstop for 80,000 years. On the one hand, 

their development is orchestrated by the seasons. On the other hand, they must control their developmental 

growth according to their needs and physical capacities to face external aggressions. By disrupting external 

environmental stimuli, the current climate crisis directly affects this normal growth regulation. 

https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1365-294X.2008.03963.x
https://www.science.org/doi/10.1126/sciadv.abj9496
https://www.science.org/doi/10.1126/sciadv.abj9496
https://bmcr.brynmawr.edu/2009/2009.04.66/
https://www.canada.ca/en/department-national-defence/services/military-history/history-heritage/popular-books/aboriginal-people-canadian-military/world-wars.html
https://doi.org/10.1016/j.febslet.2011.03.051
https://climate.nasa.gov/news/3124/global-climate-change-impact-on-crops-expected-within-10-years-nasa-study-finds/
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The secret of plant growth is buried in the cell 

Plants form new organs such as leaves, flowers or roots, as needed to respond to an external stimulus from the 

environment. For example, a change in the light exposure period during spring triggers flowering. 

These stimuli target the DNA by activating specific genes for the development of each organ to form an adult 

plant. DNA is comparable to a dictionary of genes that contains the code for the physical peculiarities of the 

plant. These genes are the living words that must be read to express their meaning, and the information they 

contain. 

From seed germination to flower reproduction and the formation of stems, roots and leaves, all the stages of 

plant development and growth are due to a gene reading phenomenon. To read the genes, specific activators 

are needed for each of the words. If the environmental conditions change and are conducive to growth, then 

these activators position themselves at the front of the gene to read and express it, and lead to the specific 

growth of the organ encoded by the gene. 

Gene activation is linked to plant growth thanks to the actions of growth activators. Image: Souleïmen Jmii 

DELLA proteins determine growth 

Plants cannot afford to grow indefinitely because of the energy costs of growth. In addition, similar to animals 

that hibernate, plants stop growing during the winter, becoming dormant to survive the season. To do this, 

plants block the reading of genes thanks to safeguards called DELLA proteins. 

Found only in plants, these proteins have been constant throughout evolution. They are found particularly 

in mosses, ferns, conifers and flowering plants. DELLAs are located in the cell nucleus, closest to DNA. They 

are produced continually and can block gene activators. 

https://doi.org/10.1016/S0070-2153(10)91002-8
https://doi.org/10.1038/nature01636
https://doi.org/10.1146/annurev.arplant.49.1.127
https://doi.org/10.1146/annurev.arplant.49.1.127
https://doi.org/10.1038/nrg3291
https://doi.org/10.1038/nrg3291
https://doi.org/10.1016/S1672-6308(12)60045-6
https://doi.org/10.1126/science.171.3966.29
https://books.google.ca/books?hl=en&lr=&id=1u4eDAAAQBAJ
https://doi.org/10.1111/j.1744-7909.2008.00703.x
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Growth blocking through the sequestration of activators, thanks to DELLA proteins. Image: Souleïmen Jmii 

To mature, plants must destroy the DELLAs to release the activators. Plants have developed a system for 

labelling these proteins to influence their destiny in the cell according to their needs. To degrade DELLAs, the 

cell adds a small protein, called ubiquitin, to its surface. Ubiquitin acts like a postage stamp that tells the cell 

to deliver the DELLAs to a new destination, a “cellular trash can,” where they will be degraded. 

The degradation of DELLA proteins through ubiquitin labelling (Ub). Image: Souleïmen Jmii 

Climate stress blocks DELLA degradation 

https://doi.org/10.1093/pcp/pcaa113
https://doi.org/10.1093/pcp/pcaa113
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Floods or droughts are increasing all over the planet. Because of their immobility, plants cannot flee from 

these external attacks. These new environmental parameters stress wild plants and agricultural crops 

by disrupting their growth, meaning they must save their energy to survive rather than grow, and must not 

degrade the DELLA proteins. 

This requires the DELLA proteins to be labelled in another way, through a cousin of ubiquitin, which 

scientists have named SUMO. SUMO replaces ubiquitin, and serves as a life buoy so that it does not get 

degraded. 

Competition between ubiquitin (Ub) and SUMO at the same 

labelling site. 

Image: Souleïmen Jmii 

In fact, SUMO labelling is done in the exact same place where ubiquitin should be added. The presence of 

SUMO no longer makes it possible to add ubiquitin, which allows plants to survive adverse climatic events. 

In the current climate crisis, it is important to investigate and understand this plant growth mechanism in the 

hope of maintaining sustainability in agricultural crops. Researchers are actively working to isolate or select 

plants capable of rapidly activating SUMO in order to grow under adverse environmental conditions.  

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

https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/09/how-climate-change-stresses-plants-and-alters-their-

growth/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email 

  

https://doi.org/10.1016/j.quaint.2006.11.004
https://books.google.ca/books?hl=en&lr=&id=sHH8DwAAQBAJ
https://books.google.ca/books?hl=en&lr=&id=sHH8DwAAQBAJ
https://books.google.ca/books?hl=en&lr=&id=8ImiDwAAQBAJ
https://doi.org/10.3389/fpls.2019.01122
https://theconversation.com/
https://theconversation.com/how-climate-change-stresses-plants-and-alters-their-growth-180841
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/09/how-climate-change-stresses-plants-and-alters-their-growth/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
https://mappingignorance.org/2022/05/09/how-climate-change-stresses-plants-and-alters-their-growth/?utm_source=feedburner&utm_medium=email
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Petrified Waters  The Artificial Grottoes of the Renaissance and Beyond 

By Laura Tradii 

Idling alongside the waters of artificial grottoes, visitors found themselves in lush, otherworldly settings, 

where art and nature, pleasure and peril, and humans and nymphs could, for a time, coexist. Laura Tradii 

spelunks through the handmade caves of the Italian Renaissance and their reception abroad, illuminating how 

these curious spaces transformed across the centuries. 

 

Matthieu Marian’s engraving of the grotto in the gardens of Hortus Palatinus, Heidelberg, from Salomon de 

Caus’ Hortus Palatinus (1620) — Source. 

For centuries after their appearance in Renaissance Italy, artificial caves were staples of garden architecture 

across Europe, and the subject of much fascination. Far from being mere kitsch divertissements, or 

uninventive copies of natural caves, grottoes existed at the crossroads of multiple traditions. Classical 

https://publicdomainreview.org/contributors#laura-tradii
https://digi.ub.uni-heidelberg.de/diglit/caus1620/0034/image,info,thumbs
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mythology, Arcadian idylls, occult speculation, and an interest in cultural curiosities coexisted in the grotto, 

allowing for the playful exploration of a new tension emerging between Nature and Artifice. Understanding 

the grotto’s popularity in Italy and beyond requires unpicking the wondrous universe that was conjured by 

these complex garden features. Their symbolic vocabulary evolved over the centuries, from a Renaissance 

model of the cosmos, where the mutable shapes of grottoes offered a chaotic counterpoint to the formal grace 

of gardens, toward a Romantic staging of the Sublime, accessed through increasingly naturalistic replicas of 

caves. 

 

Etching by Stefano della Bella offering two views of a grotto, from “Views of the villa at Pratolino”, ca. 1653 

— Source. 

 

Historical and archaeological evidence suggests that, in ancient Greece, caves dedicated to deities and 

divinities were decorated with inscriptions and statues.1 Greek mythology frequently figures natural grottoes 

as the abodes of nymphs and other (sometimes dangerous) beings. In the Odyssey, for example, both the 

cyclops Polyphemus and the nymph Calypso inhabit caves that imprison Odysseus — the former by force, the 

https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/411200?sortBy=Relevance&ft=pratolino&offset=0&rpp=40&pos=2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn1
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latter with enchantment — while Homer’s description of the naiads’ lair on Ithaca led Porphyry, the third-

century Tyrian philosopher, to declare with awe how “in the most remote periods of antiquity, [caves] were 

consecrated to the Gods”.2 Replicas of such places, later referred to as nymphaea (singular: nymphaeum), 

became part of the urban infrastructure in ancient Rome, where they served as monumental exedras housing 

public fountains.3 Through both their sacred and mundane forms, artificial grottoes provided “a means to 

create and manipulate the most precious element — water — to regulate and recycle it, to worship and display 

it”, writes Naomi Miller.4 The symbolic association between divine nymphs, caves, and aqueous bodies was 

reprised in the Renaissance, when garden grottoes, usually supplied with running water, were coveted among 

the wealthy families of Europe. The frenzy began in Italy, where aristocrats, merchants, popes, and cardinals 

started to incorporate grottoes into their gardens and palaces. 

 

Etching by Giovanni Franceso Venturini of the Fontana dell’Aquilone in the Vatican Gardens, ca. 1675 

— Source. 

In his monumental 1615 treatise L'Idea della Architettura Universale (The Idea of a Universal Architecture), 

architect Vincenzo Scamozzi described fountains in what he called “grotto porticos” (Grotti Portici), which 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn2
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn3
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn4
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Fontana_dell%27Aquilone_in_de_Vaticaanse_tuinen_Fontana_detta_lo_scoglio_nel_giardino_di_Belvedere_nel_Palazzo_Pontificio_(titel_op_object)_Le_fontane_ne_palazzi_e_ne_giardini_di_Roma_(serietitel)_Fonteinen_in_de_paleiz,_BI-1893-A39-54.jpg
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could be found “below and above the ground”, and were decorated with “pebbles [and] tuff and other 

materials petrified in various shapes of nature. . . and then decorated here and there with niches, with statues 

of stone and sometime of metal”.5 Elsewhere he points to a “cryptoporticus underground” at Tivoli’s Villa 

D’Este, with “various fountains which murmur loudly”. He instructs that “grotto-porticos, so called because 

of their resemblance with caves [grotte], shall be in fresh and shaded places”.6 They should not receive much 

light, and their “ornaments shall be fountains, niches, and tableaus with statues, inscriptions, and such things”. 

“The Ancients would [decorate them with] extravagant and ridiculous paintings . . . . And because such 

paintings were found in some places [resembling] caves, for this they call them grottesche.”7 

 

The grotto at Villa di Papa Giulio, Rome, by an unnamed photographer for Edith Wharton’s Italian Villas and 

their Gardens (1904) — Source. 

Here, Scamozzi is referring to the grotesques or grottesche, fanciful and often humorous decorative motifs 

that became ubiquitous in the Renaissance, both in the creation of grottoes and as a wider visual style, after 

similar motifs had been discovered in the cave-like, underground ruins of Nero’s Domus Aurea. The frescoes 

of Domus Aurea depicted ornate extravaganzas of harpies, festoons, plants, and masks, inspired by 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn5
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn6
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn7
https://archive.org/details/gri_33125008561694/page/n143/mode/1up
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Ovid’s Metamorphoses — a poetic collection of classical myths and legends narrating the transfiguration of 

humans and gods into plants, animals, and more. A major influence on Renaissance literary and visual arts, 

Ovidian metamorphosis manifested in this period’s garden grottoes too, where visitors encountered a 

mysterious universe of mutable forms and half-petrified, often amphibious creatures. 

 

Israel Silvestre, Grotta del Giardino di Monte Dragone, ca. 1650 — Source. 

 

https://artmuseum.princeton.edu/collections/objects/2964
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The “grotto of the animals” at Villa di Castello, near Florence, by an unnamed photographer for Elizabeth W. 

Champney’s Romance of the Italian Villas (1906) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/romanceofitalian00chamuoft/page/n40/mode/1up


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

44 

 

Giovanni Francesco Venturini, The Fountain of Venus, depicting a grotto at Villa d’Este, Tivoli — Source. 

While varying in shape and form, grottoes tended to share a few common features. First, niches or vaults, 

evoking the curved ceilings of natural caverns. Second, the movement of water, ranging from simple 

mechanisms (trickling down rocky walls) to the elaborate and ornate (musical automata).8 Third, and most 

importantly, rugged, “rusticated” surfaces, imitating the uneven texture of stone, and sometimes featuring 

icicles or stalactites. In The Lives of the Artists (1550), Renaissance artist and historian Giorgio Vasari 

dedicates a brief chapter to the practice of beautifying fountains with “various rustic things” as well as 

incrustations of “petrified waters” from which condensation would drip.9 He also describes rustic grottoes in 

which vegetation sprouts on “spongy rocks”, where what “appears disorder[ly] and wild” is made to appear 

“more natural and real”. Stalactites were only one of the many decorative possibilities, and grottoes were 

often adorned with artfully arranged shells, corals, pebbles, mosaics, or paint. Statues of nymphs, tritons, 

dolphins, and other amphibious creatures emerging from rocks were common, and the algae and moss 

growing on these surfaces would enhance the fusion of natural and artificial elements. Rather than aiming to 

accurately represent caves in naturalistic detail, many grottoes reinterpreted the Roman nymphaeum, with or 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/BI-1893-A39-85
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn8
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn9
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without a distinctly cave-like space. Take for example a creation at Villa di Mondragone in Frascati. While 

conceived as a “grotto”, it is far from resembling a cave. 

In the sixteenth century, artificial caves became a status symbol in the gardens and palaces of Italy’s wealthier 

classes, who invested significant resources to provide their abodes with grottoes and nymphaea.10 This was 

the case, for example, with Cardinal Ippolito II d’Este who hired architect Pirro Ligorio to design the gardens 

of his Villa D’Este, earning Scamozzi’s praise. The gardens boasted numerous grottoes and water games, and 

soon became a major attraction: images were circulated in countless drawings, prints, and etchings, doing 

much to popularise the Italian garden across Europe. 

 

Jean-Honoré Fragonard's reduced-scale gouache replica of his painting, The Little Park, ca. 1765. The trees 

framing the stone walk are inspired those at Villa d'Este — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn10
http://www.themorgan.org/drawings/item/109752
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In Villa d’Este and beyond, grottoes were more than mere water features providing freshness and shelter from 

the heat of Mediterranean summers. They were also embedded in complex symbolism and meaning-making. 

Renaissance gardens were conceived as models of the cosmos, places where the tension between Artifice and 

Nature — and the triumph of the former over the latter — could be explored and staged.11 With its 

multimedial dimensions, the grotto enabled and embodied the encounter between the natural and human-made 

worlds. If gardens represented an ordered cosmos, in which Man played the role of Creator, grottoes animated 

a primigenial, subterranean world where “elements . . . coagulate into changing forms”, enabling 

contemplation regarding the mysteries and origins of life.12 

With this emphasis on primordial, fluid forms, it is not surprising that amphibious creatures like the nymphs 

featured so prominently in grotto decoration. Their liminal status between the divine and human realms, 

liquidity and solidity, and their potentially dangerous sexual lure made them particularly suited for the 

mysterious and mutable aquatic universe conjured by grottoes.13 

The contemplation of nature’s variety was also reflected in the grotto’s decoration with rare and precious 

materials. Burnished with lavish arrangements of mother-of-pearl and corals, some grottoes were similar 

to Wunderkammer, the cabinets of curiosities that were becoming popular in the homes of wealthy European 

families.14 And like in these cabinets, the encounter between nature and art was explored and celebrated with 

automata, playful masterpieces of ingenuity.15 In Villa D’Este, water-powered birds sang in the grotto-

like Fontana della Civetta (Fountain of the Owl). Inside a nymphaeum in Frascati’s Villa Aldobrandini, a 

fountain represented Mount Parnassus, with figures forming a musical symphony. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn11
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn12
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn13
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn14
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn15
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Giovanni Francesco Venturini’s etching of the “Stanza de Venti” (Room of the Winds) in Villa Aldobrandini, 

which features Mount Parnassus in the style of a nymphaeum, ca. 1691 — Source. 

https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/702010
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A number of grotto designs for hydro-powered musical automata are also illustrated in Salomon de Caus’ Les 

Raisons des Forces Mouvantes (1626), where Orpheus-like figures tame wild animals with wind and string 

instruments. Depictions like these were a favourite motif because their arcadian themes suited idyllic gardens, 

recasting what Miller describes as “the mysterious, numinous, and erotic” associations of the classical 

grotto.16 Musical machines were also popular in “water theatres” (teatri d’acque). Villa Aldobrandini, for 

example, had a number of rusticated niches with statues, each of which produced different sounds, timbres, 

and water displays. One fountain of Atlas produced “whirlwinds of waters, with thunder”,17 while, in others, 

Polyphemus and centaurs play wind instruments, as a deluge drenched “those who climb the stairs”.18 

 

Grotto design with automata from Salomon de Caus’ Les raisons des forces mouvantes, 1615 — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn16
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn17
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn18
https://library.si.edu/digital-library/book/raisonsdesforce00caus
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Grotto-esque design for a rustic fountain, capable of balancing a leather ball on its central jet, from Salomon 

de Caus’ Les raisons des forces mouvantes, 1615 — Source. 

https://library.si.edu/digital-library/book/raisonsdesforce00caus
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The performance-like aspects of nymphaea betray the importance of the theatre, a major influence on 

Mannerist garden architecture, in the design and mechanics of grottoes.19 Intermezzi — extravagant theatre 

and dance performances between the acts of plays — relied on elaborate machinery, stage sets, and props. As 

in artificial caves, writes Gordon Campbell, they privileged “pastoral, mythological, and allegorical 

scenes”.20 And indeed, grottoes and their associated aesthetics and paraphernalia figured prominently in 

such intermezzi. Consider for example this intermezzo, one of the many staged to celebrate the wedding of 

Ferdinando de' Medici and Christine of Lorraine in 1589. In the words of contemporary Bastiano de’ Rossi: 

the scene was all covered in sea cliffs, and the stage became a rolling sea, surrounded by those rocks, which 

looked like mountains [in ruins], among which . . . crystalline fountains gushed. . . . [A] niche in the colour of 

mother-of-pearl began emerging from the sea, five arms long, and pulled by two dolphins which, moving in 

leaps (as dolphins do in the sea) spouted scented water. . . . Once all the niche had emerged from the water, 

one could see [sea goddess] Amphitrite sitting in it, dressed of a garment so [tight], and so similar to the 

colour of skin, [that she looked naked].21 

Sequined with corals, nacre, and various “maritime jewels”, Amphitrite was followed by a cortege of nymphs 

and tritons. The latter creatures’ heads were covered in bushy “light blue hair, and garlands of marsh reeds” 

from which, “as they began to emerge”, “abundant water” “rained down their face”.22 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn19
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn20
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn21
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn22
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Etching after Bernardo Buontalenti, depicting a chariot procession of Poseidon, held on May 28, 1589, for the 

wedding of Ferdinando I and Christine of Lorraine, intended to show “how the waters of the world had come 

to pay tribute to the new Grand Duchess” — Source. 

With its elaborate mechanisms, rustic mountainous surfaces, corals and pearls, gods and sprites covered in 

vegetation, this intermezzo deploys the symbolic and iconographic repertoire of the grotto. And the 

intersections between garden architecture and the theatre were seemingly limitless. Renaissance stage 

designer Bernardo Buontalenti planned the grottoes of the Boboli Gardens, which can still be visited today in 

Florence, as well as the park of Villa di Pratolino, home to some of the most famous caves and automata of 

the time. The French philosopher Montaigne, who toured the garden during its construction, found himself 

ambushed by the mischievous waterworks: 

At one single movement the whole grotto is full of water, and all the seats squirt water on your buttocks; and 

if you flee from the grotto and climb the castle stairs and anyone takes pleasure in this sport, there come out 

of every other step of the stairs, right up to the top of the house, a thousand jets of water that give you a bath. 

https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/340324
https://dilettantearmy.com/articles/grotesque
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Although little of the original garden survives, the park of Pratolino is known to this day for the grotesque 

Colossus of Appennino, a gigantic figure that symbolises the surrounding mountainous region.23 A 

masterpiece of Renaissance sculptor Giambologna, the Colossus, covered in artificial encrustations, was 

hollowed out on the inside to contain fountains and a network of grottoes painted with scenes of “shepherds, 

mining, and metallurgy”.24 The presence of this gigantic, grotesque figure amid a formally poised Italian 

garden highlights how Renaissance gardens were at once, writes Luke Morgan, “places of pleasure and peril, 

order and confusion”.25 

 

Stefano della Bella’s etching of the colossal statue of Appenino by Giambologna at Pratolino, ca. 1653 

— Source. 

From the gardens of Italy, the grottoes travelled far. Wealthy tourists, inspired by their visits to Italian villas, 

copied these designs in their gardens back home, often adapting and reinventing them to suit local tastes. In 

France, for example, one of the first grottoes was built in the palace of Fontainebleau as early as the 1540s. 

The Grotto of the Pines resembles a portico, its façade supported by rusticated telamons imprisoned in stone 

pillars.26 The grotto fashion spread in Germany too, resulting in a multitude of diverse designs. The Castle of 

Heidelberg’s garden, Hortus Palatinus, boasted several grottoes (designed, like the aforementioned automata, 

by Salomon de Caus).27 In Potsdam, the New Palace (built between 1763 and 1769) had a Grottensaal (Grotto 

Hall), an imposing, vast room decorated with multicoloured marble and thousands of shells. The majestic Hall 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn23
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn24
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn25
https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/411196?sortBy=Relevance&ft=giambologna+grotto&offset=0&rpp=40&pos=4
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn26
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn27
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could not be more different from the luminous Neptune Grotto — a rococo gem, located in the gardens of the 

palatial complex.28 

 

Andreas Ludwig Krüger’s etching of the Neptune Grotto at Sanssouci Park, Potsdam, 1779 — Source. 

While grottoes and nymphaea remained popular through the Baroque period, evolving sensitivities in garden 

design, and sea-changes in the philosophical conception of nature, altered the appearance of artificial caves. 

The eighteenth century saw the emergence of the English landscape garden, which preferred a naturalistic 

emulation of the countryside’s variety over formalised designs.29 As a character laments in Tom 

Stoppard’s Arcadia, a play centred on the transformation of an Italian-style garden into the English vogue: 

“By 1760 everything had gone — the topiary, pools and terraces, fountains, an avenue of limes” — the whole 

geometry of the garden “ploughed under by Capability Brown.”30 Indeed, the primacy of the “picturesque” in 

these English gardens meant that grottoes receded from the fore to join a wealth of other features (temples, 

hermitages, bridges, follies, statues), artfully disposed across the landscape to construct pleasing views. The 

inner marvels of the grotto were no longer the main event. In this new context, as Naomi Miller writes in her 

seminal Heavenly Caves, the grotto “became a symbol of the forces of nature, or a retreat to spur lofty poetic 

sentiments”.31 

This new treatment of the grotto is evident in William Wrighte’s delightfully titled Grotesque Architecture : 

Or, Rural Amusement, Consisting of Plans, Elevations, and Sections, for Huts, Retreats, Summer and Winter 

Hermitages, Terminaries, Chinese, Gothic and Natural Grottos, Cascades, Baths, Mosques, Moresque 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn28
https://nat.museum-digital.de/singleimage?imagenr=149852
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn29
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn30
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn31


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

54 

Pavilions, Grotesque and Rustique Seats, Green Houses, &c . . . (1767).32 While little is known about its 

author, this successful pattern book provides insights into how grottoes were refashioned to suit the English 

landscape.33 Consider the design for a “Rural Grotto”, which Wrighte’s caption suggests should be: 

built of large rough stones rudely put together, so that the building may as near as possible imitate the 

beautiful appearance of nature. If the dome was to be richly ornamented with pendentive shell and frosted 

work, it would look very elegant. In the middle niche is Neptune on a rock, pouring out water, which descends 

under the pavement through an arch, and forms a running stream. The side niches are ornamented with 

satyrs and other grotesque figures. The situation should be in a morass, near some water.34 

While this grotto still presents itself as a rusticated portico, its inclusion in a catalogue alongside hermitages 

and shepherd’s huts reframes it as a rural retreat. Here the emphasis is not so much on the decoration of 

grottoes with natural ornament, but on their harmony with the surrounding landscape. This is underscored by 

the building materials suggested by Wrighte for the various designs, which now include “large rough stones”, 

“rude and irregular flints”, as well as “irregular rude branches and roots of trees”, like in the “Rustic Seat”. 

Wrighte’s enclosures have much more in common with garden follies: those eye-catchers that dotted English 

landscape gardens, often “in the form of a sham ruin, a Classical temple, oriental tent, Chinoiserie pagoda”.35 

 

Illustrations of a “Grotesque or Rural Bath”, “Gothic Grotto”, and “Modern Grotto” from William 

Wrighte’s Grotesque Architecture (1790) — Source. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn32
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn33
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn34
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn35
https://archive.org/details/grotesquearchite00wrig/page/n61/mode/2up?view=theater
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Illustration of a “Rural Grotto”, from William Wrighte’s Grotesque Architecture (1790) — Source. 

https://archive.org/details/grotesquearchite00wrig/page/n47/mode/2up
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Illustration of a “Chinese Grotto” from William Wrighte’s Grotesque Architecture (1790) — Source. 

Around the same time William Wrighte published his Grotesque Architecture, one of the most famous 

grottoes in the world, or rather its valuable content, underwent a transformation emblematic of the aesthetic 

shift away from the Renaissance grotto. The Grotto of Thetis in the Versailles gardens, completed in the 

1670s, boasted a majestic centrepiece: a statue of Apollo bathed by the Nymphs. Decorated with precious 

stones, enamels, and mirrors, it punctuates a narrative arch that traced the daily journey of the sun, rising from 

the Basin of Apollo in the Versailles gardens and setting in the Grotto of Thetis. The marvels of the Grotto of 

Thetis were short-lived, however, and the building was demolished just a decade later to make place for the 

extension of the château’s north wing. Toward the end of the eighteenth century, the preserved Apollo 

centrepiece found a new home as part of an English-style garden at Versailles designed by painter Hubert 

Robert — in a grotto framed by artificial cliffs, cascades, and greenery. Now housed within bare and rugged 

walls, and to be experienced at a distance, the scene’s aesthetic value lay not in precious and elaborate 

interiors, but rather in the interaction between the statues, cave, and their surrounding landscape. 

https://archive.org/details/grotesquearchite00wrig/page/n47/mode/2up
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Stereograph of the Baths of Apollo at Versailles, ca. 1870 — Source. 

https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/RP-F-F05342
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Hubert Robert, Les Bains d’Apollon à Versailles, 1803 — Source. 

This shift towards more naturalistic-looking caves reflected the influence of Romantic aesthetic sensitivities. 

These were characterised by a preoccupation with mankind’s insignificance before grandiose natural 

phenomena, eliciting a “sublime” sense of awe and terror that sparked artistic inspiration and creation. If 

Renaissance grottoes had toed the line between playfulness and mystery, it is the latter that took hold in this 

period, as gardens at large became enveloped in an aesthetics of ruination, melancholy, and sublimity. Artifice 

— in particular as mechanisation and automation — acquired increasingly negative connotations for 

distancing mankind from the idyllic state of nature. Automata, which had been so prominent in Renaissance 

grottoes, fell from favour, and were thought of as disquieting, uncanny, and even demonic.36 

With their dark, mysterious interiors and craggy walls, caves figured prominently in Romantic art and 

literature, and naturalistic grottoes were therefore particularly suited to elicit “sublime” feelings. As Edmund 

Burke wrote in his Philosophical Enquiry into the Origin of Our Ideas of the Sublime and Beautiful (1757), 

“all edifices calculated to produce an idea of the sublime, ought rather to be dark and gloomy . . . darkness is 

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File:Hubert_Robert_-_Les_Bains_d%27Apollon_%C3%A0_Versailles_-_P179_-_Mus%C3%A9e_Carnavalet.jpg
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn36
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more productive of sublime ideas than light”.37 The affecting potential of subterranean environments was 

exploited in the garden of Villa Pallavicini, located in Pegli (Genoa, Italy). Inaugurated in 1846, this English-

style Romantic garden was the brainchild of Ignazio Alessandro Pallavicini (1800–1871), an aristocrat, 

politician, and mason well-versed in esoterism. Here a Romantic sensitivity fuses with the theatricality and 

occult symbolism that once populated many Renaissance gardens. The architect Michele Canzio, stage 

designer of the Carlo Felice theatre, arranged the landscape as a circuit of spiritual transformation. At the end 

of the itinerary, dedicated to Catharsis, the visitor must navigate through pitch-black caves before emerging 

in a paradisiac grove with a temple rising from tranquil waters. 

 

Celestino Degoix’s photograph of visitors entering the caves of Villa Pallavicini, Pegli, ca. 1880 — Source. 

Amerigo Gassarini, Canzio’s contemporary, described the experience of entering the caves: 

Let us bravely enter in . . . this cave, where thick darkness surrounds us, scarcely transfixed by the weak rays 

which penetrate through the rare openings in the ceiling. . . . Which mortal could have arranged with such 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn37
https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/en/collection/RP-F-F01093-AN
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artfulness the natural stalactites which decorate in enormous masses [en masses énormes] the grand vaults of 

this cave? – Bizarre . . . calcarean formations are piled up above our heads; and because it must be 

acknowledged that Man . . . arranged them this way, we must not forget that we have, under our eyes, the 

slow and progressive work of past centuries.38 

Gassarini narrates hearing “the sinister lapping of water” and feeling “the almost complete obscurity which 

reigns in this place.”39 While boating in the caverns, visitors could contemplate the interiors as well as “the 

infinite price that this grotto must have cost to Monsieur Marquis Pallavicini”.40 At this point in the narrative, 

it becomes hard to hear Gassarini’s irony — or its lack. Emerging into the light, the visitor is struck “by all 

the magnificence of the tableau which, all of a sudden, unfolds under our eyes”, prompting the writer to wish 

he could sing “an hymn in honour of Nature and Art, which held hands to make us experience the most 

delightful emotions”.41 

Villa Pallavicini, and Gassarini’s description and illustration, vividly conjure the continuities and disparities 

between Renaissance and Romantic interpretations of the cave. Despite changes in their designs and symbolic 

underpinnings, grottoes remained for centuries places where the tensions between Artifice and Nature could 

be experienced, whether through the surprising symbiosis of playful automata, lavish shellwork, and 

morphing forms in Renaissance gardens, or through the awful, sublime powers of nature, as staged in the 

otherworldly darkness of Villa Pallavicini’s caves. While grottoes eventually fell from favour in garden 

architecture, this complex history — and the layered symbolism adorning the walls of artificial caves — 

remind us that a rich cultural universe lies beyond the grotto’s contemporary status as a “kitsch” or “bizarre” 

curiosity. 

1.  

Public Domain Works 

• Les raisons des forces mouvantes 

Salomon de Caus1615 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

• Le Fontane di Roma 

Giovanni Battista Falda1691 

o Internet Archive 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn38
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn39
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn40
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters#fn41
https://archive.org/details/raisonsdesforce00Caus/page/n7/mode/2up
https://archive.org/details/gri_33125008500809/page/n5/mode/2up
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TEXTS 

• Grotesque Architecture 

William Wrighte1790 

o Internet Archive 

TEXTS 

Further Reading 

• The Genius of the Place: The English Landscape Garden 1620–1820 

Edited by John Dixon Hunt and Peter Willis 

A garden classic, The Genius of the Place reveals that the history of landscape gardening is much more than a 

history of design and style; it opens up a wide perspective of English cultural history, showing how landscape 

gardening was gradually transformed over two centuries into an art that has been widely imitated throughout 

Europe and North America. 

More Info and Buy 

https://archive.org/details/grotesquearchit00wriggoog/page/n6/mode/2up
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0262580926/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0262580926/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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• A Cultural History of Gardens in the Renaissance 

Edited by Elizabeth Hyde 

The history of the garden in the Renaissance, traced from the late fourteenth century in Italy to the death of 

Andre Le Notre in 1700 in France, is a story both of dynamism and codification. The period saw the 

emergence of what would become archetypal elements of the formal garden and the fixing of theory and 

language of the garden arts. The result was the notion of the landscape as something to be labored on, created, 

and delighted in, that ultimately would become a stage upon which Renaissance cultural politics played out. 

More Info and Buy 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/1350009911/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1350009911/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0262580926/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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• The Monster in the Garden: The Grotesque and the Gigantic in Renaissance Landscape Design 

By Luke Morgan 

Monsters, grotesque creatures, and giants were frequently depicted in Italian Renaissance landscape design, 

yet they have rarely been studied. Their ubiquity indicates that gardens of the period conveyed darker, more 

disturbing themes than has been acknowledged. Developing a new conceptual model of Renaissance 

landscape design, Morgan argues that the presence of monsters was not incidental but an essential feature of 

the experience of gardens. 

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. 

https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters 

https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812247558/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812247558/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812247558/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812247558/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812247558/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://publicdomainreview.org/shop/pdr-recommends
https://publicdomainreview.org/essay/petrified-waters
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1350009911/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812247558/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
https://www.amazon.com/dp/0812247558/ref=nosim?tag=thepubdomrev-20
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The Gully of Bluemansdyke 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

THE GULLY OF BLUEMANSDYKE. 

A TRUE COLONIAL STORY. 

Broadhurst's Store was closed, but the little back room looked very comfortable that night. The fire 

cast a ruddy glow on ceiling and walls, reflecting itself cheerily on the polished flasks and shot-guns 

which adorned them. Yet a gloom rested on the two men who sat at either side of the hearth, which 

neither the fire nor the black bottle upon the table could alleviate. 

"Twelve o'clock," said old Tom, the storeman glancing up at the wooden timepiece which had come out 

with him in '42. "It's a queer thing, George, they haven't come." 

"It's a dirty night," said his companion, reaching out his arm for a plug of tobacco. "The Wawirra's in 

flood, maybe; or maybe their horses is broke down; or they've put it off, perhaps. Great Lord, how it 

thunders! Pass us over a coal, Tom." 

He spoke in a tone which was meant to appear easy, but with a painful thrill in it which was not lost 

upon his mate. He glanced uneasily at him from under his grizzled eyebrows. 

"You think it's all right, George?" he said, after a pause. 

"Think what's all right?" 

"Why, that the lads are safe." 

"Safe! Of course they're safe. What the devil is to harm them?" 

"Oh, nothing; nothing, to be sure," said old Tom. "You see, George, since the old woman died, Maurice 

has been all to me; and it makes me kinder anxious. It's a week since they started from the mine, and 

you'd ha' thought they'd be here now. But it's nothing unusual, I s'pose; nothing at all. Just my darned 

folly." 

"What's to harm them?" repeated George Hutton again, arguing to convince himself rather than his 

comrade. "It's a straight road from the diggin's to Rathurst, and then through the hills past 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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Bluemansdyke, and over the Wawirra by the ford, and so down to Trafalgar by the bush track. There's 

nothin' deadly in all that, is there? My son Allan's as dear to me as Maurice can be to you, mate," he 

continued; "but they know the ford well, and there's no other bad place. They'll be here to-morrow 

night, certain." 

"Please God they may!" said Broadhurst; and the two men lapsed into silence for some time, moodily 

staring into the glow of the fire, and pulling at their short clays. 

It was indeed, as Hutton had said, a dirty night. The wind was howling down through the gorges of the 

western mountains, and whirling and eddying among the streets of Trafalgar; whistling through the 

chinks in the rough wood cabins, and tearing away the frail shingles which formed the roofs. The 

streets were deserted, save for one or two stragglers from the drinking shanties, who wrapped their 

cloaks around them and staggered home through the wind and rain towards their own cabins. 

The silence was broken by Broadhurst, who was evidently still ill at ease. 

"Say, George," he said, "what's become of Josiah Mapleton?" 

"Went to the diggin's." 

"Ay; but he sent word he was coming back." 

"But he never came." 

"An' what's become of Jos Humphrey?" he resumed, after a pause. 

"He went diggin', too." 

"Well, did he come back?" 

"Drop it, Broadhurst; drop it, I say," said Hutton, springing to his feet and pacing up and down the 

narrow room. " You're trying to make a coward of me! You know the men must have gone up country 

prospectin' or farmin', maybe. What is it to us where they went? You don't think I have a register of 

every man in the colony, as Inspector Burton has of the lags." 

"Sit down, George, and listen," said old Tom. "There's something queer about that road; something I 

don't understand, and don't like. Maybe you remember how Maloney, the one-eyed scoundrel, made 

his money in the early mining days. He'd a half-way drinking shanty on the main road up on a kind of 

bluff, where the Lena comes down from the hills. You've heard, George, how they found a sort of 

wooden slide from his little back room down to the river; an' how it came out that man after man had 

had his drink doctored, and been shot down that into eternity, like a bale of goods. No one will ever 
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know how many were done away with there. They were all supposed to be farmin' and prospectin', and 

the like, till their bodies were picked out of the rapids. It's no use mincing matters, George; we'll have 

the troopers along to the diggings if those lads don't turn up by to-morrow night." 

"As you like, Tom," said Hutton. 

"By the way, talking of Maloney—it's a strange thing," said Broadhurst, "that Jack Haldane swears he 

saw a man as like Maloney with ten years added to him as could be. It was in the bush on Monday 

morning. Chance, I suppose; but you'd hardly think there could be two pair of shoulders in the world 

carrying such villainous mugs on the top of them." 

"Jack Haldane's a fool," growled Hutton, throwing open the door and peering anxiously out into the 

darkness, while the wind played with his long grizzled beard, and sent a train of glowing sparks from 

his pipe down the street. 

"A terrible night!" he said, as he turned back towards the fire. 

Yes, a wild, tempestuous night; a night for birds of darkness and for beasts of prey. A strange night for 

seven men to lie out in the gully at Bluemansdyke, with revolvers in their hands, and the devil in their 

hearts. 

The sun was rising after the storm. A thick, heavy steam reeked up from the saturated ground, and 

hung like a pall over the flourishing little town of Trafalgar. A bluish mist lay in wreaths over the wide 

track of bushland around, out of which the western mountains loomed like great islands in a sea of 

vapour. 

Something was wrong in the town. The most casual glance would have detected that. There was a 

shouting and a hurrying of feet. Doors were slammed and rude windows thrown open. A trooper of 

police came clattering down with his carbine unslung. It was past the time for Joe Buchan's saw-mill to 

commence work, but the great wheel was motionless, for the hands had not appeared. 

There was a surging, pushing crowd in the main street before old Tom Broadhurst's house, and a 

mighty clattering of tongues. "What was it?" demanded the new-comers, panting and breathless. 

"Broadhurst has shot his mate." "He has cut his own throat." "He has struck gold in the clay floor of 

his kitchen." "No; it was his son Maurice who had come home rich." "Who had not come back at all." 

"Whose horse had come back without him." At last the truth had come out; and there was the old 

sorrel horse in question whinnying and rubbing his neck against the familiar door of the stable, as if 

entreating entrance; while two haggard, grey-haired men held him by either bridle, and gazed blankly 

at his reeking sides. 

"God help me," said old Tom Broadhurst; "it is as I feared!" 
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"Cheer up, mate," said Hutton, drawing his rough straw hat down over his brow. "There's hope yet." 

A sympathetic and encouraging murmur ran through the crowd. 

"Horse ran away, likely." 

"Or been stolen." 

"Or he's swum the Wawirra an' been washed off," suggested one Job's comforter. 

"He ain't got no marks of bruising," said another, more hopeful. 

"Rider fallen off drunk, maybe," said a bluff old sheep-farmer. "I kin remember," he continued, 

"coming into town 'bout this hour myself, with my head in my holster, an' thinking I was a six-

chambered revolver—mighty drunk I was." 

"Maurice had a good seat; he'd never be washed off." 

"Not he." 

"The horse has a weal on its off fore-quarter," remarked another, more observant than the rest. 

"A blow from a whip, maybe." 

"It would be a darned hard one." 

"Where's Chicago Bill?" said some one; "he'll know." 

Thus invoked, a strange, gaunt figure stepped out in front of the crowd. He was an extremely tall and 

powerful man, with the red shirt and high boots of a miner. The shirt was thrown open, showing the 

sinewy throat and massive chest. His face was seamed and scarred with many a conflict, both with 

Nature and his brother man; yet beneath his ruffianly exterior there lay something of the quiet dignity 

of the gentleman. This man was a veteran gold-hunter; a real old Californian 'forty-niner, who had left 

the fields in disgust when private enterprise began to dwindle before the formation of huge 

incorporated companies with their ponderous machinery. But the red clay with the little shining points 

had become to him as the very breath of his nostrils, and he had come half-way round the world to seek 

it once again. 

"Here's Chicago Bill," he said; "what is it?" 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

68 

Bill was naturally regarded as an oracle, in virtue of his prowess and varied experience. Every eye was 

turned on him as Braxton, the young Irish trooper of constabulary, said, "What do you make of the 

horse, Bill?" 

The Yankee was in no hurry to commit himself. He surveyed the animal for some time with his shrewd 

little grey eye. He bent and examined the girths; then he felt the mane carefully. He stooped once more 

and examined the hoofs and then the quarters. His eye rested on the blue wheal already mentioned. 

This seemed to put him on a scent, for he gave a long, low whistle, and proceeded at once to examine 

the hair on either side of the saddle. He saw something conclusive apparently, for, with a sidelong 

glance under his shaggy eyebrows at the two old men beside him, he turned and fell back among the 

crowd. 

"Well, what d'ye think?" cried a dozen voices. 

"A job for you," said Bill, looking up at the young Irish trooper. 

"Why, what is it? What's become of young Broadhurst?" 

"He's done what better men has done afore. He has sunk a shaft for gold and panned out a coffin." 

"Speak out, man! what have you seen?" cried a husky voice. 

"I've seen the graze of a bushranger's bullet on the horse's quarter, an' I've seen a drop of the rider's 

blood on the edge of the saddle— Here, hold the old man up, boys; don't let him drop. Give him a swig 

of brandy an' lead him inside. Say," he continued, in a whisper, gripping the trooper by the wrist, 

"mind, I'm in it. You an' I play this hand together. I'm dead on sich varmin. We'll do as they do in 

Nevada, strike while the iron is hot. Get any men you can together. I s'pose you're game to come 

yourself?" 

"Yes, I'll come," said young Braxton, with a quiet smile. 

The American looked at him approvingly. He had learned in his wanderings that an Irishman who 

grows quieter when deeply stirred is a very dangerous specimen of the genus homo. 

"Good lad!" he muttered; and the two went down the street together towards the station-house, 

followed by half-a-dozen of the more resolute of the crowd. 

One word before we proceed with our story, or our chronicle rather, as every word of it is based upon 

fact. The colonial trooper of fifteen or twenty years ago was a very different man from his 

representative of to-day. Not that I would imply any slur upon the courage of the latter; but for reckless 

dare-devilry and knight-errantry the old constabulary has never been equalled. The reason is a simple 
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one. Men of gentle blood, younger sons and wild rakes who had outrun the constable, were sent off to 

Australia with some wild idea of making their fortunes. On arriving they found Melbourne by no 

means the El Dorado they expected; they were unfit for any employment, their money was soon 

dissipated, and they unerringly gravitated into the mounted police. Thus a sort of colonial "Maison 

Rouge" became formed, where the lowest private had as much pride of birth and education as his 

officers. They were men who might have swayed the fate of empires, yet who squandered away their 

lives in many a lone wild fight with native and bushranger, where nothing but a mouldering blue-

ragged skeleton was left to tell the tale. 

It was a glorious sunset. The whole western sky was a blaze of flame, throwing a purple tint upon the 

mountains, and gilding the sombre edges of the great forest which spreads between Trafalgar and the 

river Wawirra. It stretched out, a primeval, unbroken wilderness, save at the one point where a rough 

track had been formed by the miners and their numerous camp-followers. This wound amid the great 

trunks in a zigzag direction, occasionally making a long detour to avoid some marshy hollow or 

especially dense clump of vegetation. Often it could be hardly discerned from the ground around save 

by the scattered hoof-marks and an occasional rut. 

About fifteen miles from Trafalgar there stands a little knoll, well sheltered and overlooking the road. 

On this knoll a man was lying as the sun went down that Friday evening. He appeared to shun 

observation, for he had chosen that part in which the foliage was thickest; yet he seemed decidedly at 

his ease, as he lolled upon his back with his pipe between his teeth, and a broad hat down over his face. 

It was a face that it was well to cover in the presence of so peaceful a scene—a face pitted with the scars 

of an immaterial smallpox. The forehead was broad and low; one eye had apparently been gouged out, 

leaving a ghastly cavity; the other was deep-set, cunning, and vindictive. The mouth was hard and 

cruel; a rough beard covered the chin. It was the cut of face which, seen in a lonely street, would 

instinctively make one shift the grasp of one's stick from the knob end to the ferrule—the face of a bold 

and unscrupulous man. 

Some unpleasing thought seemed to occur to him, for he rose with a curse and knocked the ashes out of 

his pipe. "A darned fine thing," he muttered, "that I should have to lie out like this! It was Barrett's 

fault the job wasn't a clean one, an' now he picks me out to get the swamp-fever. If he'd shot the horse 

as I did the man, we wouldn't need a watch on this side of the Wawirra. He always was a poor white-

livered cuss. Well," he continued, picking up a gun which lay in the grass behind him, "there's no use 

my waiting longer; they wouldn't start during the night. Maybe the horse never got home, maybe they 

gave them up as drowned; anyhow it's another man's turn to-morrow, so I'll just give them five 

minutes and then make tracks." He sat down on the stump of a tree as he spoke and hummed the verse 

of a song. A sudden thought seemed to strike him, for he plunged his hand into his pocket, and after 

some searching extracted a pack of playing cards wrapped in a piece of dirty brown paper. He gazed 

earnestly at their greasy faces for some time. Then he took a pin from his sleeve and pricked a small 

hole in the corner of each ace and knave. He chuckled as he shuffled them up, and replaced them in his 

pocket. "I'll have my share of the swag," he growled. "They're sharp, but they'll not spot that when the 

liquor is in them. By the Lord, here they are!" 
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He had sprung to his feet and was bending to the ground, holding his breath as he listened. To the 

unpractised ear all was as still as before—the hum of a passing insect, the chirp of a bird, the rustle of 

the leaves; but the bushranger rose with the air of a man who has satisfied himself. "Good-bye to 

Bluemansdyke," said he; "I reckon it will be too hot to hold us for a time. That thundering idiot! he's 

spoilt as nice a lay as ever was, an' risked our necks into the bargain. I'll see their number an' who they 

are, though," he continued; and, choosing a point where a rough thicket formed an effectual screen, he 

coiled himself up, and lay like some venomous snake, occasionally raising his head and peering between 

the trunks at the reddish streak which marked the Trafalgar Road. 

There could be no question now as to the approach of a body of horsemen. By the time our friend was 

fairly ensconced in his hiding-place the sound of voices and the clatter of hoofs was distinctly audible, 

and in another moment a troop of mounted men came sweeping round the curve of the road. They were 

eleven all told, armed to the teeth, and evidently well on the alert. Two rode in front with rifles unslung, 

leisurely scanning every bush which might shelter an enemy. The main body kept about fifty yards 

behind them, while a solitary horseman brought up the rear. The ranger scanned them narrowly as 

they passed. He seemed to recognise most of them. Some were his natural enemies the troopers; the 

majority were miners who had volunteered to get rid of an evil which affected their interests so closely. 

They were a fine bronzed set of men, with a deliberate air about them, as if they had come for a 

purpose and meant to attain it. As the last rider passed before his hiding-place the solitary watcher 

started and growled a curse in his beard. "I know his darned face," he said; "it's Bill Hanker, the man 

who got the drop on Long Nat Smeaton in Silver City in '53; what the thunder brought him here? I 

must be off by the back track, though, an' let the boys know." So saying, he picked up his gun, and with 

a scowl after the distant party, he crouched down and passed rapidly and silently out of sight into the 

very thickest part of the bush. 

The expedition had started from Trafalgar on the afternoon of the same day that Maurice Broadhurst's 

horse, foam-flecked and frightened, had galloped up to the old stable-door. Burton, the inspector of 

constabulary, an energetic and able man, as all who knew him can testify, was in command. He had 

detached Braxton, the young Irishman, and Thompson, another trooper, as a vanguard. He himself 

rode with the main body, grey-whiskered and lean, but as straight in the back as when he and I built a 

shanty in '39 in what is now Burke Street, Melbourne. With him were McGillivray, Foley, and Anson of 

the Trafalgar force, Hartley the sheep-farmer, Murdoch and Summerville, who had made their pile at 

the mines, and Dan Murphy, who was cleaned out when the clay of the "Orient" turned to gravel, and 

had been yearning for a solid square fight ever since. Chicago Bill formed the rearguard, and the whole 

party presented an appearance which, though far from military, was decidedly warlike. 

They camped out that night seventeen miles from Trafalgar, and next day pushed on as far as where 

the Stirling Road runs across. The third morning brought them to the northern bank of the Wawirra, 

which they forded. Here a council of war was held, for they were entering what they regarded as 

enemy's country. The bush track, though wild, was occasionally traversed both by shepherds and 

sportsmen. It would hardly be the home of a gang of desperate bushrangers. But beyond the Wawirra 

the great rugged range of the Tápu mountains towered up to the clouds, and across a wild spur of these 

the mining track passed up to Bluemansdyke. It was here they decided at the council that the scene of 

the late drama lay. The question now was what means were to be taken to attack the murderers; for 

that murder had been done no man doubted. 
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All were of one mind as to what the main line of action should be. To go for them straight, shoot as 

many as possible on sight, and hang the balance in Trafalgar: that was plain sailing. But how to get at 

them was the subject of much debate. The troopers were for pushing on at once, and trusting to 

Fortune to put the rangers in their way. The miners proposed rather to gain some neighbouring peak, 

from which a good view of the country could be obtained, and some idea gained of their whereabouts. 

Chicago Bill took rather a gloomy view of things. "Nary one will we see," said he; "they've dusted out 

of the district 'fore this. They'd know the horse would go home, and likely as not they've had a watch 

on the road to warn them. I guess, boys, we'd best move on an' do our best." There was some 

discussion, but Chicago's opinion carried the day, and the expedition pushed on in a body. 

After passing the second upland station the scenery becomes more and more grand and rugged. Great 

peaks two and three thousand feet high rose sheer up at each side of the narrow track. The heavy wind 

and rain of the storm had brought down much débris and the road was almost impassable in places. 

They were frequently compelled to dismount and to lead the horses. "We haven't far now, boys," said 

the inspector cheerily, as they struggled on; and he pointed to a great dark cleft which yawned in front 

of them between two almost perpendicular cliffs. "They are there," he said, "or nowhere." A little 

higher the road became better and their progress was more rapid. A halt was called, guns were 

unslung, and their pistols loosened in their belts, for the great gully of Bluemansdyke—the wildest part 

of the whole Tápu range—was gaping before them. But not a thing was to be seen; all was as still as the 

grave. The horses were picketed in a quiet little ravine, and the whole party crept on on foot. The 

Southern sun glared down hot and clear on the yellow bracken and banks of fern which lined the 

narrow winding track. Still not a sign of life. Then came a clear low whistle from the two advanced 

troopers, announcing that something had been discovered, and the main body hurried up. It was a spot 

for deeds of blood. On one side of the road there lowered a black gnarled precipice, on the other was 

the sullen mouth of the rugged gully. The road took a sharp turn at this spot. Just at the angle several 

large boulders were scattered, lining and overlooking the track. It was at this angle that a little bed of 

mud and trampled red clay betokened a recent struggle. There could be no question that they were at 

the scene of the murder of the two young miners. The outline of a horse could still be seen in the soft 

ground, and the prints of its hoofs as it kicked out in its death-agony were plainly marked. Behind one 

of the rocks were the tracks of several feet, and some pistol wadding was found in a tuft of ferns. The 

whole tragedy lay unclosed before them. Two men, careless in the pride of their youth and their 

strength, had swept round that fatal curve. Then a crash, a groan, a brutal laugh, the galloping of a 

frightened horse, and all was over. 

What was to be done now? The rocks around were explored, but nothing fresh discovered. Some six 

days had elapsed, and the birds were apparently flown. The party separated and hunted about among 

the boulders. Then the American, who could follow a trail like a bloodhound, found tracks leading 

towards a rugged pile of rocks on the north side of the gully. In a crevice here the remains of three 

horses were found. Close to them the rim of an old straw hat projected through the loose loam. Hartley, 

the sheep-farmer, sprang over to pick it up; he started back in the act of stooping, and said in an awe-

struck whisper to his friend Murphy, "There's a head under it, Dan!" A few strokes of a spade 

disclosed a face familiar to most of the group—that of a poor travelling photographer well known in 

the colony by the sobriquet of "Stooping Johnny," who had disappeared some time before. It was now 

in an advanced stage of putrefaction. Close to him another body was discovered, and another beside 

that. In all, thirteen victims of these English Thugs were lying under the shadow of the great north wall 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

72 

of the Bluemansdyke gully. It was there, standing in silent awe round the remains of these poor fellows, 

hurried into eternity and buried like dogs, that the search-party registered a vow to sacrifice all 

interests and comforts for the space of one month to the single consideration of revenge. The inspector 

uncovered his grizzled head as he solemnly swore it, and his comrades followed his example. The bodies 

were then, with a brief prayer, consigned to a deeper grave, a rough cairn was erected over them, and 

the eleven men set forth upon their mission of stern justice. 

Three weeks had passed—three weeks and two days. The sun was sinking over the great waste of 

bushland, unexplored and unknown, which stretches away from the eastern slope of the Tápu 

mountains. Save some eccentric sportsman or bold prospector, no colonist had ever ventured into that 

desolate land; yet on this autumn evening two men were standing in a little glade in the very heart of it. 

They were engaged tying up their horses, and apparently making preparations for camping out for the 

night. Though haggard, unkempt, and worn, one still might recognise two of our former 

acquaintances—the young Irish trooper and the American Chicago Bill. 

This was the last effort of the avenging party. They had traversed the mountain gorges, they had 

explored every gully and ravine, and now they had split into several small bands, and, having named a 

trysting-place, they were scouring the country in the hope of hitting upon some trace of the murderers. 

Foley and Anson had remained among the hills, Murdoch and Dan Murphy were exploring towards 

Rathurst, Summerville and the inspector had ascended along the Wawirra, while the others in three 

parties were wandering through the eastern bushland. 

Both the trooper and the miner seemed dejected and weary. The one had set out with visions of glory, 

and hopes of a short cut to the coveted stripes which would put him above his fellows; the other had 

obeyed a rough wild sense of justice; and each was alike disappointed. The horses were picketed, and 

the men threw themselves heavily upon the ground. There was no need to light a fire; a few dampers 

and some rusty bacon were their whole provisions. Braxton produced them, and handed his share to his 

comrade. They ate their rough meal without a word. Braxton was the first to break the silence. 

"We're playing our last card," he said. 

"And a darned poor one at that," replied his comrade. 

"Why, mate," he continued, "if we did knock up agin these all- fired varmin, ye don't suppose you and 

I would go for them? I guess I'd up an' shove for Trafalgar first." 

Braxton smiled. Chicago's reckless courage was too well known in the colony for any words of his to 

throw a doubt upon it. Miners still tell how, during the first great rush in '52, a blustering ruffian, 

relying upon some similar remark of the pioneer's, had tried to establish a reputation by an 

unprovoked assault upon him; and the narrators then glide imperceptibly into an account of Bill's 

handsome conduct towards the widow—how he had given her his week's clean-up to start her in a 

drinking shanty. Braxton thought of this as he smiled at Chicago's remarks, and glanced at the massive 

limbs and weather-beaten face. 
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"We'd best see where we are before it grows darker," he said; and rising, he stacked his gun against 

the trunk of a blue gum-tree, and seizing some of the creepers which hung down from it, began rapidly 

and silently to ascend it. 

"His soul's too big for his body," growled the American, as he watched the dark lithe figure standing 

out against the pale-blue evening sky. 

"What d'ye see. Jack?" he shouted; for the trooper had reached the topmost branch by this time, and 

was taking a survey of the country. 

"Bush, bush; nothing but bush," said the voice among the leaves. "Wait a bit, though; there's a kind of 

hill about three miles off away to the nor'-east. I see it above the trees right over there. Not much good 

to us, though," he continued, after a pause, "for it seems a barren, stony sort of place." 

Chicago paced about at the bottom of the tree. 

"He seems an almighty long time prospectin' it," he muttered, after ten minutes had elapsed. "Ah, here 

he is!" and the trooper came swinging down and landed panting just in front of him. 

"Why, what's come over him? What's the matter, Jack?" 

Something was the matter. That was very evident. There was a light in Braxton's blue eyes, and a flush 

on the pale cheek. 

"Bill," he said, putting his hand on his comrade's shoulder, "it's about time you made tracks for the 

settlements." 

"What d'ye mean?" said Chicago. 

"Why, I mean that the murderers are within a league of us, and that I intend going for them. There, 

don't be huffed, old man," he added; "of course I knew you were only joking. But they are there, Bill; I 

saw smoke on the top of that hill, and it wasn't good, honest smoke, mind you; it was dry-wood smoke, 

and meant to be hid. I thought it was mist at first; but no, it was smoke. I'll swear it. It could only be 

them: who else would camp on the summit of a desolate hill? We've got them, Bill; we have them as 

sure as Fate." 

"Or they've got us," growled the American. "But here, lad, here's my glass; run up and have a look at 

them." 

"It's too dark now," said Braxton; "we'll camp out to-night. No fear of them stirring. They're lying by 

there until the whole thing blows over, depend upon it; so we'll make sure of them in the morning." 
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The miner looked plaintively up at the tree, and then down at his fourteen stone of solid muscle. 

"I guess I must take your word for it," he grumbled; "but you are bushman enough to tell smoke from 

mist, and a dry-wood fire from an open one. We can't do anything to-night till we feel our way, so I 

allow we'd best water the horses an' have a good night's rest." 

Braxton seemed to be of the same mind; so after a few minutes' preparation the two men wrapped 

themselves in their cloaks, and lay, two little dark spots, on the great green carpet of the primeval bush. 

With the first grey light of dawn Chicago sat up and roused his comrade. A heavy mist hung over the 

bushland. They could hardly see the loom of the trees across the little glade. Their clothes glistened 

with the little shining beads of moisture. They brushed each other down, and squatted in bush fashion 

over their rough breakfast. The haze seemed to be lifting a little now; they could see fifty yards in every 

direction. The miner paced up and down in silence, ruminating over a plug of "Barrett's twist." 

Braxton sat on a fallen tree sponging and oiling his revolver. Suddenly a single beam of sunshine played 

over the great blue gum. It widened and spread, and then in a moment the mist melted away, and the 

yellow leaves glowed like flakes of copper in the glare of the morning sun. Braxton cheerily snapped the 

lock of the pistol, loaded it, and replaced it in his belt. Chicago began to whistle, and stopped in the 

middle of his walk. 

"Now, young un," he said, "here's the glass." 

Braxton slung it round his neck, and ascended the tree as he had done the night before. It was child's-

play to the trooper—a splendid climber, as I can testify; for I saw him two years later swarming up the 

topmost backstay of the Hector frigate in a gale of wind for a bet of a bottle of wine. He soon reached 

the summit, and shuffling along a naked branch two hundred feet from the ground, he gained a point 

where no leaves could obstruct his view. Here he sat straddle-legged; and, unslinging the glass, he 

proceeded to examine the hill, bush by bush and stone by stone. 

An hour passed without his moving. Another had almost elapsed before he descended. His face was 

grave and thoughtful. 

"Are they there?" was the eager query. 

"Yes; they are there." 

"How many?" 

"I've only seen five; but there may be more. Wait till I think it out, Bill." 
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The miner gazed at him with all the reverence matter has towards mind. Thinking things out was not 

his strong point. 

"Blamed if I can help you," he said apologetically. "It kinder don't come nat'ral to me to be plottin' 

and plannin'. Want o' eddication, likely. My father was allowed to be the hardest-headed man in the 

States. Judge Jeffers let on as how the old man wanted to hand in his checks; so he down an' put his 

head on the line when the first engine as ran from Vermont was comin' up. They fined him a hundred 

dollars for upsettin' that 'ere locomotive; an' the old man got the cussedest headache as ever was." 

Braxton hardly seemed to hear this family anecdote; he was deep in thought. 

"Look here, old man," said he; "sit down by me on the trunk and listen to what I say. Remember that 

you are here as a volunteer, Bill—you've no call to come; now, I am here in the course of duty. Your 

name is known through the settlement; you were a marked man when I was in the nursery. Now, Bill, 

it's a big thing I am going to ask you. If you and I go in and take these men, it will be another feather in 

your cap, and in yours only. What do men know of Jack Braxton, the private of police? He'd hardly be 

mentioned in the matter. Now, I want to make my name this day. We'll have to secure these men by a 

surprise after dusk, and it will be as easy for one resolute man to do it as for two; perhaps easier, for 

there is less chance of detection. Bill, I want you to stay with the horses, and let me go alone." 

Chicago sprang to his feet with a snarl of indignation, and paced up and down in front of the fallen 

trees. Then he seemed to master himself, for he sat down again. 

"They'd chaw you up, lad," he said, putting his hand on Braxton's shoulder. "It wouldn't wash." 

"Not they," said the trooper. "I'd take your pistol as well as my own, and I'd need a deal of chawing." 

"My character would be ruined," said Bill. 

"It's beyond the reach of calumny. You can afford to give me one fair chance." 

Bill buried his face in his hands, and thought a little. 

"Well, lad," he said, looking up, "I'll look after the horses." 

Braxton wrung him by the hand. "There are few men would have done it, Bill; you are a friend worth 

having. Now, we'll spend our day as best we can, old man, and lie close till evening; for I won't start till 

an hour after dusk; so we have plenty of time on our hands." 

The day passed slowly. The trooper lay among the mosses below the great blue gum in earnest thought. 

Once or twice he imagined he heard the subterranean chuckle and slap of the thigh which usually 
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denoted amusement on the part of the miner; but on glancing up at that individual, the expression of 

his face was so solemn, not to say funereal, that it was evidently an illusion. They partook of their 

scanty dinner and supper cheerfully and with hearty appetites. The former listlessness had given place 

to briskness and activity, now that their object was in view. Chicago blossomed out into many strange 

experiences and racy reminiscences of Western life. The hours passed rapidly and cheerily. The trooper 

produced a venerable pack of cards from his holster and proposed euchre; but their gregariousness, 

and the general difficulty of distinguishing the king of clubs from the ace of hearts, exercised a 

depressing influence upon the players. Gradually the sun went down on the great wilderness. The 

shadow fell on the little glade, while the distant hill was still tipped with gold; then that too became 

purplish, a star twinkled over the Tápu range, and night crept over the scene. 

"Good-bye, old man," said Braxton. "I won't take my carbine; it would only be in the way. I can't 

thank you enough for letting me have this chance. If they wipe me out, Bill, you'll not lose sight of them, 

I know; and you'll say I died like a man. I've got no friends and no message, and nothing in the world 

but this pack of cards. Keep them, Bill; they were a fine pack in '51. If you see a smoke on the hill in the 

morning you'll know all's well, and you'll bring up the horses at once. If you don't, you'll ride to Fallen 

Pine, where we were to meet,—ride day and night, Bill,—tell Inspector Burton that you know where 

the rangers are, that Private Braxton is dead, and that he said he was to bring up his men, else he'd 

come back from the grave and lead them up himself. Do that, Bill. Good-bye." 

A great quiet rested over the heart of that desolate woodland. The croak of a frog, the gurgle of a little 

streamlet half hidden in the long grass—no other sound. Then a wakeful jay gave a shrill chatter, 

another joined, and another; a bluefinch screamed; a wombat rushed past to gain its burrow. 

Something had disturbed them; yet all was apparently as peaceful as before. Had you been by the jay's 

nest, however, and peered downwards, you would have seen something gliding like a serpent through 

the brushwood, and caught a glimpse, perhaps, of a pale, resolute face, and the glint of a pocket-

compass pointing north-by-east. 

It was a long and weary night for Trooper Braxton. Any moment he might come on an outpost of the 

rangers, so every step had to be taken slowly and with care. But he was an experienced woodman, and 

hardly a twig snapped as he crawled along. A morass barred his progress, and he was compelled to 

make a long detour. Then he found himself in thick brushwood, and once more had to go out of his 

way. It was very dark here in the depth of the forest. There was a heavy smell, and a dense steam laden 

with miasma rose from the ground. In the dim light he saw strange creeping things around him. A 

bushmaster writhed across the path in front of him, a cold, dank lizard crawled over his hand as he 

crouched down; but the trooper thought only of the human reptiles in front, and made steadily for his 

goal. Once he seemed to be pursued by some animal; he heard a creaking behind him, but it ceased 

when he stopped and listened, so he continued his way. 

It was when he reached the base of the hill which he had seen from the distance that the real difficulty 

of his undertaking began. It was almost conical in shape, and very steep. The sides were covered with 

loose stones and an occasional large boulder. One false step here would send a shower of these tell-tale 

fragments clattering down the hill. The trooper stripped off his high leather boots and turned up his 

trousers; then he began cautiously to climb, cowering down behind every boulder. 
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There was a little patch of light far away on the horizon, a very little grey patch, but it caused the figure 

of a man who was moving upon the crest of the hill to loom out dim and large. He was a sentry 

apparently, for he carried a gun under his arm. The top of the hill was formed by a little plateau about 

a hundred yards in circumference. Along the edge of this the man was pacing, occasionally stopping to 

peer down into the great dusky sea beneath him. From this raised edge the plateau curved down from 

every side, so as to form a crater-like depression. In the centre of this hollow stood a large white tent. 

Several horses were picketed around it, and the ground was littered with bundles of dried grass and 

harness. You could see these details now from the edge of the plateau, for the grey patch in the east had 

become white, and was getting longer and wider. You could see the sentry's face, too, as he paced round 

and round. A handsome, weak-minded face, with more of the fool than the devil impressed on it. He 

seemed cheerful, for the birds were beginning to sing, and their thousand voices rose from the bush 

below. He forgot the forged note, I think, and the dreary voyage, and the wild escape, and the dark 

gully away beyond the Tápu range; for his eye glistened, and he hummed a quaint little Yorkshire 

country air. He was back again in the West Riding village, and the rough boulder in front shaped itself 

into the hill behind which Nelly lived before he broke her heart, and he saw the ivied church that 

crowned it. He would have seen something else had he looked again—something which was not in his 

picture: a white passionless face which glared at him over the boulder, as he turned upon his heel, still 

singing, and unconscious that the bloodhounds of justice were close at his heels. 

The trooper's time for action had come. He had reached the last boulder; nothing lay between the 

plateau and himself but a few loose stones. He could hear the song of the sentry dying away in the 

distance; he drew his regulation sword, and, with his Adams in his left, he rose and sprang like a tiger 

over the ridge and down into the hollow. 

The sentry was startled from his dream of the past by a clatter and a rattling of stones. He sprang 

round and cocked his gun. No wonder that he gasped, and that a change passed over his bronzed face. 

A painter would need a dash of ultramarine in his flesh-tints to represent it now. No wonder, I say; for 

that dark active figure with the bare feet and the brass buttons meant disgrace and the gallows to him. 

He saw him spring across to the tent; he saw the gleam of a sword, and heard a crash as the tent-pole 

was severed, and the canvas came down with a run upon the heads of the sleepers. And then above 

oaths and shouts he heard a mellow Irish voice—"I've twelve shots in my hands. I have ye, every 

mother's son. Up with your arms! up, I say, before there is blood upon my soul. One move, and ye 

stand before the throne." Braxton had stooped and parted the doorway of the fallen tent, and was now 

standing over six ruffians who occupied it. They lay as they had wakened, but with their hands above 

their heads, for there was no resisting that quiet voice, backed up by the two black muzzles. They 

imagined they were surrounded and hopelessly outmatched. Not one of them dreamed that the whole 

attacking force stood before them. It was the sentry who first began to realise the true state of the case. 

There was no sound or sign of any reinforcement. He looked to see that the cap was pressed well down 

on the nipple, and crept towards the tent. He was a good shot, as many a keeper on Braidagarth and 

the Yorkshire fells could testify. He raised his gun to his shoulder. Braxton heard the click, but dared 

not remove his eye or his weapon from his six prisoners. The sentry looked along the sights. He knew 

his life depended upon that shot. There was more of the devil than the fool in his face now. He paused a 

moment to make sure of his aim, and then came a crash and the thud of a falling body. Braxton was 

still standing over the prisoners, but the sentry's gun was unfired, and he himself was writhing on the 

ground with a bullet through his lungs. "Ye see," said Chicago, as he rose from behind a rock with his 
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gun still smoking in his hand, "it seemed a powerful mean thing to leave you, Jack; so I thought as I'd 

kinder drop around promiscus, and wade in if needed, which I was, as you can't deny. No, ye don't," he 

added, as the sentry stretched out his hand to grasp his fallen gun; "leave the wepin alone, young man; 

it ain't in your way as it lies there." 

"I'm a dead man!" groaned the ranger. 

"Then lie quiet like a respectable corpse," said the miner, "an' don't go a-squirmin' towards yer gun. 

That's ornary uneddicated conduct." 

"Come here, Bill," cried Braxton, "and bring the ropes those horses are picketed with. Now," he 

continued, as the American, having abstracted the sentry's gun, appeared with an armful of ropes, 

"you tie these fellows up, and I'll kill any man who moves." 

"A pleasant division of labour, eh, old Blatherskite," said Chicago, playfully tapping the one-eyed 

villain Maloney on the head. "Come on; the ugliest first!" So saying, he began upon him and fastened 

him securely. 

One after another the rangers were tied up; all except the wounded man, who was too helpless to need 

securing. Then Chicago went down and brought up the horses, while Braxton remained on guard; and 

by mid-day the cavalcade was in full march through the forest en route for Fallen Pine, the rendezvous 

of the search-party. The wounded man was tied on to a horse in front, the other rangers followed on 

foot for safety, while the trooper and Chicago brought up the rear. 

There was a sad assemblage at Fallen Pine. One by one they had dropped in, tanned with the sun, torn 

by briers, weakened by the poisonous miasma of the marshlands, all with the same tale of privation and 

failure. Summerville and the inspector had fallen in with blacks above the upper ford, and had barely 

escaped with their lives. Troopers Foley and Anson were well, though somewhat gaunt from privation. 

Hartley had lost his horse from the bite of a bushmaster. Murdoch and Murphy had scoured the bush 

as far as Rathurst, but without success. All were dejected, and weary. They only waited the arrival of 

two of their number to set out on their return to Trafalgar. 

It was mid-day, and the sun was beating down with a pitiless glare on the little clearing. The men were 

lying about on the shady side of the trunks, some smoking, some with their hats over their faces and 

half asleep. The horses were tethered here and there, looking as listless as their masters. Only the 

inspector's old charger seemed superior to the weather—a shrewd, blasé old horse, that had seen the 

world, and was nearly as deeply versed in woodcraft as his master. As Chicago said, "Short of climbin' 

a tree, there weren't nothin' that horse couldn't do; an' it would make a darned good try at that if it 

was pushed." Old "Sawback" seemed ill at ease this afternoon. Twice he had pricked up his ears, and 

once he had raised his head as if to neigh, but paused before committing himself. The inspector looked 

at him curiously and put his meerschaum back into its case. Meerschaums were always a weakness of 

poor Jim Burton's. "Demme it, sir," I have heard him say, "a gentleman is known by his pipe. When he 
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comes down in the world his pipe has most vitality." He put the case inside his uniform and went over 

to the horse. The ears were still twitching. 

"He hears something," said the inspector. "By Jove, so do I! Here, boys, jump up; there's a body of 

men coming!" Every man sprang to his horse's head. "I hear hoofs, and I hear the tramp of men on 

foot. They must be a large party. They're heading straight for us. Get under cover, boys, and have your 

guns loose." The men wheeled right and left, and in a very few moments the glade was deserted. Only 

the brown barrel of a gun here and there among the long grass and the ferns showed where they were 

crouching. "Steady, boys!" said Burton; "if they are enemies, don't fire till I give the word. Then one 

by one aim low, and let the smoke clear. Rangers, by Jove!" he added, as a horseman broke into the 

clearing some way down, with his head hanging down over his horse's neck. "More," he growled, as 

several men emerged from the bush at the same point. "By the living powers, they are taken! I see the 

ropes. Hurrah!" And next moment Braxton and Chicago were mobbed by nine shouting, dancing men, 

who pulled them and tugged at them, and slapped them on the back, and dragged them about in such a 

way, that Maloney whispered with a scowl— 

If we'd had the grit to do as much, we'd have been free men this day!" 

And now our story is nearly done. We have chronicled a fact which we think is worthy of a wider 

circulation than the colonial drinking-bar and the sheep-farmer's fireside, for Trooper Braxton and his 

capture of the Bluemansdyke murderers have long been household words among our brothers in the 

England of the Southern seas. 

We need not detail that joyful ride to Trafalgar, nor the welcome, nor the attempt at lynching; nor how 

Maloney, the arch criminal, turned Queen's evidence, and so writhed away from the gallows. All that 

may be read in the colonial press more graphically than I can tell it. My friend Jack Braxton is an 

officer now, as his father was before him, and still in the Trafalgar force. Bill I saw last in '61, when he 

came over to London in charge of the barque of the Wellingtonia for the International Exhibition. He is 

laying on flesh, I fear, since he took to sheep-farming; for he was barely brought up by seventeen stone, 

and his fighting weight used to be fourteen; but he looks well and hearty. Maloney was lynched in 

Placerville—at least so I heard. I had a letter last mail from the old inspector; he has left the police, and 

has a farm at Rathurst. I think, stout-hearted as he is, he must give a little bit of a shudder when he 

rides down to Trafalgar for the Thursday market, and comes round that sharp turn of the road where 

the boulders lie, and the furze looks so yellow against the red clay. 

 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-gully-of-bluemansdyke   

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-gully-of-bluemansdyke
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An Alphabet of Organic Type (ca.1650) 
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A series of stunning prints - titled Libellus Novus Elementorum Latinorum - designed by the Polish goldsmith 

Jan Christian Bierpfaff (1600-ca.1690) and engraved by fellow-countryman Jeremias Falck (1610–1677). 

According to BibliOdyssey blog, where we first learnt of the images, Bierpfaff worked as an apprentice at the 

Mackensen family of metalworkers in Cracow, a group "who introduced the Dutch auricular ('shell or ear-

like') style of ornament into the Polish gold and silver workshops". We see the influence of this auricular style 

in Bierpfaff's letterforms but also the unmistakable baroque stylings of the grotesque. The result is 

wonderfully surreal, the writhing forms hovering somewhere between the monstrous and floral. 

PUBLISHED 

May 27, 2014 

MEDIUM 

• Images 

THEME 

• Design & Typography 

STYLE 

• Printmaking & Line 

• Design 

EPOCH 

• 17th Century 

TAGS 

alphabet16best of design50grotesque4letters5typography8best of images80 

 

 

http://bibliodyssey.blogspot.co.uk/2012/05/rise-of-living-type.html
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/images
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/theme/design-and-typography
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/style/printmaking-and-line
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/style/design
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/all/epoch/17th-century
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/alphabet
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/best-of-design
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/grotesque
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/letters
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/typography
https://publicdomainreview.org/tags/best-of-images
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https://www.rijksmuseum.nl/nl/zoeken?v=&s=&q=Libellus+Novus+Elementorum+Latinorum
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/rijksmuseum
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/rijksmuseum
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/rijksmuseum
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/rijksmuseum
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#pd-worldwide
https://publicdomainreview.org/rights-labelling-on-our-site#no-additional-rights
http://bibliodyssey.blogspot.co.uk/2012/05/rise-of-living-type.html
https://publicdomainreview.org/collections/source/rijksmuseum
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https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/an-alphabet-of-organic-type-ca-1650 

https://publicdomainreview.org/collection/an-alphabet-of-organic-type-ca-1650
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Things to Look Forward to: An Illustrated Celebration of Living with Presence in Uncertain Times, Disguised 

as a Love Letter to the Future 

Love, laundry, and the miraculous in the mundane. 

BY MARIA POPOVA 

 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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“How we spend our days is, of course, how we spend our lives,” Annie Dillard wrote in her timeless 

meditation on living with presence. “Lay hold of to-day’s task, and you will not need to depend so much upon 

to-morrow’s,” Seneca exhorted two millennia earlier as he offered the Stoic balance sheet for time spent, 

saved, and wasted, reminding us that “nothing is ours, except time.” 

Time is all we have because time is what we are — which is why the undoing of time, of time’s promise of 

itself, is the undoing of our very selves. 

In the dismorrowed undoing of 2020 — as Zadie Smith was calibrating the limitations of Stoic philosophy in 

a world suddenly time-warped by a global quarantine, suddenly sobered to the perennial uncertainty of the 

future — loss beyond the collective heartache besieged the miniature world of my sunny-spirited, 

largehearted friend and Caldecott-winning children’s book maker Sophie Blackall. She coped the way all 

artists cope, complained the way all makers complain: by making something of beauty and substance, 

something that begins as a quickening of self-salvation in one’s own heart and ripples out to touch, to salve, 

maybe even to save others — which might be both the broadest and the most precise definition of art. 

One morning under the hot shower, Sophie began making a mental list of things to look forward to — a 

lovely gesture of taking tomorrow’s outstretched hand in that handshake of trust and resolve we call 

optimism. 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/06/07/annie-dillard-the-writing-life-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/06/07/annie-dillard-the-writing-life-1/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/04/17/seneca-letter-1-time/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/04/17/seneca-letter-1-time/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/12/uncommon-measure-natalie-hodges/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/08/13/zadie-smith-intimations-something-to-do/
https://www.themarginalian.org/tag/sophie-blackall/
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№3: hot shower 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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As the list grew and she began drawing each item on it, she noticed how many were things that needn’t wait 

for some uncertain future — unfussy gladnesses readily available in the now, any now. A century after 

Hermann Hesse extolled “the little joys” as the most important habit for fully present living, Sophie’s list 

became not an emblem of expectancy but an invitation to presence — not a deferral of life but a celebration of 

it, of the myriad marvels that come alive as soon as we become just a little more attentive, a little more 

appreciative, a little more animated by our own elemental nature as “atoms with consciousness” and “matter 

with curiosity.” 

 

№5: hugging a friend 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2017/03/06/hermann-hesse-little-joys-my-belief/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/22/richard-feynman-yo-yo-ma/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/04/22/richard-feynman-yo-yo-ma/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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Sophie began sharing the illustrated meditations on her Instagram (which is itself a rare island of unremitting 

delight and generosity amid the stream of hollow selfing we call social media) — each part record of personal 

gladness, part creative prompt. Delight begets delight — people began sending her their responses to these 

prompts: unbidden kindnesses done for neighbors, unexpected hobbies taken up, and oh so many sweet 

strange faces drawn on eggs. 

A slipstream of tomorrows hence, her list became Things to Look Forward to: 52 Large and Small Joys for 

Today and Every Day (public library) — a felicitous catalogue partway between Tolstoy’s Calendar of 

Wisdom and poet Ross Gay’s Book of Delights, every page of it radiant with the warmth and wonder that 

make life worth living and mark everything Sophie makes. 

https://instagram.com/sophieblackall
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
https://www.worldcat.org/title/things-to-look-forward-to/oclc/1263663349
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/03/15/a-calendar-of-wisdom-tolstoy/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2013/03/15/a-calendar-of-wisdom-tolstoy/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2019/12/01/ross-gay-book-of-delights/
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http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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№14: listening to a song you’ve heard before 

 

You can relish a rainbow and a cup of tea, sunrise and a flock of birds, a cemetery walk and a friend’s 

newborn, the first blush of wildflowers in a patch of dirt and the looping rapture of an old favorite song. You 

can’t tidy up the White House, but you can tidy up that neglected messy corner of your home; you can’t mend 

a world, but you can mend the hole in the polka-dot pocket of your favorite coat. They are not the same thing, 

but they are part of the same thing, which is all there is — life living itself through us, moment by moment, 

one broken beautiful thing at a time. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

114 

№48: walking in cemeteries

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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№22: weddings

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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№10: first snow 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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Sophie writes in the preface: 

I have always been a cheerful sort of person, able to find the silver lining in just about any cloud, but 2020 

was a son-of-a-cumulonimbus. There was the pandemic, of course, which knocked us all sideways. Like most 

people, I tried to remain hopeful, counting my blessings, grateful to be alive when so many were dying. But 

also like most people, I was full of anxiety and fear and grief and uncertainty. My partner, Ed, and I worried 

about bills, fretted about my aging parents, and missed our kids, who were living away from home. Deciding 

to downsize, we moved out of the apartment we had happily rented for ten years with our blended family, the 

longest either of us had ever lived anywhere. We canceled our wedding, because we knew we couldn’t get 

married without our loved ones. Then in the fall, Nick, the dear, queer father of my children, died in an 

accident on the other side of the world. The thunderclouds really closed in then, and for a while I struggled to 

find any rays of hope. I almost lost sight of beauty and wonder and delight. 

 

With an eye to the dangerous seductions of nostalgia — that longing not for a bygone time but for the bygone 

selves and certitudes that time contained — she adds: 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/12/09/meghan-daum-unspeakable/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2014/12/09/meghan-daum-unspeakable/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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I have often found myself romanticizing the Before Times, when we could travel the world and hug our 

friends and shake hands with strangers, but I have come to the conclusion that it’s better to look forward: to 

gather the things we’ve learned and use our patience and perseverance and courage and empathy to care for 

each other and to work toward a better future for all people. To look forward to things like long-term 

environmental protection and racial justice; equal rights and an inclusive society; free health care and 

equitable education; an end to poverty, hunger, and war. But we can also look forward to everyday things that 

will buoy our spirits and make us laugh and help us feel alive and that will bring others comfort and hope. 
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№27: collecting pebbles 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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Tucked between the quiet joys of painting on pebbles and rereading a favorite passage from a favorite book 

and enfolding a loved one in a simple hug is the unfailing consolation of the cosmic perspective and its 

simplest, most enchanting guise, which the visionary Margaret Fuller reverenced, a century and a half earlier 

amid a world torn by revolutions and economic collapse, as “that best fact, the Moon.” 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/02/18/achieving-perspective/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2021/12/26/margaret-fuller-the-all/
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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№21: a full moon 

In the twenty-first entry, devoted to the full Moon, Sophie writes: 

Wherever we are in the world, we see the same moon. It’s the same moon earliest humans would have seen, 

waxing and waning, rising and setting. Depending on where we were thousands of years ago, we would look 

to a full moon to mark time, to tell us when to plant corn, when to lay the rice to dry, and when to expect the 

ducks back. Now we look to the moon and marvel that men have traveled there in unlikely contraptions and 

actually set foot on its surface. It is our stepping-stone to the vast universe, and looking at a full moon can 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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make us feel very small and very young. But it can also remind us to make the most of our time here on earth, 

to pop corn and throw rice and watch for ducks. 
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№44: doing your taxes

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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№8: applause 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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№31: moving the furniture around

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

126 

№25: new glasses 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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What makes the book so wondrous is that each seemingly mundane thing on the list shimmers with an aspect 

of the miraculous, each fragment of the personal opens into the universal, each playful wink at life grows 

wide-eyed with poignancy. 

In the thirtieth entry, titled “Clean Laundry” and illustrated with a stack of neatly folded grey T-shirts, Sophie 

writes: 

I tend to put off washing clothes until the last possible day, when I’m reduced to leggings with holes and the 

mustard top that inspires people to ask if I’m feeling OK, but clean laundry means a whole closet of 

possibilities. I can dress like a nineteenth-century French farmer or an Edwardian ghost or a deckhand on a 

whaler off Nantucket. Actually, those are pretty much my three options, but there are many subtle variations. 

My clothes are pre-owned, unruly, and difficult to fold, but my partner wears a uniform. Not the kind with 

epaulets or creased slacks or his name embroidered on his chest, but a deliberate, self-selected uniform. Ed is 

a playwright and a teacher, and he heeds the advice of Gustave Flaubert: “Be regular and orderly in your life, 

so that you may be violent and original in your work.” 

Once a year, he purchases six gray T-shirts and a dozen pairs of black socks and multiples of carefully 

chosen, unremarkable shirts and pants. On laundry day, his neatly folded piles of clean clothes are so dear and 

familiar they put a lump in my throat. 

Pulsating through the book, through the list, through the life is the one thing that saves us all: love — the love 

of partners and of friends, of children and of flowers, of books and music and list-making and this whole 

improbable living world. Indeed, the entire book is one extended love letter to life itself, composed of the 

miniature, infinite loves that animate any given life. 
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In entry №37, titled “Falling in Love,” Sophie writes: 

I met my husband, Nick, when I was twenty-one, and we moved in together before the year was out. We got 

married when I was twenty-five, and I had my first child at twenty-six. But I didn’t fall in love, not properly, 

until I was thirty-six. And it wasn’t with my husband. It wasn’t that Nick and I didn’t love each other. We did. 

We were best friends. He could play “My Funny Valentine” on his teeth and make anything out of nothing: a 

1930s-style playhouse, a shirt out of a vintage tablecloth, Halloween costumes that made the news. He had a 

blinding temper, but he was as funny as he was angry, so I laughed at least as much as I cried. When we met, 

he thought he was 5 percent gay. It turned out he was 5 percent straight. But that was enough to make two 

excellent children, and we thought we were happy. 

Days with young children can pass by in a blur of drop-offs and pickups, bath time and bedtime, Hot Wheels 

and carrot sticks and Shrinky Dinks. If you’re in love with your partner I can imagine finding moments to 

notice each other, managing, even through the blur, to see one another clearly. But if you’re not sure, then you 

can become kind of blurry yourself. 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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Later, when I met Ed, the man I would fall in love with, I was still a bit blurry, but I saw him in distinct detail. 

I noticed everything: his beautiful profile, his generous ears, his kind eyes. The way he shoved his T-shirt 

sleeve up on his handsome shoulder as he talked. His heartbreakingly neat handwriting. The way he was 

always reading, even when he was walking down the street, underlining without breaking stride. The way he 

carried everything in a stack: book, extra book, notebook, pen, phone, as though he’d never heard of bags. 

The way he followed a recipe and put all the ingredients in little bowls. The way his tongue stuck out when he 

chopped onions or dribbled a basketball or tied a child’d shoe. The way he made all the babies laugh. The 

way he made me laugh. The way he made my hands tremble. 

And I noticed the way he noticed me too. He saw me more clearly than anyone had, ever before. 

And bit by bit, I realized that I’d previously had no idea, no idea on earth, what it was to be in love and to be 

loved in return. Those were heady days. Fourteen years later, they still are. The point is, of course, that you 

can look forward to falling in love with the love of your life, day after day. If you haven’t found love yet, or 

found it and lost it, then it can find you, perhaps when you least expect it. 
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№37: falling in love 

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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Complement Things to Look Forward to, to which neither screen nor synthesis do service, with 

Sophie’s splendid animation of Edna St. Vincent Millay’s poem “Dirge Without Music” — a sort of mirror-

image counterpart to this elemental awareness that our time, finite and savage with creative force, is all we 

have — then revisit her illustrated celebration of our shared world. 

Illustrations courtesy of Sophie Blackall 

 

https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/12/sophie-blackall-things-to-look-forward-

to/?mc_cid=14cf4ec81d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662 

  

http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/03/25/dirge-without-music-emmy-noether/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2020/12/05/if-you-come-to-earth-sophie-blackall/
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/12/sophie-blackall-things-to-look-forward-to/?mc_cid=14cf4ec81d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
https://www.themarginalian.org/2022/05/12/sophie-blackall-things-to-look-forward-to/?mc_cid=14cf4ec81d&mc_eid=d1c16ac662
http://www.amazon.com/exec/obidos/ASIN/1797214489/braipick-20
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The Horror of the Heights 

by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle 

 

The idea that the extraordinary narrative which has been called the Joyce-Armstrong Fragment is an elaborate 

practical joke evolved by some unknown person, cursed by a perverted and sinister sense of humour, has now 

been abandoned by all who have examined the matter. The most macabre and imaginative of plotters would 

hesitate before linking his morbid fancies with the unquestioned and tragic facts which reinforce the 

statement. Though the assertions contained in it are amazing and even monstrous, it is none the less forcing 

itself upon the general intelligence that they are true, and that we must readjust our ideas to the new situation. 

This world of ours appears to be separated by a slight and precarious margin of safety from a most singular 

and unexpected danger. I will endeavour in this narrative, which reproduces the original document in its 

necessarily somewhat fragmentary form, to lay before the reader the whole of the facts up to date, prefacing 

my statement by saying that, if there be any who doubt the narrative of Joyce-Armstrong, there can be no 

question at all as to the facts concerning Lieutenant Myrtle, R. N., and Mr. Hay Connor, who undoubtedly 

met their end in the manner described. 

The Joyce-Armstrong Fragment was found in the field which is called Lower Haycock, lying one mile to the 

westward of the village of Withyham, upon the Kent and Sussex border. It was on the 15th September last 

that an agricultural labourer, James Flynn, in the employment of Mathew Dodd, farmer, of the Chauntry 

Farm, Withyham, perceived a briar pipe lying near the footpath which skirts the hedge in Lower Haycock. A 

few paces farther on he picked up a pair of broken binocular glasses. Finally, among some nettles in the ditch, 

he caught sight of a flat, canvas-backed book, which proved to be a note-book with detachable leaves, some 

of which had come loose and were fluttering along the base of the hedge. These he collected, but some, 

including the first, were never recovered, and leave a deplorable hiatus in this all-important statement. The 

note-book was taken by the labourer to his master, who in turn showed it to Dr. J. H. Atherton, of Hartfield. 

This gentleman at once recognized the need for an expert examination, and the manuscript was forwarded to 

the Aero Club in London, where it now lies. 

The first two pages of the manuscript are missing. There is also one torn away at the end of the narrative, 

though none of these affect the general coherence of the story. It is conjectured that the missing opening is 

concerned with the record of Mr. Joyce- Armstrong's qualifications as an aeronaut, which can be gathered 

from other sources and are admitted to be unsurpassed among the air-pilots of England. For many years he 

has been looked upon as among the most daring and the most intellectual of flying men, a combination which 

has enabled him to both invent and test several new devices, including the common gyroscopic attachment 

which is known by his name. The main body of the manuscript is written neatly in ink, but the last few lines 

are in pencil and are so ragged as to be hardly legible--exactly, in fact, as they might be expected to appear if 

they were scribbled off hurriedly from the seat of a moving aeroplane. There are, it may be added, several 

stains, both on the last page and on the outside cover which have been pronounced by the Home Office 

experts to be blood--probably human and certainly mammalian. The fact that something closely resembling 

the organism of malaria was discovered in this blood, and that Joyce-Armstrong is known to have suffered 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle
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from intermittent fever, is a remarkable example of the new weapons which modern science has placed in the 

hands of our detectives. 

And now a word as to the personality of the author of this epoch-making statement. Joyce-Armstrong, 

according to the few friends who really knew something of the man, was a poet and a dreamer, as well as a 

mechanic and an inventor. He was a man of considerable wealth, much of which he had spent in the pursuit of 

his aeronautical hobby. He had four private aeroplanes in his hangars near Devizes, and is said to have made 

no fewer than one hundred and seventy ascents in the course of last year. He was a retiring man with dark 

moods, in which he would avoid the society of his fellows. Captain Dangerfield, who knew him better than 

anyone, says that there were times when his eccentricity threatened to develop into something more serious. 

His habit of carrying a shot-gun with him in his aeroplane was one manifestation of it. 

Another was the morbid effect which the fall of Lieutenant Myrtle had upon his mind. Myrtle, who was 

attempting the height record, fell from an altitude of something over thirty thousand feet. Horrible to narrate, 

his head was entirely obliterated, though his body and limbs preserved their configuration. At every gathering 

of airmen, Joyce-Armstrong, according to Dangerfield, would ask, with an enigmatic smile: "And where, 

pray, is Myrtle's head?" 

On another occasion after dinner, at the mess of the Flying School on Salisbury Plain, he started a debate as to 

what will be the most permanent danger which airmen will have to encounter. Having listened to successive 

opinions as to air-pockets, faulty construction, and over-banking, he ended by shrugging his shoulders and 

refusing to put forward his own views, though he gave the impression that they differed from any advanced 

by his companions. 

It is worth remarking that after his own complete disappearance it was found that his private affairs were 

arranged with a precision which may show that he had a strong premonition of disaster. With these essential 

explanations I will now give the narrative exactly as it stands, beginning at page three of the blood-soaked 

note-book: 

"Nevertheless, when I dined at Rheims with Coselli and Gustav Raymond I found that neither of them was 

aware of any particular danger in the higher layers of the atmosphere. I did not actually say what was in my 

thoughts, but I got so near to it that if they had any corresponding idea they could not have failed to express it. 

But then they are two empty, vainglorious fellows with no thought beyond seeing their silly names in the 

newspaper. It is interesting to note that neither of them had ever been much beyond the twenty-thousand-foot 

level. Of course, men have been higher than this both in balloons and in the ascent of mountains. It must be 

well above that point that the aeroplane enters the danger zone--always presuming that my premonitions are 

correct. 

"Aeroplaning has been with us now for more than twenty years, and one might well ask: Why should this 

peril be only revealing itself in our day? The answer is obvious. In the old days of weak engines, when a 

hundred horse-power Gnome or Green was considered ample for every need, the flights were very restricted. 

Now that three hundred horse-power is the rule rather than the exception, visits to the upper layers have 

become easier and more common. Some of us can remember how, in our youth, Garros made a world-wide 

reputation by attaining nineteen thousand feet, and it was considered a remarkable achievement to fly over the 
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Alps. Our standard now has been immeasurably raised, and there are twenty high flights for one in former 

years. Many of them have been undertaken with impunity. The thirty-thousand-foot level has been reached 

time after time with no discomfort beyond cold and asthma. What does this prove? A visitor might descend 

upon this planet a thousand times and never see a tiger. Yet tigers exist, and if he chanced to come down into 

a jungle he might be devoured. There are jungles of the upper air, and there are worse things than tigers which 

inhabit them. I believe in time they will map these jungles accurately out. Even at the present moment I could 

name two of them. One of them lies over the Pau-Biarritz district of France. Another is just over my head as I 

write here in my house in Wiltshire. I rather think there is a third in the Homburg- Wiesbaden district. 

"It was the disappearance of the airmen that first set me thinking. Of course, everyone said that they had 

fallen into the sea, but that did not satisfy me at all. First, there was Verrier in France; his machine was found 

near Bayonne, but they never got his body. There was the case of Baxter also, who vanished, though his 

engine and some of the iron fixings were found in a wood in Leicestershire. In that case, Dr. Middleton, of 

Amesbury, who was watching the flight with a telescope, declares that just before the clouds obscured the 

view he saw the machine, which was at an enormous height, suddenly rise perpendicularly upwards in a 

succession of jerks in a manner that he would have thought to be impossible. That was the last seen of Baxter. 

There was a correspondence in the papers, but it never led to anything. There were several other similar cases, 

and then there was the death of Hay Connor. What a cackle there was about an unsolved mystery of the air, 

and what columns in the halfpenny papers, and yet how little was ever done to get to the bottom of the 

business! He came down in a tremendous vol-plane from an unknown height. He never got off his machine 

and died in his pilot's seat. Died of what? `Heart disease,' said the doctors. Rubbish! Hay Connor's heart was 

as sound as mine is. What did Venables say? Venables was the only man who was at his side when he died. 

He said that he was shivering and looked like a man who had been badly scared. `Died of fright,' said 

Venables, but could not imagine what he was frightened about. Only said one word to Venables, which 

sounded like `Monstrous.' They could make nothing of that at the inquest. But I could make something of it. 

Monsters! That was the last word of poor Harry Hay Connor. And he DID die of fright, just as Venables 

thought. 

"And then there was Myrtle's head. Do you really believe--does anybody really believe--that a man's head 

could be driven clean into his body by the force of a fall? Well, perhaps it may be possible, but I, for one, 

have never believed that it was so with Myrtle. And the grease upon his clothes--`all slimy with grease,' said 

somebody at the inquest. Queer that nobody got thinking after that! I did--but, then, I had been thinking for a 

good long time. I've made three ascents--how Dangerfield used to chaff me about my shot-gun--but I've never 

been high enough. Now, with this new, light Paul Veroner machine and its one hundred and seventy-five 

Robur, I should easily touch the thirty thousand tomorrow. I'll have a shot at the record. Maybe I shall have a 

shot at something else as well. Of course, it's dangerous. If a fellow wants to avoid danger he had best keep 

out of flying altogether and subside finally into flannel slippers and a dressing-gown. But I'll visit the air-

jungle tomorrow--and if there's anything there I shall know it. If I return, I'll find myself a bit of a celebrity. If 

I don't this note-book may explain what I am trying to do, and how I lost my life in doing it. But no drivel 

about accidents or mysteries, if YOU please. 

"I chose my Paul Veroner monoplane for the job. There's nothing like a monoplane when real work is to be 

done. Beaumont found that out in very early days. For one thing it doesn't mind damp, and the weather looks 

as if we should be in the clouds all the time. It's a bonny little model and answers my hand like a tender-

mouthed horse. The engine is a ten-cylinder rotary Robur working up to one hundred and seventy-five. It has 
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all the modern improvements--enclosed fuselage, high-curved landing skids, brakes, gyroscopic steadiers, and 

three speeds, worked by an alteration of the angle of the planes upon the Venetian-blind principle. I took a 

shot-gun with me and a dozen cartridges filled with buck-shot. You should have seen the face of Perkins, my 

old mechanic, when I directed him to put them in. I was dressed like an Arctic explorer, with two jerseys 

under my overalls, thick socks inside my padded boots, a storm-cap with flaps, and my talc goggles. It was 

stifling outside the hangars, but I was going for the summit of the Himalayas, and had to dress for the part. 

Perkins knew there was something on and implored me to take him with me. Perhaps I should if I were using 

the biplane, but a monoplane is a one-man show--if you want to get the last foot of life out of it. Of course, I 

took an oxygen bag; the man who goes for the altitude record without one will either be frozen or smothered--

or both. 

"I had a good look at the planes, the rudder-bar, and the elevating lever before I got in. Everything was in 

order so far as I could see. Then I switched on my engine and found that she was running sweetly. When they 

let her go she rose almost at once upon the lowest speed. I circled my home field once or twice just to warm 

her up, and then with a wave to Perkins and the others, I flattened out my planes and put her on her highest. 

She skimmed like a swallow down wind for eight or ten miles until I turned her nose up a little and she began 

to climb in a great spiral for the cloud-bank above me. It's all-important to rise slowly and adapt yourself to 

the pressure as you go. 

"It was a close, warm day for an English September, and there was the hush and heaviness of impending rain. 

Now and then there came sudden puffs of wind from the south-west--one of them so gusty and unexpected 

that it caught me napping and turned me half-round for an instant. I remember the time when gusts and whirls 

and air- pockets used to be things of danger--before we learned to put an overmastering power into our 

engines. Just as I reached the cloud-banks, with the altimeter marking three thousand, down came the rain. 

My word, how it poured! It drummed upon my wings and lashed against my face, blurring my glasses so that 

I could hardly see. I got down on to a low speed, for it was painful to travel against it. As I got higher it 

became hail, and I had to turn tail to it. One of my cylinders was out of action--a dirty plug, I should imagine, 

but still I was rising steadily with plenty of power. After a bit the trouble passed, whatever it was, and I heard 

the full, deep-throated purr--the ten singing as one. That's where the beauty of our modern silencers comes in. 

We can at last control our engines by ear. How they squeal and squeak and sob when they are in trouble! All 

those cries for help were wasted in the old days, when every sound was swallowed up by the monstrous racket 

of the machine. If only the early aviators could come back to see the beauty and perfection of the mechanism 

which have been bought at the cost of their lives! 

"About nine-thirty I was nearing the clouds. Down below me, all blurred and shadowed with rain, lay the vast 

expanse of Salisbury Plain. Half a dozen flying machines were doing hackwork at the thousand-foot level, 

looking like little black swallows against the green background. I dare say they were wondering what I was 

doing up in cloud-land. Suddenly a grey curtain drew across beneath me and the wet folds of vapours were 

swirling round my face. It was clammily cold and miserable. But I was above the hail-storm, and that was 

something gained. The cloud was as dark and thick as a London fog. In my anxiety to get clear, I cocked her 

nose up until the automatic alarm-bell rang, and I actually began to slide backwards. My sopped and dripping 

wings had made me heavier than I thought, but presently I was in lighter cloud, and soon had cleared the first 

layer. There was a second--opal- coloured and fleecy--at a great height above my head, a white, unbroken 

ceiling above, and a dark, unbroken floor below, with the monoplane labouring upwards upon a vast spiral 

between them. It is deadly lonely in these cloud-spaces. Once a great flight of some small water-birds went 
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past me, flying very fast to the westwards. The quick whir of their wings and their musical cry were cheery to 

my ear. I fancy that they were teal, but I am a wretched zoologist. Now that we humans have become birds we 

must really learn to know our brethren by sight. 

"The wind down beneath me whirled and swayed the broad cloud- plain. Once a great eddy formed in it, a 

whirlpool of vapour, and through it, as down a funnel, I caught sight of the distant world. A large white 

biplane was passing at a vast depth beneath me. I fancy it was the morning mail service betwixt Bristol and 

London. Then the drift swirled inwards again and the great solitude was unbroken. 

"Just after ten I touched the lower edge of the upper cloud- stratum. It consisted of fine diaphanous vapour 

drifting swiftly from the westwards. The wind had been steadily rising all this time and it was now blowing a 

sharp breeze--twenty-eight an hour by my gauge. Already it was very cold, though my altimeter only marked 

nine thousand. The engines were working beautifully, and we went droning steadily upwards. The cloud-bank 

was thicker than I had expected, but at last it thinned out into a golden mist before me, and then in an instant I 

had shot out from it, and there was an unclouded sky and a brilliant sun above my head--all blue and gold 

above, all shining silver below, one vast, glimmering plain as far as my eyes could reach. It was a quarter past 

ten o'clock, and the barograph needle pointed to twelve thousand eight hundred. Up I went and up, my ears 

concentrated upon the deep purring of my motor, my eyes busy always with the watch, the revolution 

indicator, the petrol lever, and the oil pump. No wonder aviators are said to be a fearless race. With so many 

things to think of there is no time to trouble about oneself. About this time I noted how unreliable is the 

compass when above a certain height from earth. At fifteen thousand feet mine was pointing east and a point 

south. The sun and the wind gave me my true bearings. 

"I had hoped to reach an eternal stillness in these high altitudes, but with every thousand feet of ascent the 

gale grew stronger. My machine groaned and trembled in every joint and rivet as she faced it, and swept away 

like a sheet of paper when I banked her on the turn, skimming down wind at a greater pace, perhaps, than ever 

mortal man has moved. Yet I had always to turn again and tack up in the wind's eye, for it was not merely a 

height record that I was after. By all my calculations it was above little Wiltshire that my air-jungle lay, and 

all my labour might be lost if I struck the outer layers at some farther point. 

"When I reached the nineteen-thousand-foot level, which was about midday, the wind was so severe that I 

looked with some anxiety to the stays of my wings, expecting momentarily to see them snap or slacken. I 

even cast loose the parachute behind me, and fastened its hook into the ring of my leathern belt, so as to be 

ready for the worst. Now was the time when a bit of scamped work by the mechanic is paid for by the life of 

the aeronaut. But she held together bravely. Every cord and strut was humming and vibrating like so many 

harp-strings, but it was glorious to see how, for all the beating and the buffeting, she was still the conqueror of 

Nature and the mistress of the sky. There is surely something divine in man himself that he should rise so 

superior to the limitations which Creation seemed to impose--rise, too, by such unselfish, heroic devotion as 

this air-conquest has shown. Talk of human degeneration! When has such a story as this been written in the 

annals of our race? 

"These were the thoughts in my head as I climbed that monstrous, inclined plane with the wind sometimes 

beating in my face and sometimes whistling behind my ears, while the cloud-land beneath me fell away to 

such a distance that the folds and hummocks of silver had all smoothed out into one flat, shining plain. But 
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suddenly I had a horrible and unprecedented experience. I have known before what it is to be in what our 

neighbours have called a tourbillon, but never on such a scale as this. That huge, sweeping river of wind of 

which I have spoken had, as it appears, whirlpools within it which were as monstrous as itself. Without a 

moment's warning I was dragged suddenly into the heart of one. I spun round for a minute or two with such 

velocity that I almost lost my senses, and then fell suddenly, left wing foremost, down the vacuum funnel in 

the centre. I dropped like a stone, and lost nearly a thousand feet. It was only my belt that kept me in my seat, 

and the shock and breathlessness left me hanging half- insensible over the side of the fuselage. But I am 

always capable of a supreme effort--it is my one great merit as an aviator. I was conscious that the descent 

was slower. The whirlpool was a cone rather than a funnel, and I had come to the apex. With a terrific 

wrench, throwing my weight all to one side, I levelled my planes and brought her head away from the wind. 

In an instant I had shot out of the eddies and was skimming down the sky. Then, shaken but victorious, I 

turned her nose up and began once more my steady grind on the upward spiral. I took a large sweep to avoid 

the danger-spot of the whirlpool, and soon I was safely above it. Just after one o'clock I was twenty-one 

thousand feet above the sea-level. To my great joy I had topped the gale, and with every hundred feet of 

ascent the air grew stiller. On the other hand, it was very cold, and I was conscious of that peculiar nausea 

which goes with rarefaction of the air. For the first time I unscrewed the mouth of my oxygen bag and took an 

occasional whiff of the glorious gas. I could feel it running like a cordial through my veins, and I was 

exhilarated almost to the point of drunkenness. I shouted and sang as I soared upwards into the cold, still outer 

world. 

"It is very clear to me that the insensibility which came upon Glaisher, and in a lesser degree upon Coxwell, 

when, in 1862, they ascended in a balloon to the height of thirty thousand feet, was due to the extreme speed 

with which a perpendicular ascent is made. Doing it at an easy gradient and accustoming oneself to the 

lessened barometric pressure by slow degrees, there are no such dreadful symptoms. At the same great height 

I found that even without my oxygen inhaler I could breathe without undue distress. It was bitterly cold, 

however, and my thermometer was at zero, Fahrenheit. At one-thirty I was nearly seven miles above the 

surface of the earth, and still ascending steadily. I found, however, that the rarefied air was giving markedly 

less support to my planes, and that my angle of ascent had to be considerably lowered in consequence. It was 

already clear that even with my light weight and strong engine-power there was a point in front of me where I 

should be held. To make matters worse, one of my sparking-plugs was in trouble again and there was 

intermittent misfiring in the engine. My heart was heavy with the fear of failure. 

"It was about that time that I had a most extraordinary experience. Something whizzed past me in a trail of 

smoke and exploded with a loud, hissing sound, sending forth a cloud of steam. For the instant I could not 

imagine what had happened. Then I remembered that the earth is for ever being bombarded by meteor stones, 

and would be hardly inhabitable were they not in nearly every case turned to vapour in the outer layers of the 

atmosphere. Here is a new danger for the high-altitude man, for two others passed me when I was nearing the 

forty-thousand-foot mark. I cannot doubt that at the edge of the earth's envelope the risk would be a very real 

one. 

"My barograph needle marked forty-one thousand three hundred when I became aware that I could go no 

farther. Physically, the strain was not as yet greater than I could bear but my machine had reached its limit. 

The attenuated air gave no firm support to the wings, and the least tilt developed into side-slip, while she 

seemed sluggish on her controls. Possibly, had the engine been at its best, another thousand feet might have 

been within our capacity, but it was still misfiring, and two out of the ten cylinders appeared to be out of 



Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

138 

action. If I had not already reached the zone for which I was searching then I should never see it upon this 

journey. But was it not possible that I had attained it? Soaring in circles like a monstrous hawk upon the forty- 

thousand-foot level I let the monoplane guide herself, and with my Mannheim glass I made a careful 

observation of my surroundings. The heavens were perfectly clear; there was no indication of those dangers 

which I had imagined. 

"I have said that I was soaring in circles. It struck me suddenly that I would do well to take a wider sweep and 

open up a new airtract. If the hunter entered an earth-jungle he would drive through it if he wished to find his 

game. My reasoning had led me to believe that the air-jungle which I had imagined lay somewhere over 

Wiltshire. This should be to the south and west of me. I took my bearings from the sun, for the compass was 

hopeless and no trace of earth was to be seen--nothing but the distant, silver cloud-plain. However, I got my 

direction as best I might and kept her head straight to the mark. I reckoned that my petrol supply would not 

last for more than another hour or so, but I could afford to use it to the last drop, since a single magnificent 

vol-plane could at any time take me to the earth. 

"Suddenly I was aware of something new. The air in front of me had lost its crystal clearness. It was full of 

long, ragged wisps of something which I can only compare to very fine cigarette smoke. It hung about in 

wreaths and coils, turning and twisting slowly in the sunlight. As the monoplane shot through it, I was aware 

of a faint taste of oil upon my lips, and there was a greasy scum upon the woodwork of the machine. Some 

infinitely fine organic matter appeared to be suspended in the atmosphere. There was no life there. It was 

inchoate and diffuse, extending for many square acres and then fringing off into the void. No, it was not life. 

But might it not be the remains of life? Above all, might it not be the food of life, of monstrous life, even as 

the humble grease of the ocean is the food for the mighty whale? The thought was in my mind when my eyes 

looked upwards and I saw the most wonderful vision that ever man has seen. Can I hope to convey it to you 

even as I saw it myself last Thursday? 

"Conceive a jelly-fish such as sails in our summer seas, bell- shaped and of enormous size--far larger, I should 

judge, than the dome of St. Paul's. It was of a light pink colour veined with a delicate green, but the whole 

huge fabric so tenuous that it was but a fairy outline against the dark blue sky. It pulsated with a delicate and 

regular rhythm. From it there depended two long, drooping, green tentacles, which swayed slowly backwards 

and forwards. This gorgeous vision passed gently with noiseless dignity over my head, as light and fragile as 

a soap-bubble, and drifted upon its stately way. 

"I had half-turned my monoplane, that I might look after this beautiful creature, when, in a moment, I found 

myself amidst a perfect fleet of them, of all sizes, but none so large as the first. Some were quite small, but the 

majority about as big as an average balloon, and with much the same curvature at the top. There was in them a 

delicacy of texture and colouring which reminded me of the finest Venetian glass. Pale shades of pink and 

green were the prevailing tints, but all had a lovely iridescence where the sun shimmered through their dainty 

forms. Some hundreds of them drifted past me, a wonderful fairy squadron of strange unknown argosies of 

the sky--creatures whose forms and substance were so attuned to these pure heights that one could not 

conceive anything so delicate within actual sight or sound of earth. 

"But soon my attention was drawn to a new phenomenon--the serpents of the outer air. These were long, thin, 

fantastic coils of vapour-like material, which turned and twisted with great speed, flying round and round at 
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such a pace that the eyes could hardly follow them. Some of these ghost-like creatures were twenty or thirty 

feet long, but it was difficult to tell their girth, for their outline was so hazy that it seemed to fade away into 

the air around them. These air-snakes were of a very light grey or smoke colour, with some darker lines 

within, which gave the impression of a definite organism. One of them whisked past my very face, and I was 

conscious of a cold, clammy contact, but their composition was so unsubstantial that I could not connect them 

with any thought of physical danger, any more than the beautiful bell-like creatures which had preceded them. 

There was no more solidity in their frames than in the floating spume from a broken wave. 

"But a more terrible experience was in store for me. Floating downwards from a great height there came a 

purplish patch of vapour, small as I saw it first, but rapidly enlarging as it approached me, until it appeared to 

be hundreds of square feet in size. Though fashioned of some transparent, jelly-like substance, it was none the 

less of much more definite outline and solid consistence than anything which I had seen before. There were 

more traces, too, of a physical organization, especially two vast, shadowy, circular plates upon either side, 

which may have been eyes, and a perfectly solid white projection between them which was as curved and 

cruel as the beak of a vulture. 

"The whole aspect of this monster was formidable and threatening, and it kept changing its colour from a very 

light mauve to a dark, angry purple so thick that it cast a shadow as it drifted between my monoplane and the 

sun. On the upper curve of its huge body there were three great projections which I can only describe as 

enormous bubbles, and I was convinced as I looked at them that they were charged with some extremely light 

gas which served to buoy up the misshapen and semi-solid mass in the rarefied air. The creature moved 

swiftly along, keeping pace easily with the monoplane, and for twenty miles or more it formed my horrible 

escort, hovering over me like a bird of prey which is waiting to pounce. Its method of progression--done so 

swiftly that it was not easy to follow--was to throw out a long, glutinous streamer in front of it, which in turn 

seemed to draw forward the rest of the writhing body. So elastic and gelatinous was it that never for two 

successive minutes was it the same shape, and yet each change made it more threatening and loathsome than 

the last. 

"I knew that it meant mischief. Every purple flush of its hideous body told me so. The vague, goggling eyes 

which were turned always upon me were cold and merciless in their viscid hatred. I dipped the nose of my 

monoplane downwards to escape it. As I did so, as quick as a flash there shot out a long tentacle from this 

mass of floating blubber, and it fell as light and sinuous as a whip-lash across the front of my machine. There 

was a loud hiss as it lay for a moment across the hot engine, and it whisked itself into the air again, while the 

huge, flat body drew itself together as if in sudden pain. I dipped to a vol-pique, but again a tentacle fell over 

the monoplane and was shorn off by the propeller as easily as it might have cut through a smoke wreath. A 

long, gliding, sticky, serpent-like coil came from behind and caught me round the waist, dragging me out of 

the fuselage. I tore at it, my fingers sinking into the smooth, glue-like surface, and for an instant I disengaged 

myself, but only to be caught round the boot by another coil, which gave me a jerk that tilted me almost on to 

my back. 

"As I fell over I blazed off both barrels of my gun, though, indeed, it was like attacking an elephant with a 

pea-shooter to imagine that any human weapon could cripple that mighty bulk. And yet I aimed better than I 

knew, for, with a loud report, one of the great blisters upon the creature's back exploded with the puncture of 

the buck-shot. It was very clear that my conjecture was right, and that these vast, clear bladders were 
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distended with some lifting gas, for in an instant the huge, cloud-like body turned sideways, writhing 

desperately to find its balance, while the white beak snapped and gaped in horrible fury. But already I had 

shot away on the steepest glide that I dared to attempt, my engine still full on, the flying propeller and the 

force of gravity shooting me downwards like an aerolite. Far behind me I saw a dull, purplish smudge 

growing swiftly smaller and merging into the blue sky behind it. I was safe out of the deadly jungle of the 

outer air. 

"Once out of danger I throttled my engine, for nothing tears a machine to pieces quicker than running on full 

power from a height. It was a glorious, spiral vol-plane from nearly eight miles of altitude--first, to the level 

of the silver cloud-bank, then to that of the storm-cloud beneath it, and finally, in beating rain, to the surface 

of the earth. I saw the Bristol Channel beneath me as I broke from the clouds, but, having still some petrol in 

my tank, I got twenty miles inland before I found myself stranded in a field half a mile from the village of 

Ashcombe. There I got three tins of petrol from a passing motor-car, and at ten minutes past six that evening I 

alighted gently in my own home meadow at Devizes, after such a journey as no mortal upon earth has ever yet 

taken and lived to tell the tale. I have seen the beauty and I have seen the horror of the heights--and greater 

beauty or greater horror than that is not within the ken of man. 

"And now it is my plan to go once again before I give my results to the world. My reason for this is that I 

must surely have something to show by way of proof before I lay such a tale before my fellow-men. It is true 

that others will soon follow and will confirm what I have said, and yet I should wish to carry conviction from 

the first. Those lovely iridescent bubbles of the air should not be hard to capture. They drift slowly upon their 

way, and the swift monoplane could intercept their leisurely course. It is likely enough that they would 

dissolve in the heavier layers of the atmosphere, and that some small heap of amorphous jelly might be all 

that I should bring to earth with me. And yet something there would surely be by which I could substantiate 

my story. Yes, I will go, even if I run a risk by doing so. These purple horrors would not seem to be 

numerous. It is probable that I shall not see one. If I do I shall dive at once. At the worst there is always the 

shot-gun and my knowledge of . . ." 

Here a page of the manuscript is unfortunately missing. On the next page is written, in large, straggling 

writing: 

"Forty-three thousand feet. I shall never see earth again. They are beneath me, three of them. God help me; it 

is a dreadful death to die!" 

Such in its entirety is the Joyce-Armstrong Statement. Of the man nothing has since been seen. Pieces of his 

shattered monoplane have been picked up in the preserves of Mr. Budd-Lushington upon the borders of Kent 

and Sussex, within a few miles of the spot where the note-book was discovered. If the unfortunate aviator's 

theory is correct that this air-jungle, as he called it, existed only over the south-west of England, then it would 

seem that he had fled from it at the full speed of his monoplane, but had been overtaken and devoured by 

these horrible creatures at some spot in the outer atmosphere above the place where the grim relics were 

found. The picture of that monoplane skimming down the sky, with the nameless terrors flying as swiftly 

beneath it and cutting it off always from the earth while they gradually closed in upon their victim, is one 

upon which a man who valued his sanity would prefer not to dwell. There are many, as I am aware, who still 

jeer at the facts which I have here set down, but even they must admit that Joyce-Armstrong has disappeared, 
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and I would commend to them his own words: "This note-book may explain what I am trying to do, and how I 

lost my life in doing it. But no drivel about accidents or mysteries, if YOU please." 

 

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-horror-of-the-heights 

  

https://americanliterature.com/author/sir-arthur-conan-doyle/short-story/the-horror-of-the-heights
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LISTS 

11 TIME TRAVEL NOVELS THAT WILL TRANSPORT YOU 

Anne Mai Yee Jansen Aug 2, 2022 

This content contains affiliate links. When you buy through these links, we may earn an affiliate 

commission. 

Time travel novels have the amazing ability to, well, straddle time. What I mean is, because they 

feature characters who travel between at least two different time periods, they inherently bring 

those time periods together. This can be really thought provoking as well as entertaining. 

This unique ability of time travel novels means that these books either harken back to the past or 

project into the future (or, sometimes, both). If you’re interested in spending a little more time 

thinking about this, give the essay “Time Traveling Books: Historical Fiction or Speculative 

Fiction?” a read. 

And while many time travel novels often feature complex mechanisms for time travel (such as 

Charles Yu’s fascinating How to Live Safely in a Science Fictional Universe), not all time travel 

https://bookriot.com/category/lists/
https://bookriot.com/author/anne-mai-yee-jansen/
https://bookriot.com/historical-time-traveling-books/
https://bookriot.com/historical-time-traveling-books/
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0307739457/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=0307739457
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requires a time machine. Take Octavia Butler’s Kindred — a true classic! Butler’s protagonist finds 

herself unwittingly thrust into the past at unpredictable moments in her life…an extremely 

perilous situation for a Black American woman who keeps finding herself in the antebellum South. 

The future of literary time travel is just as exciting as its past and present. You can expect Stephen 

Graham Jones’s “historical slasher” comic series Earthdivers to premier this October. (Incidentally, 

some of Jones’ other books — like Ledfeather and The Bird is Gone — also dabble in time travel.) 

No matter when you look for it, there’s always a good time travel novel to be found. 

 

LONG DIVISION BY KIESE LAYMON 

Originally published in 2013, Kiese Laymon’s time warping novel about racism across the decades 

was republished in 2021. It’s the story of “City” Coldson, a teenager who spectacularly fails at a 

nationally televised spelling contest. His timeline begins in 2013, but shortly after being sent to 

stay with his grandmother in a small southern town things get…weird. Things take a metafictional 

turn for the character when he discovers a book called Long Division written in the 1980s by an 

author with his same name. And then 1964 makes an appearance, and before you know it, 

Laymon has taken you on a wild ride spanning half a century and confronting racism across the 

years. 

SWORDS & SPACESHIPS NEWSLETTER 

Sign up to Swords & Spaceships to receive news and recommendations from the world of science 

fiction and fantasy. 

Let's Do This
 

By signing up you agree to our terms of use 

 

THE MEXICAN FLYBOY BY ALFREDO VÉA, JR. 

Simon Vegas acquired a time machine in Vietnam…and he’s been trying to get it in working order 

ever since. Once he gets it working, things get really wild really fast. Simon’s time machine has a 

focus: seeking out injustice and delivering its victims to a utopian afterlife. There are plenty of 

famous names sprinkled in there, but the real focus of this novel is on questions of power (or, 

perhaps more aptly, powerlessness), compassion and humanity, and trauma and justice. Since it’s 

https://prf.hn/l/ZQqj0w8
https://prf.hn/l/NkVDXYZ
https://prf.hn/l/ZQqj0w8
https://prf.hn/l/NkVDXYZ
https://prf.hn/l/ZQqj0w8
https://prf.hn/l/NkVDXYZ
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0807083690/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=0807083690
https://www.idwpublishing.com/news/articles/horror-visionary-stephen-graham-jones-premieres-historical-slasher-earthdivers-october-idw-davide-gianfelice
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1573661465/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1573661465
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1573661090/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1573661090
https://prf.hn/l/ZQqj0w8
https://riotnewmedia.com/legal/terms-of-use/
https://prf.hn/l/NkVDXYZ
https://prf.hn/l/ZQqj0w8
https://prf.hn/l/ZQqj0w8
https://prf.hn/l/NkVDXYZ
https://prf.hn/l/ZQqj0w8
https://prf.hn/l/NkVDXYZ
https://prf.hn/l/NkVDXYZ


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

144 

Alfredo Véa, Jr. doing the writing, there’s a masterful blurring of genre lines and the larger 

question at the core of the time travel: is it real, or is it all in Simon’s head? 

 

AN OCEAN OF MINUTES BY THEA LIM 

This is a time travel novel that feels uncannily timely. It’s a book that already gave readers a lot to 

think about, but given its release one year before the COVID-19 pandemic, the global context adds 

another layer of meaning. It’s 1981 and the U.S. is in the middle of a deadly pandemic. (Sound 

familiar?) Frank is sick, but people in the future mastered time travel in order to try to subvert the 

pandemic. So Polly has contracted out her future in order to save him. Of course, when love and 

time travel happen, nothing ever goes smoothly — their plan to be reunited at a set time in a set 

location is ruined when Polly gets sent too far into the future. As Polly tries to find Frank, Lim’s 

novel asks deep questions about love, connection, and these troubled times we live in. 

 

THE GIRL FROM EVERYWHERE BY HEIDI HEILIG 

Nix is a time traveler’s daughter, and she’s been seemingly everywhere and everywhen. It’s been a 

grand adventure…but then her dad is navigating toward an uncertain past: the year before Nix was 

born in the place where she was born. The problem is, Nix’s mother died in childbirth. The big 

question, then, is what her father intends to do when they get to when they’re going. And Kash, 

Nix’s mischievous love interest, throws another wrench into the works. Heilig’s novel is so hard to 

put down, and if you like The Girl From Everywhere, the second book of the duology, The Ship 

Beyond Time, is also available! 

 

THIS IS HOW YOU LOSE THE TIME WAR BY AMAL EL-MOHTAR AND MAX GLADSTONE 

It’s nearly impossible to not be at least mildly interested in a semi-epistolary novel co-authored by 

the likes of Amal El-Mohtar and Max Gladstone. Their improbable protagonists are on opposite 

sides of a war: technology vs. biology (obvs, I’m being a bit reductive). And yet…love. Despite the 

improbability of it all, despite the war they’re caught up in, despite the very real danger their 

correspondence represents to each of them. Love. 

https://prf.hn/l/zjbqBLb
https://prf.hn/l/b91nvZO
https://prf.hn/l/agZzLAX
https://prf.hn/l/zjbqBLb
https://prf.hn/l/b91nvZO
https://prf.hn/l/agZzLAX
https://prf.hn/l/zjbqBLb
https://prf.hn/l/b91nvZO
https://prf.hn/l/agZzLAX
https://prf.hn/l/zjbqBLb
https://prf.hn/l/b91nvZO
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0062380796/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=0062380796
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/0062380796/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=0062380796
https://prf.hn/l/agZzLAX
https://prf.hn/l/zjbqBLb
https://prf.hn/l/zjbqBLb
https://prf.hn/l/b91nvZO
https://prf.hn/l/agZzLAX
https://prf.hn/l/zjbqBLb
https://prf.hn/l/b91nvZO
https://prf.hn/l/b91nvZO
https://prf.hn/l/agZzLAX
https://prf.hn/l/zjbqBLb
https://prf.hn/l/b91nvZO
https://prf.hn/l/agZzLAX
https://prf.hn/l/agZzLAX
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THE PERISHING BY NATASHIA DEÓN 

This is an unconventional time travel novel, for sure. For starters, protagonist Lou is immortal. 

She’s also, apparently, an amnesiac, having woken up in an alley with no memory of her past. Set 

in Los Angeles during the Great Depression, The Perishing follows Lou as she makes a name for 

herself and breaks all kinds of barriers as a professional journalist. But then she makes a new 

friend and is shocked to find that his face is one she’s been drawing for years. Deón crafts a 

fascinating mystery that will have you pondering all manner of ideas, big and small, long after 

you’ve finished the last page. 

 

HERE AND NOW AND THEN BY MIKE CHEN 

How can you go wrong with a time travel novel featuring a secret agent protagonist? I would 

argue that you can’t. Kin Stewart is living the suburban lifestyle in San Francisco, but it’s not 

suburbia he needs to be rescued from. It’s his life, which is a facade while he waits for someone to 

come get him and return him to his real life over a century and a half in the future. But help takes 

almost two decades to show up, and in the meantime Kin has been living his life — complete with 

a wife and daughter. Chen’s novel is appealingly deep, exploring the many dynamics that define 

the self even as it entertains with its fresh take on time travel. 

 

MIKO KINGS: AN INDIAN BASEBALL STORY BY LEANNE HOWE 

Miko Kings is the oldest book on this list, but it’s a fascinating read. Howe’s novel follows an 

intriguing cast of characters as the Native American baseball team in Oklahoma, the Miko Kings, 

strive to win the championship. The year: 1907. Yup, that’s the same year Oklahoma (the majority 

of which was officially known as Indian Territory) was granted statehood by the United States. 

With that political history looming in the background, Hope Little Leader is caught up in some 

events that are far larger than his role as pitcher for the team. And then there’s the odd and 

brilliant Ezol Day, whose theories on time are intertwined with linguistics and Indigenous 

epistemologies. This book has it all: conspiracy, romance, and political scheming. To top it off, 

you’ll find some wonderfully non-standard textual elements here, like newspaper clippings and 

handwritten journal entries. 

https://prf.hn/l/1ApVzXj
https://prf.hn/l/wLO0ky4
https://www.thriftbooks.com/w/miko-kings-an-indian-baseball-story_leanne-howe/471823/?resultid=2fd4b919-2817-4cf8-b917-a196c5c5cc4a#isbn=1879960788
https://prf.hn/l/1ApVzXj
https://prf.hn/l/wLO0ky4
https://www.thriftbooks.com/w/miko-kings-an-indian-baseball-story_leanne-howe/471823/?resultid=2fd4b919-2817-4cf8-b917-a196c5c5cc4a#isbn=1879960788
https://prf.hn/l/1ApVzXj
https://prf.hn/l/wLO0ky4
https://www.thriftbooks.com/w/miko-kings-an-indian-baseball-story_leanne-howe/471823/?resultid=2fd4b919-2817-4cf8-b917-a196c5c5cc4a#isbn=1879960788
https://prf.hn/l/1ApVzXj
https://prf.hn/l/wLO0ky4
https://www.thriftbooks.com/w/miko-kings-an-indian-baseball-story_leanne-howe/471823/?resultid=2fd4b919-2817-4cf8-b917-a196c5c5cc4a#isbn=1879960788
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Indian_Territory#:~:text=The%20Indian%20Territory%20and%20the,as%20a%20sovereign%20independent%20state.
https://prf.hn/l/1ApVzXj
https://prf.hn/l/1ApVzXj
https://prf.hn/l/wLO0ky4
https://www.thriftbooks.com/w/miko-kings-an-indian-baseball-story_leanne-howe/471823/?resultid=2fd4b919-2817-4cf8-b917-a196c5c5cc4a#isbn=1879960788
https://prf.hn/l/1ApVzXj
https://prf.hn/l/wLO0ky4
https://prf.hn/l/wLO0ky4
https://www.thriftbooks.com/w/miko-kings-an-indian-baseball-story_leanne-howe/471823/?resultid=2fd4b919-2817-4cf8-b917-a196c5c5cc4a#isbn=1879960788
https://prf.hn/l/1ApVzXj
https://prf.hn/l/wLO0ky4
https://www.thriftbooks.com/w/miko-kings-an-indian-baseball-story_leanne-howe/471823/?resultid=2fd4b919-2817-4cf8-b917-a196c5c5cc4a#isbn=1879960788
https://www.thriftbooks.com/w/miko-kings-an-indian-baseball-story_leanne-howe/471823/?resultid=2fd4b919-2817-4cf8-b917-a196c5c5cc4a#isbn=1879960788
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A BUBBLE OF TIME BY PEPPER PACE 

What would you do if, in your 50s, you suddenly found yourself reliving your high school years as 

your actual 16-year-old self? That’s exactly what happens to Kenya Daniels in Pepper Pace’s 

hilarious and smart time travel novel A Bubble of Time. She’s 16 again, but with all of her half-

century of lived experience alive and well in her memory. There’s a truly comedic element here for 

anyone who lived through the ’80s, because it’s pretty entertaining to follow Kenya as she is 

forced to revisit the wild decade as her younger self. But Pace’s time travel novel is also at turns 

thoughtful, heartwarming, and unexpected, too. 

 

BEFORE THE COFFEE GETS COLD BY TOSHIKAZU KAWAGUCHI 

What would you do if you could travel through time? What if you could travel through time, but 

only for a very short duration and without the ability to change the present? In Toshikazu 

Kawaguchi’s time travel novel, there’s a cafe in a basement in Tokyo where this is possible. But 

only from the cafe. With these interesting constraints on their time, patrons (and staffers) in the 

cafe time travel for small but profound reasons. It’s a strikingly beautiful meditation on the little 

regrets we carry with us throughout our lives. If you’re a fan of this book, you’ll be happy to know 

that it’s the first part of a trilogy; Tales from the Cafe came out two years ago and the third 

book, Before Your Memory Fades, is scheduled for release this November! 

 

THE KINGDOMS BY NATASHA PULLEY 

The Kingdoms is a wild ride! It’s historical fiction as much as it is a time travel novel. It opens with 

Joe Tournier’s confused arrival in 19th century England, but this is a very different England than 

the one you might have learned about in the history books: this England is a French colony. Shortly 

after his arrival, a mysterious postcard arrives. Not only is it written in English (a forbidden 

language in this alternate reality), but it’s addressed to him. As Joe seeks answers, he travels into 

Scotland (which is also an alternate Scotland) and beyond. It’s a captivating read — if you’ve ever 

read Pulley’s other works, this will come as no surprise. 

WANNA BUY YOURSELF MORE TIME? 

https://prf.hn/l/XRQA8b2
https://prf.hn/l/31bvpV9
https://prf.hn/l/PkYbyQE
https://prf.hn/l/XRQA8b2
https://prf.hn/l/31bvpV9
https://prf.hn/l/PkYbyQE
https://prf.hn/l/XRQA8b2
https://prf.hn/l/31bvpV9
https://prf.hn/l/PkYbyQE
https://prf.hn/l/XRQA8b2
https://prf.hn/l/31bvpV9
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/1335630988/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=1335630988
https://www.amazon.com/gp/product/133542928X/ref=as_li_tf_il?ie=UTF8&tag=boorio-20&linkCode=as2&camp=217145&creative=399349&creativeASIN=133542928X
https://prf.hn/l/PkYbyQE
https://prf.hn/l/XRQA8b2
https://prf.hn/l/XRQA8b2
https://prf.hn/l/31bvpV9
https://prf.hn/l/PkYbyQE
https://prf.hn/l/XRQA8b2
https://prf.hn/l/31bvpV9
https://prf.hn/l/31bvpV9
https://prf.hn/l/PkYbyQE
https://prf.hn/l/XRQA8b2
https://prf.hn/l/31bvpV9
https://prf.hn/l/PkYbyQE
https://prf.hn/l/PkYbyQE
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Get yourself stuck in a literary time loop by checking out the books on this list of time loop books. 

Or, if you’re feeling lovey, try a selection from this list of romantic time travel novels. And of 

course, you can’t go wrong with any of the options on this list of must-read time travel books! 

 

https://bookriot.com/time-travel-novels/ 

  

https://bookriot.com/time-loop-books/
https://bookriot.com/time-travel-and-romance-books/
https://bookriot.com/best-time-travel-books/
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Anne Carson 

 

 

Her Beckett 

 

Going to visit my mother is like starting in on a piece by 

                                                                                  Beckett. 

   You know that sense of sinking through crust, 

         the low black oh no of the little room 

            with walls too close, so knowable. 

Clink and slow fade of toys that belong in memory 

   but wrongly appear here, vagrant and suffocated 

         on a page of pain, 

            Worse 

         she says when I ask. 

   And as in Beckett some high humor grazes 

her eye— 

         “we went out rowing on Lake Como”— 

              not quite reaching the lip. 

                  Our love, that half-mad firebrand, 

         races once around the room 

   whipping everything 

and hides again. 

  

From issue no. 151 (Summer 1999) 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-

manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fb9adce549&e=d538c8f2e0 

  

https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=a539342085&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fb9adce549&e=d538c8f2e0
https://theparisreview.us17.list-manage.com/track/click?u=b6c161007733f0d4c084f3fde&id=fb9adce549&e=d538c8f2e0
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View image credit 

Climate resilience starts with climate research 

Wildfires, allergies, and insects—understanding impacts close to home 

By Ally Kristan 

July 22, 2022 

 

Though you may be familiar with the far-flung research on the impacts of a changing climate, like 

this study from Woods Hole Oceanographic Institute about emperor penguins, climate change 

research is happening closer to home. Understanding the impacts on our day-to-day lives can help 

us rise to the challenge of mitigation, adaptation and resilience. 

Wildfire 

https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/climate-resilience-starts-climate-research?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery#hero-credit-caption
https://beta.nsf.gov/news/unless-warming-slowed-emperor-penguins-will-march-toward-extinction
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Research shows wildfires in the West have become stronger, larger, and more widespread due to 

climate change-induced increases in temperature, drought, and biomass. A new 

publication in Science by NSF-empowered researchers “found compelling evidence that average 

fire events in regions of the U.S. are up to four times the size, triple the frequency, and more 

widespread in the 2000s than in the previous two decades.” Additionally, the most extreme fires 

are more common than before and more likely to overlap with other extreme fires. A related 

study finds that hotter and drier nights are hindering overnight wildfire suppression tactics so 

much so that night fires have become 7.2% more intense since the early 2000s. 

With the immediate risk to life and property, fires also pose challenges after flames are 

suppressed. Just ask the authors of a study made possible by NSF about the fine particle pollutants 

that are released into the air from both industrial emissions and wildfires. These pollutants worsen 

respiratory diseases and are linked to heart disease. Although anthropogenic emissions are 

decreasing, the emissions from wildfires continue to grow exponentially, creating serious concerns 

to air quality, air visibility, and human health. 

Seasonal Allergies 

Did you feel like your allergies this spring were more intense? Maybe your dog started scratching 

earlier than before? No, it’s not a post-COVID adjustment. NSF-powered research shows that 

allergy seasons are becoming longer and more intense due to an increase in pollen emissions 

resulting from changes in temperature and precipitation. In fact, this phenomenon has already 

been occurring for decades. 

Researchers across the country analyzed long-term pollen data from North American sites 

spanning 1990-2018 and found that pollen seasons have been lengthening at the same time as 

overall pollen concentrations are increasing due to climate change. According to the authors, 

“human-caused climate change has already worsened North American pollen seasons, and 

climate-driven pollen trends are likely to further exacerbate respiratory health impacts in coming 

decades.” 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.science.org%2Fdoi%2F10.1126%2Fsciadv.abc0020&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.science.org%2Fdoi%2F10.1126%2Fsciadv.abc0020&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1846384&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.nature.com%2Farticles%2Fs41586-021-04325-1&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.nature.com%2Farticles%2Fs41586-021-04325-1&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1821173&HistoricalAwards=false
https://web.archive.org/web/20210717135421id_/https:/escholarship.org/content/qt1zt097mk/qt1zt097mk.pdf?t=qpn1ka


Sistema de Infotecas Centrales                                                                                                                Universidad Autónoma de Coahuila              

 

 

 

 

  

Infoteca’s E-Journal                                                                                                                   No. 603  august  2022 

 

151 

 

Pollen from a variety of common plants as seen through an electron microscope. 

Credit: William Crochot 

A recent publication in Nature projects that the pollen season in the U.S. will soon start up to 40 

days earlier and last around 19 days longer, and the annual total pollen emission is projected to 

increase by at least 16%. Due to this increase in pollen over a longer season, the severity of 

symptoms for allergy and asthma sufferers is likely to grow. 

Insects 

How much do you like honey? How about flowers or fruit? All of these rely on pollinators to 

fertilize plants, making bees and butterflies critical to food security. Recent NSF-powered 

research showed that climate change is upsetting the balance of microbes in floral nectar, 

endangering the health of bees and, potentially, humans by a reduced availability of fresh foods. 

As pollinator and plant interactions have already changed in response to the changing climate over 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.nature.com%2Farticles%2Fs41467-022-28764-0.pdf&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://www.nsf.gov/news/mmg/mmg_disp.jsp?med_id=188100&from=search_list
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=304090&org=NSF&from=news
https://www.nsf.gov/discoveries/disc_summ.jsp?cntn_id=304090&org=NSF&from=news
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the last 100 years the Midwest, scientists are currently researching the past to help 

inform expected future changes, including  the responses of caterpillars (a.k.a. baby butterflies) to 

changing temperatures. 

 

A monarch butterfly feeds on camellia flowers. 

Credit: Konstantin Kornev, Clemson University 

It isn’t just helpful insects being impacted. Due to warming temperatures in recent decades, 

several tick species have been spreading beyond their normal ranges into more northern latitudes. 

Lyme Disease, Erlichiosis, and other serious tick-borne diseases are now year-round concerns for 

humans and pets across the country. NSF-funded researchers in the fields of Maine are studying 

range expansions of ticks and their pathogens related to climate change. 

Now Is The Time: A Glimmer of Hope 

The challenge of a changing climate demands climate action, that’s why NSF is catalyzing climate 

resilience technologies and simple nature-based solutions. For example, researchers found that 

https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2114942&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2128244&HistoricalAwards=false
https://www.nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=1947044&HistoricalAwards=false
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fonlinelibrary.wiley.com%2Fdoi%2F10.1111%2Fgcbb.12937&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
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planting a specific species of perennial grass in the Midwest could sequester carbon and cut 1 

degree Celsius of regional summer warming in the Midwest Heartland every year! Additionally, 

the combination of solar gardens and cropland in dry states can save space and water while 

reducing harmful CO2 emissions. 

NSF is powering wind energy development through WindSTAR and research into carbon-neutral 

chemical manufacturing. America’s seed fund, the SBIR program, helped launch Dimensional 

Energy, a company that transforms captured CO2 into an environmentally friendly fuel. 

A partnership with the Paul G. Allen Family Foundation will support conservation science in the 

U.S. And a separate NSF initiative is looking at how organisms are responding to climate change, 

which is already having major impacts on the world’s food security and bioeconomy. 

Through science, we can better protect ourselves and our pets from ticks and allergies, reduce 

wildfire risk and even help save the penguins all the way in Antarctica. 
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https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/climate-resilience-starts-climate-

research?utm_medium=email&utm_source=govdelivery 

https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.npr.org%2F2021%2F11%2F14%2F1054942590%2Fsolar-energy-colorado-garden-farm-land&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://iucrc.nsf.gov/centers/wind-energy-science-technology-and-research/
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2029326
https://nsf.gov/awardsearch/showAward?AWD_ID=2029326
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fnews.cornell.edu%2Fstories%2F2022%2F06%2Funited-airlines-dimensional-energy-reach-green-fuel-pact&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/now-leaving-9af3f5cea97ba70a5c8aff34cf?external_url=https%3A%2F%2Fnews.cornell.edu%2Fstories%2F2022%2F06%2Funited-airlines-dimensional-energy-reach-green-fuel-pact&back_url=https%3A%2F%2Fbeta.nsf.gov%2Fscience-matters%2Fclimate-resilience-starts-climate-research%3Futm_medium%3Demail%26utm_source%3Dgovdelivery
https://beta.nsf.gov/science-matters/conserve-earths-biodiversity-us-national-science-foundation-and-paul-g-allen-family
https://beta.nsf.gov/funding/opportunities/organismal-response-climate-change-orcc

