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This is a collection of art and writing done at the Park School of Baltimore.  

These works are reprinted as they were handed in; it is a collection of art 

and writing which the editors found intriguing, inspiring, enlightening, 

funny, engaging, challenging or disturbing – in some way, good.  When 

making their choices, the editors were not aware of who created the work. 

 

As the volume of submissions continues to increase with each passing issue 

of the Journal, the editors were faced the daunting task of having to accept 

less than half of what was recommended.  We are all deeply grateful to the 

teachers who recommended the work, and to students who agreed to 

submit them.  We only wish that everyone could have the experience of 

seeing all the submissions. 

 

Additionally, I would like to express my thanks to Traci Wright for 

supporting of the Journal, and to the Student Funded Activities Fund for 

the extra push over the financial fence.  Also, I am grateful to those editors 

who agreed to spend their time reading, and carefully considering what 

could fit. 

 

Hope you enjoy this Spring issue. 

 

 

Daniel Jacoby, History Department 

 





 

To Be Looked At (From the Other Side of the Glass) With One Eye, Close To, For Almost an Hour 
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To Be Looked At (By Myself and Others) 

 

A few times every year, I visit New York City with my family. Sometimes to visit family, 

sometimes to see a Broadway show, and sometimes for general tourism. Because I like going to 

art museums, we often end up going to at least one, and if we are in New York on one of the 

nights that tickets to the MOMA are free, that is where we will go. I have seen Marcel 

Duchamp’s piece, To Be Looked At (From the Other Side of the Glass) With One Eye, Close To, 

For Almost an Hour,  multiple times. It is small and out of the way and has never particularly 

stood out to me before. Usually when I am in that room, my focus is on the paintings around it 

and I only give it a quick glance before moving on. There are so many amazing paintings and 

sculptures on that floor that the weirdly named piece in the corner was not a priority. 

Our class trip was the first time I really stopped to look at it and read the description. I 

was originally interested by the title more than the art itself, until I decided to try out the 

instructions that it gave. Duchamp’s piece is in the corner of one of the rooms but there is a gap 

between it and the wall that is large enough for a few people to stand in. In order to do as the 

title said, I had to stand in that space and look out through the glass into the rest of the room. I 

had no intention of standing there for nearly an hour in hopes of seeing the optical illusion 

promised by the description, and I was not really expecting it to make much of an impression. 

The second that I looked through the glass, I understood what the description had meant by, 

“the viewer patiently following the title’s instruction is him- or herself put on display for anyone 

2



else walking by.”  I immediately felt as if I were one of the pieces hanging on the wall for 1

tourists to walk up to and stare at. It was unnerving. The room was not as full as the others 

which were filled with more famous pieces, but there were still plenty of people looking around 

and it felt as if the art were a magnifying glass focusing all of their attention directly on me.  

 

I am familiar with the feeling of being something observable and capable of being 

judged. I have dealt with anxiety for as long as I can remember. It affects every part of my life; 

every interaction with other people, regardless of how close we are. I am constantly watching 

myself and examining every piece of my behavior for anything that would cause people to judge 

me and I usually manage to either find or create some sort of issue. Because I focus so much on 

1 Museum of Modern Art, To Be Looked at (from the Other Side of the Glass) with One Eye, Close to, for 
Almost an Hour,  https://www.moma.org/collection/works/78993 
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the tiny things that I do that I perceive as wrong or embarrassing, I am always convinced that 

every other person around me is watching just as closely. In my mind, it is as if there is a 

spotlight on me at all times that makes it very easy for everyone else to look at me and judge. 

Every real or invented flaw is under a microscope that the rest of the world is looking through. I 

make decisions based on what I think will make me the least available for being viewed 

negatively in any way and I have missed out on opportunities because I was afraid of what other 

people would think of me. This fear has been a part of my life for so long that it is surprising for 

me when I am told that is not the way that everyone goes through their daily life.  

Being behind Duchamp’s art felt like a focused moment of the anxiety I deal with every 

day. My first instinct was to walk away from the spot, but I made myself stand there and look at 

the people in the room as they glanced in my direction. I felt incredibly self-conscious, both 

because I was the only person in the room standing there and because I was squinting with one 

eye in order to do as the title had said. I was surprised at how few people actually looked at me 

while I was there. Whether it was because they just didn’t care or notice or that they felt 

uncomfortable looking at someone who was standing behind the art with one eye shut, most 

people’s gazes ended up skipping right over me. Although I felt just as self conscious as if 

everyone in the room were staring directly at me, it was interesting to see how few people 

actually cared enough to look. I always assume that other people put a lot of energy into making 

judgments about me, but practically no one seemed interested in what I was doing at all. 

I took a break in that room and sat watching as other tourists wandered up to To Be 

Looked At . The majority of the people that I saw behaved exactly as I had all the previous times 

I had seen the piece. Many of them glanced at it from a few feet away and then moved on to the 
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next on their list of Things to See in New York City. Others stopped to look at it and then read 

the description. I was there for nearly ten minutes, and out of all the people who stopped to 

look at it, only three of them went around to the other side. Even then, none of them stopped to 

follow the instructions and merely gave it a cursory glance before walking away. Despite the 

fact that I had done the same thing for years, I was shocked that no one else was looking at the 

art the way Duchamp had instructed his audience to do. None of them were going out of their 

way to pay attention to something that they were not interested in. 

As I watched them, I started to think about how unlikely it is that other people are going 

out of their way to pay attention to me. I am surrounded by other people, all of them making 

mistakes, and me being the only one that people care about is impossible to believe. When I go 

about my daily life, I am not overly critical of other people around me. My focus is on myself: 

the way I am walking, how I am talking, what I am doing with my hands, the proper expression 

to have on my face when someone is talking to me. The experience could be different for people 

who do not have anxiety, but the fact is that most of my energy goes into judging myself, not 

other people.  

After returning home I tried to do more research on To Be Looked At.  I was able to find 

very little information about it that was not in the MOMA’s description. Marcel Duchamp, a 

French and then American painter from the 20th century, created it while he was living in 

Buenos Aires in 1918. By this point in his career, he was moving beyond art for the sake of pure 

aesthetic appeal, and was attempting to create works which would stimulate thought and 

consideration.  When he shipped To Be Looked At  to New York, the glass cracked. Instead of 2

2 Marcel Duchamp, https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Marcel_Duchamp 
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being upset over this, he decided that he liked the effect and the piece has been displayed along 

with the imperfection.  3

I admire him for that. I am highly self critical and when errors occur, even when they are 

totally out of my control, they tend to make me feel as if I have failed completely. Being a 

perfectionist in that regard is definitely rooted in my anxiety. I focus on mistakes so much that 

sometimes it is all that I see and it is difficult for me to believe that other people do not see it 

the same way, even when I am told that directly. Duchamp’s ability to accept a flaw and even be 

happy with its existence is a trait that I hope to attain someday. When I first saw the piece, I 

immediately accepted the cracks as a part of the art. I did not think that it was a mistake or 

something that had gone wrong until I read the description. I even kind of liked the effect. The 

damage was not in Duchamp’s original vision for the piece, but he took it in stride and suddenly 

it was not a mistake or something for him to be judged for anymore. 

I want to be able to use To Be Looked At  as a reminder. In the future when I struggle 

with my own mistakes, I want to be able to look back at this piece and remember that for the 

most part, other people do not care. Even in situations where I feel a tremendous amount of 

embarrassment and stress, it is likely that my mistakes are not a priority for the people with 

whom I am so concerned. Every single person on this planet has their own issues and things 

with which they are preoccupied. No matter how much my brain insists that I am a focus of 

attention and judgement, it isn’t reasonable to think that I actually am. I cannot help the ways 

in which other people perceive me, but if I continue to remind myself of this and allow myself 

to accept my mistakes the way they are, my life will be easier. 

3 Museum of Modern Art 
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PART ONE: Police Powers in Baltimore 
Community and Personal Reactions to the 
Department of Justice Investigation and 

No Boundaries Reports  
 

Mary Kelly 
 The Department of Justice (DOJ) recently 

conducted a fourteen month long investigation into 

the practices of the Baltimore City Police. The 

document, nearly 170 pages long, can be summarized 

as such: the Baltimore Police Department (BPD) is 

doing things wrong. I say “things” because the report points to countless acts of discrimination, constitutional 

violations, and failures to follow basic protocol. These problems, perhaps more frighteningly, cannot be blamed 

on the actions of individual police. Rather, the injustices that exist are stemming from the norms within the 

system of the police department itself.  
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 The question thus becomes, how can we fix the problems? The answer seems so simple to me. You take 

all of the unjust practices of the department, and you simply stop doing them. Officers stop unconstitutionally 

stopping people; the BPD stops using unreasonable force; the BPD changes its training to be constitutional. The 

concept, to me, seems incredibly simple. If there are obviously illegal practices, the solution is to stop them; to 

simply cease. The problem though, besides the obvious misconduct, seems to be the lack of acknowledgment 

towards these issues. Or, rather, the lack of care from outsiders.  
 A community in west Baltimore, Sandtown-Winchester, published their own report on police 

misconduct in Baltimore. This historically impoverished and black neighborhood is affected directly by the 

practices of police. The report, Over-Policed, Yet Underserved, is packed with information and specific accounts 

of misconduct from police. Needless to say, this community is passionate about fixing the violations present in 

the BPD. The passion, however, comes from the fact that they deal with the police every day. How can someone 

seemingly unaffected by the misconduct care? Rather, how can we make the broader public care?  
 The problem is here is the apathy of citizens not directly affected; the problem doesn’t come from 

people opposing change. The problem comes from people who don’t carry any opinion at all. These are the 

people who have the money and power to enact change. How can we get a greater number of citizens to 

acknowledge something that seemingly doesn’t harm them? How can we get the white people in neighborhoods 

like Roland Park, Guilford, or Homeland to turn around and see the injustice that is happening in their 

backyards? 
 Why should you care? If you’re white, living in a rich neighborhood, why should you care about 

something that seemingly has no affect on your life? Yes, perhaps this is correct; perhaps you will not be 

affected at all. But the police officers who are protecting you are the same police officers (or at least a part of the 

same police force) who are continuously violating the constitutional rights of your neighbors. How can you turn 

your backs on fellow citizens of Baltimore, essentially allowing the police to continue breaking the law?  
 Frankly, it makes me feel disgusted when I think about what poor police practices are doing. The culture 

that has developed in the department due to a lack of accountability has spiraled into something that is 

unacceptable. Needless to say, I’m passionate about this topic. Rather than shaking everyone by the shoulders, 

yelling at them to make them care, I’m simply going to tell you why I care, and list some facts that stand out to 

me.  
 Here is a short summary of some of the findings of the DOJ:  
The BPD: makes unconstitutional stops, searches and arrests; discriminates against African-Americans; uses 

unreasonable force and overly aggressive tactics, often against individuals with mental health disabilities; uses 

unreasonable force against people who are not a threat to officers or the public; create significant risk of harm 

with transport practices; unlawfully restricts protected speech; handles sexual assault investigations with gender 
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bias; fails to supervise officers’ enforcement activities; doesn’t provide adequate policy guidance and training; 

doesn’t supervise officers adequately.  
The following are about half of the conclusions drawn by the Department of Justice. 

 The BPD recorded over 300,000 pedestrian stops from January 2010-May 2015 (the DOJ report also 

notes that this figure should likely be higher, and that the BPD does not record all of the stops made.) 44% of 

these stops were concentrated in two communities (which are predominantly African-American), despite these 

communities making up only 11% of the city’s population. This discrepancy alone is a large enough indicator 

that, in the very least, there is a problem. If it doesn’t feel fishy to you, just think that this means nearly half of 

the stops made by the BPD were on only a tenth of the population. That certainly doesn’t make any sense! 
 Furthermore, only 3.7% of these stops resulted in any citations or arrests. That means that one can’t 

argue that people in these communities are being stopped because they’re breaking the law more. In fact, one 

man was stopped 34 times between 2012 and 2014, and not once charged for a crime, or given explanation as to 

why he was being stopped. For those not as familiar with criminal law, the fourth amendment promises the right 

of the people against unreasonable searches and seizures. In many cases, these stops also violate the first 

amendment, because officers are stopping residents (using force) from exercising constitutionally protected 

activities, such as public speech. The DOJ found that the BPD stops African-American residents three times as 

often as white residents. Accordingly, African-Americans account for 86% of all criminal offenses, despite 

making up only 63% of Baltimore residents. All of these facts can be found within the first seven pages of the 

nearly two hundred page DOJ report. Seven pages prove my point: that the BPD is doing something wrong.  
 A large part of recent media attention to the BPD comes from their use of unreasonable force; Freddie 

Grey’s death occurred while in police custody. The eighth amendment of the constitutions prohibits the 

government from using cruel and unusual punishment. It was found that officers use unreasonable force on 

individuals who are both already restrained, as well as upon those not suspected of serious criminal offenses, 

who are not necessarily attempting to escape. These instances of excessive forced haven’t gone unreported. In 

fact, there were more than 2,800 reported force incidents between 2011 and 2014, and of these reports, only ten 

were investigated by the BPD, and only one was found to be excessive. This means that not only is the police 

department blatantly ignoring reports of force, but they also aren’t doing anything about this use. It’s evident 

from reading the No Boundaries report that excessive force is a common practice, and the anger that the people 

feel who are directly affected is also clear.  
The response, however, is not what it should be. The riots in Baltimore responding to the death of 

Freddie Gray did bring the charges of six officers; these officers, however, were all acquitted of any 

responsibility. The police using excessive force are in no way held responsible for their actions. Because of an 

inability to hold the officers responsible within the system, no one was or is accountable for deaths like this. 

Furthermore, the public was unamused by the outcome, and, perhaps, unsurprised. Unlike the weeks following 
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his death, there were no protests following the acquittals, perhaps indicating that little is expected of the police 

department. The DOJ found that the bulk of excessive force is taught during police training, meaning that the 

police department is teaching new officers to break the law--either through improper or insufficient training.  
 These are merely a couple of facts that I chose from literally hundreds or thousands of findings within 

the DOJ report. I’m angry because the police, who are supposed to uphold the law, are blatantly breaking it. 

This point of this paper isn’t to prove that the police are breaking the law and violating the constitution, because 

the US government has already found this, and you can google the DOJ report and find this for yourself. The 

point is that these practices are constantly occurring right beside us, yet we continuously ignore them. I use ‘we’ 

here to mean the greater we, the nation.  
 As the generally wealthy and privileged people in Baltimore, not only do we (the students of Park) have 

the power, but I believe we have the obligation to act as voices for those who can’t speak up and fight for their 

rights. We are the youths of Baltimore, we are the voices of tomorrow! We have the obligation to stand up and 

fight for our police to act within the law, not in spite of it. Because even if you personally have all your rights, 

you don’t live in a just society until everyone has the rights promised to them. Our justice system moves slowly, 

but we can’t give up on the prospects of change, because we, the people, are the driving force behind change.  
 I understand that it’s difficult to have all of these issues thrown at you, and many times, after a touching 

assembly or article, I’m inspired, but at a loss for what I can actually do to help. One thing you can do is not 

forget about it; just have it in the back of your mind that this injustice is happening right beside you. More 

concretely, you can start by going onto change.org. Here you can find a lot of petitions to sign against police 

misconduct. Nothing is going to change quickly, but it’s important to not forget. Don’t let this be something that 

you think about for five minutes and then forget. This matters, and there’s something to do about it. 

 

Sam Brooks 
About a year after I moved to Baltimore, in April of 2015, Freddie Gray, a young African-

American and Baltimore resident, was arrested and killed by the police who had theoretically promised 

to protect him. It stands, without doubt, as the most significant local event in my life thus far, and one 

with profound national significance. It raised several questions for me including: 
1. Why don’t people appear to care enough to take action?  
2. What does it take to get people to care enough to make change?  
3. And, beyond poverty, what are some of the fundamental factors or flaws in the justice system 

at the root of what appears to be abuse or misuse of police power? 
To address my first question, I believe that unaffected segments of the population (e.g.the 

middle class) do in fact care in theory that hundreds of innocent people are harmed  by the police each 

year. However, it is because these people are not directly impacted by the Police Departments, that they 
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do not prioritize taking action  to bring about change. The Freddie Gray Case is an example of this. 

Days after the apparent murder of Freddie Gray, by 6 Baltimore Police Officers, thousands protested the 

actions of the police. While many of these people were African Americans, those that knew or lived 

near Freddie Gray, others, of higher socioeconomic class also protested and made donations.. Many 

people were arrested for protesting. Nonetheless, with the passage of time the story retreated from the 

headlines as did a focus on Police abuses at the root of this particularly tragic event. This highlights the 

apparent disconnect between the people with power and influence and those that experience police 

overreach. 
In order to address my second question, I first needed to educate myself. This process led to 

research into question 3 with a particular focus on the bail system.  
A primary source of insight was the report “Over-Policed, Yet Underserved” by the West 

Baltimore Commission on Police Misconduct and The No Boundaries Coalition.”  In addition to acting 

as tribute to Freddie Gray, this highlights numerous instances of misconduct and the abuse of power by 

the Baltimore Police force. A majority of the information provided in this article was provided by the 

residents of Sandtown-Winchester, Freddie Gray’s neighborhood in West Baltimore.  
    The purpose of the Department of Justice (DOJ) report on this topic, published in August of 2016, is 

to educate the Baltimore community about the likely unconstitutional acts perpetrated by the BPD. In 

addition, Over-Policed, Yet Underserved was published hoping with education and information to 

improve police practice and creating a better relationship between the Police and the communities that 

they are protecting.  
 Two policies stand out for me as being root causes of the poor Police community relationship: 

(i) “Broken window”/ “zero tolerance” suggests that serious crime is incubated by conditions in which 

disorderly and anti-social behaviors are the norm. By using this method of policing-- that began in the 

1990’s-- it is thought that police should address, minor, street level crimes (mostly victimless crimes) as 

to prohibit the more serious and harmful crimes. While this method of policing, conceptually, sounds 

effective, the police department has begun treating misdemeanor crimes on the same level as felonies. 

For example, in public areas, the police began using the broad term “disorderly” as a means of detaining 

those that are potentially criminal, the homeless, the mentally ill, and anyone that appears suspicious. 

This type of policing has led to segregation of residential communities in Baltimore City and County, 

combined with aggressive policing has led to over-policing and represents a form of systemic racism 

exhibited by policing methods. (ii)  “red-lining” involves the policing of different residential areas in 

different ways. Red-lining is analogous to the real estate and banking practice of segregating 

neighborhoods racially to preserve housing prices in certain areas with retail and grocery stores, and 

hospitals being in those specified areas as well. This lasting historical set of forces generates poorer 
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(usually African-American) neighborhoods even today. Residents have to move to cheaper, usually 

lesser safe areas.  
 The legislation of  “quality of life” and “‘civility codes” discussed in the No Boundaries article, 

act as complimentary ordinances to the Zero Tolerance and Broken Window policing. Essentially 

legalizing the increased policing of certain residential communities. These ordinances act as a legal 

defense of police when they detain and “remove” “undesirable elements”.  These people then enter the 

bail system with all its intended and unintended consequences that will be discussed further. 
I embarked on this project to understand the origins of the complex and complicated 

relationship that exists between the BPD and the predominantly black citizenry of the city as a prelude 

to developing my own thoughts on how this relationship can be improved.  

 

PART TWO: Overview of United States Bail Ecosystem and Bail In Baltimore 
The potential to grant, bail, a monetary exchange, is an approach to deal with a person charged 

with a crime between the time of arrest and the subsequent trial. Whether it is granted or not, and its 
magnitude have long been the subjects of controversy. More recently, its use per se is also being 
debated, both in the District of Columbia and in Maryland. 

The Founding Fathers were very cognizant of the potential for bail controversy and reflected 
this in the Eighth Amendment (adopted in 1791), which prohibits the Federal Government from 
imposing excessive bail. This is largely based on the English Bill of Rights of 1689. The US Supreme 
Court has further ruled that the prohibition against “cruel and unusual punishment” applies at the State 
level too. 
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The Sixth Amendment, 
analogous to the 1679 British 
“Habeas Corpus Act” (literally 
that you are the master of your 
own body), requires that if a 
person is arrested they must be 
told why, so they can 
determine is bail is an option 
available to them. In the same 
year that the Bill of Rights was 
introduced (1789), the 
Judiciary Act laid out those 
offenses that were “bailable” 
and while setting parameters 
for that bail, left it to the 
Judge’s discretion in “non-
bailable” crimes. 

We attended bail court in 
Baltimore to see this in process 

in action in 2016.In 1966, The Bail Reform Act gave non-capital defendants a statutory right to release 
on bail or release on personal recognizance (where the Eighth Amendment protected against excessive 
bail, but conferred no such right) unless a judge determines that these incentives are insufficient to 
ensure the defendant’s appearance at trial (“flight risk”). It did not permit the Judge to consider risk to 
the community. The 1984 Act that replaced the 1966 Act, allowed for continued detention based on 
consideration of a defendant’s risk to the community in addition to flight risk. 

Bail bondsmen, organized as an industry group, often locate there places of business in 
proximity to jails and courthouses. These business lend money to defendants to enable them to pay the 
required percentage of the bail to get out of detention. The Bailbondsman assumes responsibility for 
the remainder and for making sure the defendant appears and makes money on the steep interest 
charged. Bailbondsmen have nothing to gain, and a lot to lose,  by reductions in use of bail or hefty 
bail amounts, and as a group, have lobbied against these reforms in Maryland and around the country. 

 

PART THREE: FIELDWORK – GOING TO COURT 
Mary Kelly 

Bail hearings in Baltimore City are unlike what is often seen on TV. It seems surreal to walk into the 

stark courtroom with stained carpets to see a Judge sitting with a mug of coffee in front of him, a nearly 

nonchalant and weary look on his face. In front of this tired judge sit two lawyers: an attorney for the state, and a 
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public defender. Rather than appearing for themselves in court, the defendants appear via video, which is 

screened on a fuzzy, small TV mounted in the corner of the courtroom. They sit in orange jumpsuits amongst 

other prisoners, hardly discernible from one another; in fact, it’s often hard to see which defendant is which, as 

they don’t stand during their hearings. They speak only once, after the judge reads them their rights, mumbling a 

mere ‘yep’.  
 With the risk of being too dramatic, their fates are within the hands of the three people sitting in the 

courtroom. For many reasons, the scene set here violates the very nature of our law, and the human rights of 

these defendants. 
 Simply watching a few hearings, it becomes clear that there’s a certain dry procedure which they follow. 

The judge states the charges: Adrian Kidwell, age twenty-seven, first degree assault, maximum twenty-five 

years; two counts of conspiracy for assault, maximum twenty-five years; one count of second degree assault, 

maximum ten years; two counts of assault conspiracy, maximum ten years; weapon with intent to harm, 

maximum three years. While normally, sentences occur congruently, this is not always the case. This means that 

for one incident, this man has the potential to be in jail for seventy-three years— he would be released at age 

98.  
 That, however, is a problem with sentencing. This process is regardless of their charges. In fact, the law 

states that all are innocent until proven guilty. The point of bail is to ensure that a defendant will appear in trial. 

Often another factor is whether the defendant poses a significant threat to the community or specific people. 

While this factor seems reasonable, it’s important to ask this: why should money determine reliability? The 

thought that the only thing that would ensure a defendant’s appearance in court is their large bond is something 

that the public defender constantly tries to counter. In fact, the mold that follows will show what ways the 

defense attempts to show the judge that the defendant is reliable.  
 After the initial statement of the case, the judge directs pretrial to speak. The woman, not visible on the 

screen, mumbles that Mr. Kidwell has not “admitted to" any psych evaluations or substance abuse problems, 

that he has graduated the 12th grade, and that he has no failure to appears (FTA) or violations of probation 

(VOP). It’s important to note here that pretrial already has a certain level of distrust for Mr. Kidwell; saying that 

he has not admitted to psych evaluations or substance abuse problems, rather than stating it as a fact, shows that 

pretrial is questioning this claim. She says that his bail has been set at $150,000. Simply the word choice here is 

enough to raise an eyebrow; bail for Mr. Kidwell has not, in fact, been set yet: it has merely been recommended 

by an officer.  
 The judge interrupts pretrial as she’s reading Mr. Kidwell’s prior charges, questioning one of them. The 

judge and lawyers have a brief dispute about when the assault happened, and who was involved. The state 

claims that it happened within the past year, and that it was three men attacking another. The public defender 

argues that the assault happened over two years ago, in early 2014, and that it was a fight between four people. 
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Never once do these three men ask Mr. Kidwell what happened, despite him being the only one with the 

answers. After all, how could they ask him, when he’s sitting fifteen miles away in a cell with a camera pointed 

at him?  
 After the state attorney argues that the bail should not be changed, as Mr. Kidwell presents a danger to 

the public, it’s the defense’s turn to speak. He follows the same basic outline he has followed for the past five 

hearings. “Mr. Kidwell is twenty-seven years old, and he graduated twelfth grade. He has a GED and has been 

taking classes at the community college. He has a license to operate a fork lift and has had a steady job in a 

moving company for the past four years. He was born and raised in Baltimore. He has parents and siblings who 

also live here. He is an active member at the Methodist Church in his neighborhood. He has strong ties to the 

community. Bail should be lowered, or he should be released on his own recognizance.” It’s difficult to not get 

a little sleepy listening to the voice of this attorney. It sounds like a speech he has rehearsed many times, 

stopping only to change certain details.  
 The judge, who has heard a dozen of these same cases within the past few hours alone, looks up, 

announcing that Mr. Kidwell’s bail will stay the same. Without even taking a breath, he calls the next witness.  
 The public defender can’t be blamed— he is given hundreds of cases a week, and simply doesn’t have 

the time to do in depth research into each person he is representing. What can be blamed, however, is the system 

itself. Mr. Kidwell, unable to secure a bond for $150,000, will sit in jail for months awaiting his trial. Not only is 

the way that these trials proceed unjust, but so is the very fact that money is the determinant of who is granted 

release. In fact, it has been found that defendants are exponentially more likely to be found guilty if they don’t 

get released on initial bail. Even if Kidwell could secure a bond from a commercial bail bondsman company, 

he’d be out thousands of dollars, further impoverishing his family.  

 

Sam Brooks 
Bail Court appears to be a legal “step-child”. The defendants appear via video in groups. It is 

completely impersonal. They are managed in batch or production mode and, on the days we attended, 

represented by Public Defenders who appeared overwhelmed with volume and consequently under 

prepared.   
Notwithstanding,  it is in this court and under Judges like Judge Green who presides at our first 

visit, that the future lives of thousands of alleged felons are determined.  
 I visited bail court four times and in all instances, the vast majority of those incarcerated—were 

African American men. Interestingly the crimes these men allegedly committed took place outside of 

Baltimore City, but they were being detained in Baltimore City Detention Center.  Whether it was in 

Frederick County or Bel Air, almost all of these men had prior convictions, many of which took place in 
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the early or mid 90’s.  In additional almost all of crimes were the same (2nd degree assault, possession of 

an illegal firearm, distribution of illegal drugs, etc.),  
The clear image was of a crammed room filled with African American men being herded could 

reasonably make one question the intent of the Maryland government in placing these men in the City’s 

prison. I was forced to question why City Jail was where these men were sent. Was it harsher? Was it 

less desirable? Was the prison population divided on racial lines? I noted too that the prior crimes, 

iteratively mentioned by the Prosecutor, were often committed decades ago. 
Simply observation from the public gallery showed the clear lack of professional relationship 

between the defendants and their attorney (an assigned public defender.) In all four of the instances that 

I saw, there was one public defender for 10-20 men. On the opposing side, sat one state prosecutor. The 

bailiff and the Judge sat above them. For many of the cases it appeared that the Public Defender had 

first seen the cases that very morning. This was exacerbated by the fact that the defendants were in an 

entirely different location. 
Many of the cases that I saw either had bail set a $100,000 (unaffordable) or no bail set at all 

(meaning that the defendant was forced to remain detained without bail). This is where the business of 

bail bonds companies comes in. Paying out a few thousand dollars to a bond company might allow one 

to post a $100,000 bail. However, even if one shows up for their trial, and even if they ae acquitted, they 

will never get the bondsman’s fee back. Setting high bail has become a way for some middle men to 

take risks and charge fees.   This fact alone poses the obvious questions of why bail is set so high? Why 

the Judge’s discretion rarely lowered the set amount? Again, part of the problem is that there is an 

economic incentive in keeping the money bail system around. The bail bonds companies are lobbying to 

keep the system.  
The International Covenant on Civil and Political Rights states that, “Everyone charged with a 

criminal offence shall have the right to be presumed innocent until proved guilty according to the law.” 

(ICCPR Art. 14(2)). 1While this is a fundamental component to every American’s right to a fair trial, the 

element of bail somewhat overlooks this and even nullifies it. By setting bail at an unreasonably high 

rate, the basic right that a person is innocent until proven guilty, beyond a reasonable doubt, is 

essentially no longer existent. It is the states responsibility (prosecution) to prove that the defendant is 

guilty, and the act of detaining a defendant to “buy time” is, to any “reasonable person” 

unconstitutional.  

 

 

                                                 
1 http://www.ohchr.org/en/professionalinterest/pages/ccpr.aspx 
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PART FOUR: ANALYZING THE PROBLEM OF BAIL AND JUSTICE 

 Maryland Attorney General Brian Frosch stated “we are putting people in jail because they are poor” 

The basis for this assertion is the following fact pattern: between 2011 and 2015 46,000 Marylanders were put in 

Jail for more than 5 days at the start of their criminal case and of these 17,000 had bail set at $5,000 or less 

(which, albeit relatively low, they could not afford). 
At the beginning of 2016, the following headlines were observed:  “Baltimore has a record year in 

homicides”2 and “deadliest year in our history!.”3 These seem like flashy headlines, and many could draw 

conclusions from them; looking closer, however, these do not provide the full picture. In fact, non-violent crime 

rates in Baltimore have fallen 5% within the past year.4  Baltimore jails are however consistently overcrowded, 

operating nearly all the time at over 100% capacity.5 A reported interview with a Baltimore City Official 

concluded with: “The jail is just the place where the police drop people off.” 
 Half of the 55 communities in Baltimore City experience a concentrated incarceration rate. Upwards of 

$5 million is being spent by taxpayers to incarcerate people from these communities specifically. Not 

surprisingly, these communities also experience higher rates of unemployment, higher reliance on public 

assistance, higher school absence and drop out rates, higher rates of vacant homes, and higher rates of drug use 

and addiction. They also, on average, spend more time commuting— indicating that these communities are more 

distanced from opportunity.6 Nine out of ten people in Baltimore jails are awaiting trial—90% have not yet been 

found to be guilty.7 This contrasts the average of the rest of the country, with only 20% awaiting trial. Looking 

further, it can be found that ninety percent of these people are men, and ninety percent are also African 

American. Studies have concluded that this rate has nothing to do with actual behavioral differences—it is 

instead due to high patrolling and arrests in historically black neighborhoods, as well has high bail making pre-

trial release hard to obtain.  
 Bail is set initially at the jail, when the defendant goes to central booking. It is set after a 

recommendation from the arresting officer based upon their perception of flight risk. This bail is, for the most 

part, unchanged by the time the defendant reaches the pretrial hearing. This means that it is not, in fact, a judge 

who is setting bail for these defendants, it is the suggestion from the arresting officer along with another 

commissioner in the jail. According to the American Bar Association, “Financial conditions other than 

unsecured bond should be imposed only when no other less restrictive condition of release will reasonably 

                                                 
2 http://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2016/01/14/us/Baltimore-homicides-record.html?_r=0 
3 http://www.baltimoresun.com/news/maryland/baltimore-city/bs-md-ci-deadliest-year-20160101-story.html 
4 http://www.forbes.com/pictures/mlj45jggj/7-baltimore/#6ea0953a2b8b 
5 http://www.justicepolicy.org/images/upload/10-06_rep_baltbehindbars_md-ps-ac-rd.pdf 
6 http://www.prisonpolicy.org/origin/md/report.html 
7 http://www.justicepolicy.org/images/upload/10-06_rep_baltbehindbars_md-ps-ac-rd.pdf 
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ensure the defendant’s appearance in court. The judicial officer should not impose a financial condition that 

results in the pretrial detention of the defendant solely due to an inability to pay.” This is really a constitutional 

right, promised to all citizens. Several studies, however, have concluded that this is not the way this plays out in 

several locations, including Baltimore. Furthermore, it is now understood that bail often is not the factor that 

will ensure a defendant’s appearance at trial.  
 Over the last five years in Baltimore, bail amounts have been increasing significantly, forcing people to 

remain in jail while awaiting trial--or to seek costly bail bondsmen to meet court requirements. The number of 

people being assigned “low bails” (defined as $5,000 or less) fell 31% of the past five years, without an increase 

in higher risk criminal charges.8 The majority of people in the jails in Baltimore are awaiting trial and the 

majority of these are awaiting trials for non-violent crimes. This suggests that principal reason that they are in 

jail is because they simply could not afford the bail set at their initial trial. The Constitution does in fact protect 

citizens against excessive bail. It would seem that, if the point of bail is to be “sufficient but not more than 

necessary to guarantee the return appearance of the defendant,” as state Senator Jamin Raskin said in our 

interview with him, the majority of people would be able to pay the bail that is set at their trial. In Baltimore, 

poverty and race are closely interconnected, so it is often the case that those not able to pay bail are African-

Americans, who consequently wait in jail for what can be months, often losing money and jobs and adding to 

the tragic cycle of recidivism.  
 Furthermore, an entire industry has been built that grossly benefits from this unjust system: Bail Bonds. 

Big Boyz is an extremely popular bail bond company in Baltimore, and there are no doubt countless others. In 

sum, these companies offer bail with extremely high interest rates to those unable to pay it directly to the court. 

This system would not be able to exist if it weren’t for the failure of the bail system itself, because defendants 

are supposed to be able to pay their bail.  
Maryland spends about 150.6 million dollars on the Baltimore City Detention Center and the Baltimore 

Central Booking center.   Over the past decade the pretrial services budget has increased by 74%, this number is 

continuing to increase. More specifically, the JPI has estimated that it costs $100 to hold one person per day in 

the Baltimore Detention Center, $159 to hold one person per day in Central Booking, and a mere $2.50 per 

person per day in the Pretrial release Services Program . 
 A study conducted by the Pretrial Release Project at the University of Maryland found that 75% of 

people who were expected to pay a bond believed it would be “extremely difficult,” and that 70% indicated that 

paying the bail restricted them from affording other important costs, such as rent, utilities, or groceries.9 For 

                                                 
8 http://www.justicepolicy.org/images/upload/10-06_rep_baltbehindbars_md-ps-ac-rd.pdf 
9 The Abell Foundation, The Pretrial Release Project: A study of Maryland’s Pretrial Release and Bail System (Baltimore, 
MD: The Abell Foundation, 2001) www.abell.org/pubsitems/hhs_pretrial_9.01.pdf Survey of Bail Practices in Five 
Maryland Counties 
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those unable to pay bail, 25% will lose their job, and 40% their home. This, in turn, raises the likelihood of 

recidivism, because these people would be homeless and often without a steady income. These figures alone is 

enough to show that high bail rates clearly have unwarranted effects upon those arrested.  

  

THE D.C. SOLUTION? 

Many solutions can be considered, if one accepts that high bail does not ensure appearance at trial. 

Washington, DC, eliminated bail in the 1990’s, found that 94% of people under pretrial release supervision will 

not fail to appear for their scheduled court date. Accordingly, for the most part, they do not pose threats to the 

community: 96% of people under pretrial release supervision will not be arrested on new charges while awaiting 

trial. A report by the Justice Policy Institute found that it would be significantly cheaper— about 10%—to 

release people on their own recognizance with supervision by the state than to fund their stays in jail. 

Accordingly, as will be addressed later, the system that Washington, DC has in place— the abolition of 

monetary bail— has not contributed to higher rates of “failure to appear”. Court date notification systems can be 

an effective tool for reducing the number of people who fail to show up to court. Oregon and Colorado have 

both put in place these types of systems, and Oregon’s has estimated to have saved 6.4 million dollars worth of 

staff time each year.  
 D.C. has created a system in which defendants are given scores. These scores measure the likelihood that 

the defendant will return for their court date and the likelihood that the defendant will commit a crime if they are 

released.  On average, D.C. courts release about 90% of the people that are arrested in the nation’s capital.  Not 

only does this method of release comply with the Constitution in that people are “innocent until proven guilty”, 

but it also allows for an increasingly fast turnover within the prisons—preventing them from being 

overcrowded, and saving money.  On a national level, about 47% of defendants that are kept in prison prior to 

their trials hearing are in prison due to an inability to make bail. At a D.C. courthouse on 19th Street, no one is 

held on a criminal charge because of their inability to pay their bail. 
 The Justice Policy Institute (JPI), a non-profit public policy organization, published three documents that 

highlight the differences between Washington D.C.’s bail system and those of the rest of the nation. The 

documents, first published in 2010, describe the money bail system and its debilitating effects on public safety, 

recourses within the justice system, and defendants’ rights.  One document, written by Natassia Walsh, targeted 

at Baltimore City—Baltimore Behind Bars: How to Reduce the Jail Population, Save Money, and Improve 

Public Safety, was published in June of 2010. In this document Walsh begins by stating that Baltimore jails are 

overcrowded. Walsh goes on to address the system that is reason for many of the problems within Baltimore 

police department and jails by saying, “bloated jails are a symptom of systemic problems that have gone 

unaddressed. This is true in Baltimore, where the situation is complicated by the mix of jurisdiction and 

authority that has resulted in a lack of real accountability: everyone can point to someone else as a contributor to 
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the number of people in the jail.”  More specifically this report touches on the facts that the prisons in Baltimore 

are not only overcrowded, but that a majority of those sitting in prison are awaiting their trials. Accordingly, 

most are under the age of 35, African American, and incarcerated for misdemeanor offenses.  
 If a complete eradication of the money bail system, like that in D.C. is not an option, whether it is because 

of an inability to make enough money elsewhere by the state, or because it costs too much money to get rid of 

the current system, there are other possible solutions that can be made. (i) The bail amount set, under any 

circumstances, should be reasonable, reasonable meaning that the bail amount set should be an amount that is 

specific to the defendant and within the defendants (or the defendants family) ability to pay. This “reasonable” 

amount could be set based off of factors like the income of the defendant (if the defendant is employed) or that 

of the defendant’s family. (ii) An improved and better staffed pretrial release service would fix, if not get rid of, 

the over-crowdedness within the jails, thereby causing less defendants to need to go through the bail process (or 

rather, be in a position where they cannot make bail). (iii) Lastly, if officers did not arrest people for low-level 

offenses, it would also reduce the amount of people in the prison system and cause less people to be held in jail 

due to an inability to make or pay their bail.  

In the past two years, class-action law suits have been filed in San Francisco and St Louis by 

Equal Justice under the Law challenging the constitutionality of the bail system on a state level. In 

Maryland, the current Attorney General has stated that setting amounts above what the defendant could 

reasonably pay could violate their due process. 

Little did we realize when we embarked on this project, that we would be executing it 

contemporaneous with intense public and judicial debate on Bail Reform in Maryland. 

 In more recent news, on Jan 5 2017, there was an open meeting on proposed changes to the 

Maryland Bail process. The purpose of this meeting was not only to come to a decision as to what 

reforms of the system should be made, but there was hopeful intent that this decision of reform would 

come to a close before President elect, Donald Trump, takes office. Not only did Maryland’s highest 

appointed judges and lawyers attend this discussion, but the former U.S. Attorney General(2009-2015), 

Eric Holder, was in attendance as well. In a Baltimore Sun article published on January 6th, 2017, 

Holder said that he believes that Maryland’s bail system “punishes low-income defendants, rewards 

wealthier defendants and disproportionately detains racial minorities.” He also said that it was, "failing 

to advance the interest of safety." Holder went on to say in that changes made to the money bail system 

would help “countless Maryland families to proceed with their lives in the face of difficult 

circumstances.” 10A motion to adopt changes to this system failed to pass, after garnering only three 

                                                 
10

 http://www.baltimoresun.com/news/maryland/crime/bs-md-bail-reform-court-of-appeals-20170105-story.html 
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votes from the seven judges.  It is crucial to remember that this vote was simply one to agree that some 

sort of change to the money bail system would be made, not one to specifically determine the state of 

the bail system, itself.  

While a definitive decision has yet to be made, the Bail bondsmen have already seen a 

reduction in their business. Many of whom have also launched an intense media campaign, appealing 

often to an irrational public opinion, based on very few isolated incidents. 
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The story of a person with a near-death experience is expected to be one of finding oneself 

changed. It is a tale of coming to a new outlook on life, of appreciating things more and no longer taking 

anything for granted. It is a story of a victim and the battle that they fought to survive and the ways in 

which they feel lucky for succeeding. 

I am a cancer survivor, but that is not my story. Yes, my story is one of waking up one day with 

pain in my back when I was three years old, and discovering that my cancer had recurred after two years 

supposedly cancer-free. It is the story of three long months spent inpatient in the Children’s Hospital of 

Philadelphia (CHOP), miles from home. 

But I don’t remember the parts I am supposed to-- the inspiring parts, the hopeful parts, the 

tear-jerkingly sad parts. I have no enlightenment on the meaning of life, no new perspective to share. 

What I have is a story of a three, and then four year old girl who lived a typical child’s life. The medical 

aspects of my life were no different from the rest-- they were just another part of my daily routine that 

had to be completed before I could make a trip to the playroom, the atrium, art therapy, or whatever 

else the day had in store for me-- and so they blend together with the other flashes of memory that I 

have, snapshots of the days I spent not in battle or self-pity, but simply as a four year old. Being sick was 

not important. What was important was being a kid, because that was what I was. So this is what I 

remember: 

 

I remember beating my grandfather at Monopoly Jr. every time he came with my grandmother 

to visit me. I was always the yellow car, and he would be red or green. My grandmother, when she 

played, had blue. And I remember his howls at his defeat and my own exclamations at my skill, neither 

of us realizing, or caring, that it was only because I was younger than he, therefore going first every 

game, and therefore collecting more money and winning every time, the exact outcome that the game 

was engineered to produce. I never stopped to consider that maybe he was letting me win. 

 

Every day involved a trip to the playroom, entertaining myself and my parents with the toys, 

games, and crafts supplies that lived there. We played Candy Land with the other kids and their parents 

who were in the room at the same time and I covered my drawings in copious amounts of pink sparkle 

glue that seemed to never dry but looked so pretty to my four-year-old eyes. 

 

I remember going with my dad to the hospital room of another girl whose parents were friends 

of mine. When we got there, her dad pulled out a carton of raspberry sorbet and gave some to me in a 

styrofoam bowl with a plastic spoon. I remember the feel of the soothing cold in my mouth, and the 

softness of the chocolate chips as they melted on my tongue. 

 

I remember the hated pink medicine, my worst enemy, so foul that I threw up as soon as it 

entered the room. 

 

I remember pink and yellow vomit basins stacked near the side of my bed, the same basins 

which held my stuffed animals and art supplies when they were clean. 
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I remember midnight IV changes, waking to find a nurse standing over me, trying to stay as quiet 

and still as possible as she changed the tubes and valves that connected me to the beeping metal pole 

beside my bed, her pristine, white shoes squeaking on the pristine, white tiled floor. 

 

I remember Gary the nurse, who could make the beds better and faster than any of the female 

nurses on the hallway. He was one of my favorites because he was so efficient and I only had to get out 

of my bed for a minute for him to change the sheets. 

 

I remember a pink and orange silk headscarf that the woman at The Saturn Club gave me when I 

went there to get my hair cut because it was all falling out anyway and the loose clumps made my pillow 

itchy at night when I tried to sleep. 

 

I remember playing “Daddy-fetch,” sending my Dad on missions to the cafeteria and the 

oncology floor refrigerator to bring me back whatever food I was craving at the moment. He did it every 

time, even though he knew that I would inevitably refuse to eat it upon his return, my chemo-treated 

taste buds turning the flavors I craved to those of cardboard and metal. 

 

I remember blue and white plastic hospital bracelets with my name and identifying information 

printed on them, sealed around my wrists, a daily annoyance rubbing against my skin, but one that I got 

used to, even grew to feel comforted by after I had been there long enough. 

 

Better days meant trips to the atrium downstairs. The glass cases with their brightly colored 

Rube Goldberg-esque bouncing balls, conveyor belts, and levers would keep me transfixed for hours. I 

stood in front of them, pressing the buttons to keep them going until I was forced to head back up to my 

room for more medicines and vital sign checks, the echoing sounds of the balls hitting the floor playing 

through my head all the way back to the elevator. 

 

Worse days meant staying in bed, listening to music or the sound of one of my parents’ voices 

reading quietly to me from the chair next to my head. When that grew boring or exhausting, I slept. 

 

Every morning, my Dad took photos of the inside of my mouth and uploaded them to his 

computer so the doctors could check for sores on their morning rounds because I was too shy to open 

my mouth for them. 

 

I remember wearing face masks covered in Loony Tunes characters to keep me safe from any 

germs that visitors might carry because my immune system was too weak to protect me. 

 

I remember hundreds of stickers featuring princesses, superheroes, and others, the CHOP 

signature patient giveaway, a consolation prize for the many hours spent in waiting rooms and hospital 

beds. 

 

I remember sitting on the hospital bed in my room with my green ukulele, making up songs and 

pretending I was in a band. 
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I remember the “Honeybee” mixed CD that family friends made for me after they came to visit 

us at CHOP for a day and wrote “The Honeybee Song” with me. 

 

I remember painting posters and signs for Ruby’s Café that I put on the door to my room so that 

my nurses could come and order Shark Soup when they were hungry. 

 

I remember painting pictures with my art therapist with washable paint on the window of my 

hospital room that overlooked the atrium because I liked being able to look up and see the colorful 

windows when we made excursions downstairs. 

 

I remember the constant noise that came from the bizarre, brightly-colored creatures who 

inhabited the TV mounted on the wall above my bed. 

 

I remember the ever-present remote control hanging near my head that controlled the 

television, as well as the height and tilt of my bed, and had a bright red call button on the bottom that 

could be used to summon help from the nurses’ station outside my door when necessary. 

 

I remember picking out a cake for my dad’s birthday on a bakery website on my mom’s 

computer so that she could go pick it up for us to surprise him with because I wasn’t allowed to leave 

the hospital building yet.  

 

I remember hearing my newborn baby brother for the first time over my dad’s cell phone when 

my mom was in the hospital in Maryland with my aunt and the baby. I told them that he sounded like a 

baby kitten, his voice distorted by the static coming through the tiny speaker, the product of a poor 

connection from an eighth floor hospital room. I remember picking out his name, Ethan, from the 

choices that my parents gave me. The other options were Eli or Peter, but I knew boys named Eli and 

Peter from my preschool class. I didn’t know any other Ethans. 

 

I remember giving him his first bottle when he finally came with my mom to visit me for the first 

time. 

 

I remember him lying on the bed with a balloon tied around his wrist or ankle, content to hit and 

kick and pull it back and forth for hours until he fell asleep. 

 

I don’t remember the day we finally went home. 
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Michael Hawley 

Achilles and Patroclus: Implications of their Romantic Relationship in the Iliad 

To any reader of the Iliad, the deep affection Achilles holds for Patroclus is blatant. 

Achilles expresses this through how he talks about Patroclus, what he is willing to allow Patroclus 

to do, and what he is willing to do in order to avenge him. Achilles states he “loved [Patroclus] as 

[his] own life.”1 While the Iliad never says the two are involved romantically in such terms, 

evidence within the Iliad shows this could have still been a part of the mythos surrounding the two 

as, time and time again, Achilles displays the value at which he regards Patroclus’s life, body, and 

honor, even at the risk of his own. 

When Achilles and Patroclus are shown, Homer uses phrases such as “great friend”2 and 

“friend-in-arms”3 when speaking as the narrator, but Achilles directly addresses Patroclus as 

“soldier after my own heart.”4 The use of such language—less passionate descriptors in narration 

contrasted to the intense ones from Achilles’s own mouth—can be seen throughout the poem,5 and 

this shows the differences between how much of the world perceives Achilles’s closeness to 

Patroclus, and how Achilles himself views their relationship. While others would only see the two 

in the context of being close friends, Achilles—with his brilliance and passion—vocalizes how he 

loves Patroclus, both before and after Patroclus is killed. 

                                                           
1 18.96 
2 11.727 
3 11.710 
4 11.718 
5 narrative: “great friend” 1.408, 9.246; Achilles: “prince” 1.398 (despite that Patroclus has lost this title, as an exile on grounds 
of murder), “dear comrade” 18.94 
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It is referenced that Achilles and Patroclus have grown up together, ever since Peleus 

appointed Patroclus to remain by Achilles’s side. Taught together by Chiron, teacher of most great 

Argive warriors, the two have been together since they were young, and thus Achilles feels so 

strongly for Patroclus that even Zeus notes this and uses it to his advantage; in revealing his plot to 

Hera how he will honor both Hector and Achilles, Zeus describes how Hector will fell Patroclus 

in battle, and it’s Patroclus’s death that will draw Achilles back into the war. “Enraged for 

Patroclus—/brilliant Achilles will bring Prince Hector down,”6 he tells Hera, and—unlike other 

prophecies that require godly intervention7—no god must incite Achilles to battle, once he is fitted 

with armor. No god must send him a dream to ready him to fight, as Zeus had to send to 

Agamemnon to maintain his declared order of events. Achilles cares so deeply for Patroclus that, 

despite all prophecies predicting his death, Achilles still goes to avenge Patroclus anyway. 

Patroclus, once on the battlefield, with Achilles’s permission, does get struck down by 

Hector, true to Zeus’s word, but not without Achilles giving him strict instructions beforehand, 

hoping to keep him safe: 

Once you have whipped the enemy from the fleet 

you must come back, Patroclus. Even if Zeus 

the thundering lord of Hera lets you seize your glory, 

you must not burn for war against these Trojans, 

madmen lusting for battle—not without me— 

you will only make my glory that much less …8 

                                                           
6 15.85-86 
7 Apollo in Patroclus’s death: 16.819-828, Athena in Hector’s: 22.346-353 
8 16.101-106 
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At first glance, this passage can seem like Achilles, even while sending Patroclus out to fight as he 

himself still will not, is acting selfish with how much honor Patroclus might or might not take 

from him. But Achilles has already been shown, by this point in the poem, to question the 

legitimacy of his contemporary honor system. He would not place something he is unsure as to 

whether or not he believes in it above Patroclus’s life—and this is shown in the dash following 

“not without me.” This dash shows a pause in his speech, like a split-second decision on how to 

justify his request. After all, Patroclus has not been shown to question the system of placing honor 

won at war above his life; easily, he could view running from Hector, even if he is the face of death, 

as a fate worse than his doom. By instructing Patroclus that it is for his honor, Achilles supplies an 

acceptable excuse within their society so that Patroclus would turn from battle, to return to 

Achilles’s side, which is, by far, the most important thing to Achilles in this moment: 

Oh would to god—Father Zeus, Athena and lord Apollo— 

not one of all these Trojans could flee his death, not one, 

no Argive either, but we could stride from the slaughter 

so we could bring Troy’s hallowed crown of towers 

toppling down around us—you and I alone!9 

Despite the other Myrmidons Achilles brought to fight alongside him—including Phoenix, a man 

who acted as his surrogate father—Achilles plainly states that he would rather they all perished in 

this war, if he and Patroclus could survive, alone, to vanquish Troy. Achilles places Patroclus’s life 

above all others’. 

                                                           
9 16.115-119 
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When Patroclus goes out to battle and runs the Trojans from the Argives’ ships, Zeus 

interferes to instruct Patroclus to go against the walls of Troy. “The will of Zeus will always 

overpower the will of men,”10 Homer says; it is Zeus who drives Patroclus to charge Troy’s line, 

“blind in his fatal frenzy.”11 Had Patroclus been able to listen to Achilles’s instructions, he might 

have survived the battle, but Zeus would not allow such to pass. It takes godly intervention for 

Patroclus to forsake Achilles’s commands; without Zeus’s inference, Patroclus’s death would not 

have come to pass. He would have been able to listen to Achilles. 

Achilles cares for Patroclus so much, loves him to such a degree, that the loss of Patroclus 

leaves him devastated, grief-stricken and hopeless. He laments, dirties his face and shirt with soot 

and soil; “sprawled in the dust,/Achilles lay there, fallen …/tearing his hair, defiling it with his 

own hands.”12 He mourns so profoundly, his mother hears his cries from her place within the 

ocean, beside the Old Man of the Sea. When she comes to him, to ask his woes as she did before, 

he tells her what a wretched fate asking for the restoration of his honor has brought; he was 

honored, yes, by Zeus, as he had asked, but, now, “the man [he] loved beyond all other 

comrades,/loved as [his] own life,”13 Patroclus, has been slain at Hector’s hands. To his mother, 

Achilles then says: 

“… My spirit rebels—I’ve lost the will to live, 

to take my stand in the world of men—unless, 

before all else, Hector’s battered down by my spear 

                                                           
10 16.805 
11 16.802 
12 18.28-30 
13 18. 95-96 
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and gasps away his life, the blood-price for Patroclus, 

Menoetius’ gallant son he’s killed and stripped!” 

And, despite his mother’s warning that this will bring Achilles’s own death, he replies, “‘Then let 

me die at once/… since it was not my fate/to save my dearest comrade from his death!’”14 Now 

that Patroclus is dead, Achilles’s disregard for honor solidifies15—and his disregard for his own life 

does so, as well. Whereas before, Achilles was shown to debate between his two fates, even 

considering sailing back to Phthia,16 now Achilles had no heart to return home, not without 

Patroclus. Achilles cannot imagine a life, leaving battle, without Patroclus. He would rather die 

avenging Patroclus’s death rather than sail home to embrace his father again. 

In this action of vengeance, Achilles also wants to bring grief like his own to the wives of 

the Trojan soldiers he kills on the battlefield. He wants to bring these women to weep and tear 

their hair out from its roots. When Achilles hears of Patroclus’s death, he falls to the ground in his 

grief: 

A black cloud of grief came shrouding over Achilles. 

Both hands clawing the ground for soot and filth, 

he poured if over his head, fouled his handsome face 

and black ashes settled onto his fresh clean war-shirt. 

Overpowered in all his power, sprawled in the dust, 

Achilles lay there, fallen … 

tearing his hair, defiling it with his own hands.17 

                                                           
14 18.113-115 
15 18.126-132 
16 9.497-505, 9.518-522 
17 18.24-30 
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When his mother approaches to comfort him, he states he wants to bring just as heavy a grief upon 

the women of Troy: 

[Let him] drive some woman of Troy or deep-breasted Dardan 

to claw with both hands at her tender cheeks and wipe away 

her burning tears as the sobs come choking from her throat—18 

So Achilles desires to being pain to the Trojans. Yet, this description also mirrors his own grief; 

the image of the clawing with both hands is in each passage. In his pain, his mourning of Patroclus, 

Achilles wishes to wreck pain of the same kind on the women of Troy—the wives of the soldiers 

he’ll massacre in battle. This comparison of losses allows for the implicit image of both parties 

mourning the death of loved partners.  

Achilles is so willing to die avenging Patroclus’s death that the gods are worried that he 

might storm the walls of Troy before the time Fate decrees is right, and therefore the gods must go 

down to fight the Argives to keep Achilles from taking the city. 

“… If Achilles fights the Trojans—unopposed by us— 

not for a moment will they hold his breakneck force. 

Even before now they’d shake to see him coming. 

Now, with his rage inflamed for his friend’s death, 

I fear he’ll raze the walls against the will of fate.”19 

Zeus says this to the other Olympian gods, worried that Achilles’s rage and pain runs so deeply 

that he will be able to destroy Troy before the Fates have instructed. For this reason, Zeus sends 

gods to go down and fight on whichever sides they choose, knowing some will fight for the 

                                                           
18 18.145-147 
19 20.32-36 
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Trojans, because, without them, Troy will fall to Achilles’s grief for Patroclus alone—for his grief 

is so vast and wide, Achilles loved Patroclus so strongly that his mourning can fell cities. 

So tightly bound are Patroclus’s and Achilles’s fates that the two are to be buried within 

the same urn.20 So closely does Achilles cling to Patroclus that he claims, “Though the dead forget 

their dead in the House of Death,/[he] will remember, even there, [his] dear companion.”21 In 

neither life nor death can Achilles bear to be apart from Patroclus for very long; he mourns loudly 

enough that the gods hear within the sea, he grieves to such extremes that he cannot sleep, will not 

eat nor drink, that the gods feel compelled to provide him with ambrosia so that he does not 

wither away without Patroclus before he can defeat Hector, that Achilles continues to grieve even 

after Patroclus’s pyre and funeral games held in his honor, still longing for him. Achilles mourns 

Patroclus to the point of saying he would not mourn this much for his father, nor his son.22 

Achilles says he loves Patroclus, even after death, and, when compared to how he interacts with the 

others he says he loves—Briseis, whom he would allow Agamemnon to keep, and whom he does 

not comfort in her grief; Phoenix, whose death Achilles says he would accept so long as Patroclus 

lived; his father, whom Achilles chooses not to survive to see, by seeking to kill Hector instead—

the way Achilles loves Patroclus had to exceed each of those, in order for him to have chosen 

Patroclus over each of them. It had to surpass that of familial; Achilles chooses Patroclus, both 

hoping for his survival and then avenging his death, over both his surrogate father and his 

biological. It was more than whatever affection Achilles felt for Briseis, of whom he says “‘If only 

                                                           
20 23.100-101, 23.109-110 
21 22.458-459 
22 19.381-389 
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Artimis had cut her down at the ships.’”23 Achilles surely “loved [Patroclus] as [his] own life,”24 for 

Achilles willingly went into a battle to avenge Patroclus, even when he knew, by divine prophecy, 

that doing so would eventually result in his own death. No matter whether the Iliad is explicit in 

Achilles’s relationship with Patroclus or not, that lasting action itself makes Achilles’s feelings for 

Patroclus widely known and irrefutable; Achilles loved Patroclus, unconditionally and with a fiery 

passion, up to and beyond his final breath. 

                                                           
23 19.66 
24 18.95-96 
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Whispering Woods 
 
When I first started coming to the horse rescue (and I say coming, because it never felt 

like going, it felt like coming back), I could never remember John’s name. The way I finally got 
myself to retain it was when my dad backed his car into the tractor parked in Jeanne’s driveway, 
and John came out to see what had happened. So from then on, I only had to think to myself 
“tractor” and then I thought “John Deere” and then I knew that his name was John. 
 

Now when I see him, he’s just John and I don’t have to go through the whole cycle of 
remembering.  
 

He comes up to me while I am brushing Baxter. It was one of those strange glitches in 
February weather—too warm, and too early in the season for the warmth to be permanent, and 
yet the sunshine would persist for a couple of days, just long enough to where I could convince 
myself that spring was here to stay. The cold would inevitably return three days later, and soon 
enough, I would forget the fragile paradise that the three warm days had brought on. 
 

My favorite thing about John is that he doesn’t try to be politically correct. It’s probably 
because he doesn't realize that the offhand comments he makes aren’t necessarily acceptable, 
but I like to imagine that he’s fully aware of it, and just doesn’t give a damn. He’s in his early 
fifties, tall, with a beer belly and a bald head and two piercings in his left ear. He rides a 
motorcycle and leaves the keys in his four wheeler so that I can drive it around the property if I 
feel like it. 
 

“What so you think you can just come here like you own the place when Jeanne isn’t 
here?” he says with a smile. I smile back. 

“Yeah, pretty much.”  
 

I actually hadn't known Jeanne was out. Like always, I had called her home phone at 
nine in the morning, hoping that she would pick up and ask me what time I would be coming.  
Instead, the answering machine recording, and then my voice; “Hi Jeanne, it’s Lillian, I was 
planning on coming in around ten today, call me back if thats a problem, but otherwise I’ll see 
you then. Alright, bye.” 
 

I always hold my breath when I call, hoping to hear the buzz of static that house phones 
always make before someone’s voice comes on the line. I hate getting the answering machine, 
ever since it occurred to me that every single message I leave is an exact copy of all the other 
ones, scripted down to the pauses between each sentence. I wonder if she rolls her eyes when 
she hears my messages, both because I always say the same thing, and because she knows 
that I know that it doesn't matter if she’s home or not. She’s told me multiple times to just come, 
even if she isn't there, but I can never bring myself to scratch the “give me a call back if thats a 
problem” from my little script, even though both of us know that it never will be. 
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John leans against the fence, his arms folded over the top rail. Baxter makes a wuffling 
noise and lifts his neck to rub his nose against John’s shoulder. Buzz, the small grey cat, loops 
little infinities around John’s ankles.  
 

“How have you been, I haven't seen you in awhile? How’s swimming, how’s school, still 
have that same boy toy?” John asks. His questions always come as strings. 
 

I am always surprised at how much he remembers about me. 
 

I rub the brush against the fence railing to get the hair off of the bristles. Baxter is in his 
early thirties, old for a horse, so his winter coat doesn’t shed out as well as a young horses’ 
anymore. The brushes are always matted with the hair that he can’t shed himself when it starts 
to get warm.  
 

“I’ve been alright, yeah. Swimming is good, school’s good, pretty boring, and yeah, yeah 
the same boy, but I don’t know for how much longer.” I let my voice trail off.  
 

“Why not, what’s he done?” 
 

“Oh nothing really, nothing so much, he just doesn't really give me any attention 
anymore that’s all.” We would break up eight days later, but I didn’t know that yet. 
 

“Well you know that’s a real shame, I can’t see why, you’re just about the nicest girl there 
is,” John replies. He squints out down the long driveway. Little clusters of white flowers are 
starting to bloom on the bushes that line the pavement. My chest has gone empty and I feel 
myself shrugging. I smile halfway, mutter back something incoherent. 
 

“You know,” he says, brightening up, “I’ve got a date today, and she’s in her forties.”  
 

This is significant, as John has never once dated a woman over twenty-five.  
 

“You know,” he says, “I thought to myself, what the hell, why not give it a try, and she’s 
pretty cool, some bigwig head of the nursing department at some hospital, and her little 
description on match.com said ‘must like: beer, crabs, and dogs’ and I thought to myself, well 
goddamn who doesn’t like those things?” He laughs. 
 

“No yeah, she sounds awesome,” I smile. “What are you going to wear?” 
 

John snorts and gestures down to his black t shirt and beat up leather jacket. “Uh, this, 
I’m not dressing up to impress anybody.”  
 

I smile again. John lives in half of the little flat next to Jeanne’s house. He moved in a 
year or so ago when he broke up with his long term girlfriend and needed a place to stay while 
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he got back on his feet. He was a good friend of Harvey’s, Jeanne’s husband, in college, so 
they let him move in. The other half of the flat belongs to Jeanne’s children and grandchildren. 
Their lawn is strewn with plastic toys and deflated basketballs and lawn chairs and other 
ambiguous pieces of metal and plastic. John likes to complain to me about Jeanne’s kids, how 
they always scream at each other, how their place is a mess. When he moved in, he took one 
look at the spaghetti stains on the walls, and then promptly built a divider exactly halfway 
between each side of the flat, so he wouldn't have to share an inch of living space with them. I 
imagine that he keeps his section immaculate. 
 

“And yeah when we talked on the phone last night, I told her ‘hey as long as you aren’t 
picky about making plans, then we won’t have a problem.’ cuz you know how I’ve told you my 
last ex never wanted to do anything, it was always ‘no, no, no’ unless it involved spending my 
money, but this girl can actually support herself, she goes to Cancun a few times a year, and I 
told her I love it there, so we talked about that for a bit.”  
 

“Well hey that’s good then, she likes to travel and I know you do too so that could work 
out pretty well,” I say.  
 

“Yeah, no, unfortunately I can’t afford to leave the country until my child support checks 
are paid off.” He says it without emotion.  
 

 John has a seventeen year old daughter from his second marriage. He used to call her 
a lot, but she only returned his calls when it was close to her birthday, and then all she did was 
ask for presents. He says he's given up on her, but I’ll never be so sure. 
 

“But to hell with her, she’s almost eighteen and then the child support won’t eat up all my 
money anymore and she can go do what she wants with her life. Prolly end up just like her 
mother.” He kicks an indent into the dirt with the tip of his tennis shoe. 
 

Baxter nudges me, and I dig a slice of apple out from the pocket of my jeans. His ears 
come forward and I hold it out to him. He has no back teeth anymore, so I always cut the apples 
up small so it’s easier for him to chew. Jeanne says that I’m turning him into a treat hound. 
 

John pats Baxter on the nose. “Oh but actually I’m trying to reach out to my other 
daughter,” he says. “I mean, she might not be mine for sure, because my first wife cheated on 
me, which is why we got divorced, I’ve told you that, and she claims the baby was mine, but 
who really knows.” John squints up at the sky, and then continues, “And I reached out to her, 
and she's in her twenties now and apparently she has Aspergers, like some mild autism or 
somethin' I don’t really know what it is, but they say she’s real smart and all, just a bit awkward 
sometimes. So I’m trying to figure out if she really is mine, but anyways.” He slaps the fence 
post lightly. Pauses. “Well I’ll be up in the house doing laundry if you need anything.”  
 

He walks away, whistling to himself. 
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I rub Baxter’s neck softly and then unlock the little green gate that leads out from the 

horse pasture and back into the yard. All of the land used to be part of an airport—the driveway 
must have been the take-off strip because it runs in a straight line all the way down the left hand 
side of the property, separated from the highway by a thin layer of trees. To the right, parallel to 
the driveway, is the main horse pasture, and behind that Jeanne’s yard and house, and then 
behind that, the second pasture. To the right of everything is the woods.  
 

I walk into the rabbit shed that’s in Jeanne’s yard, grab a lead rope off of the hook on the 
wall, and drop the brushes back into the blue plastic container that holds them. 
 

Letting myself back into the field, I walk up to Dexter, the little black horse. When I first 
came to the rescue last summer, Dexter wouldn't let anyone near him. I spent hours just sitting 
cross-legged in the pasture, watching him. Gradually, he grazed closer and closer to me. After a 
week or so of this, he would walk up and nudge my leg and then dart away.  By now he trots up 
when he sees my car pull into the driveway, and follows me around if he’s not too busy eating. 
He still doesn't like to be touched, but he permits it from me. Jeanne calls him LD, for little devil, 
because he’s happy to aim a good kick at anyone he doesn't like. He’s probably not going home 
with anyone anytime soon.  
 

His breath tickles my leg and I clip the lead rope onto his halter. We walk back out 
through the pasture gate, him stepping briskly a few feet behind me, his ears forward and eyes 
alert.  
 

Inside the woods, everything is the brown of a long winter. In the summertime, it’s 
magnificent, so much green that it’s dizzying. Oceans of ferns and thick blankets of moss. Now, 
everything looks dead and dying. 
 

Dexter’s like me; he likes the silence. We amble along without talking, stopping when he 
decides to sniff around the dirt and leaves. I never tug on the rope when he stops—I just let him 
think while I think, and I think that’s why he doesn’t try to kick me anymore. Jeanne says I have 
“the touch” with horses, but I don’t think it’s that. It’s just the small stuff, like the not tugging, that 
the horses appreciate. And then If you give them the small stuff, they give you just about 
everything.  
 

Often, when I am out in the woods with Dexter, I close my eyes and imagine that Nala is 
next to me. She made the most sense to me. I liked to take her out into the woods, and then slip 
off her halter and lead rope, and just walk with her, side by side, without anything tethering her 
to me. We would walk so in sync that when I stopped suddenly, she had already stopped 
moving as well. When I ran, she ran next to me, her hooves falling in dizzy rhythms. She died of 
an aneurysm one Saturday afternoon a few months back. I think I loved her more than I’ve ever 
loved anything. 
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On the few occasions when Jeanne mentions Nala, she always makes sure to tell me 
that she will keep on taking in new horses, even though awful things can happen and there’s 
nothing she can do. Sometimes the best gift we can give, she says, is a soft place for the 
mistreated to lay their head down and rest.  
 

I never explicitly ask Jeanne about her life, though she’s given me bits and pieces. How 
she grew up in Dundalk with five siblings, how she would spend her days at her aunts farm, 
riding the horses bareback across big open fields, using makeshift bridles made of hay twine. 
The little black pony that her aunt owned, how she loved the way his eyes saw right into her 
chest and back out the other side. How she was working as a nurse on 9/11. Her first horse, 
Shawn, who she bought on September the twelfth because she realized she could not waste 
time living how she was not supposed to. 
 

I never ask her to fill in the gaps in her story, ones that I know exist because of things 
John has mentioned in passing at one time or another, and the things that Jeanne carefully 
avoids bringing up. These are the un-knowable events, the details of which I will likely never 
have access to—the darker parts of Jeanne’s childhood, and her first marriage. I know that her 
first husband still calls the house phone, and sometimes I wonder if she is relieved instead of 
annoyed to hear my voice on the line when she picks up the phone.  
 

It’s the little absurdities that make it impossible to assume her life was not painful. She 
refuses to put the address of the rescue online because she is afraid of invaders. Her yard is 
cluttered with little knee high statues of angels, most of which are missing arms or legs or 
heads. Many of them lay on their sides like discarded dolls. The rabbit shed in her backyard is 
perhaps the strangest part of it all. Perched somewhere out of sight on the top of a cabinet, is a 
radio. I don’t think it’s ever been turned off. It’s set on a country music station, and just quiet 
enough that after awhile, you stop hearing it. At first I wondered why Jeanne never switched it 
off, and then I realized that she must keep it on so that the rabbits have something to listen to.  
 

Sometimes I get scared when I start imaging the shed. I picture it at night, when it must 
be pitch black, with the dust lying heavy on the floor, and the country music playing, and nobody 
to listen, except maybe the rabbits, but even then, they are fast asleep 
 

Back in the yard, Jeanne’s door swings open, and she steps out, waving. I wave back, 
and she goes into the barn to fill the feed buckets and bring them out to the horses. She walks 
towards me slowly, her shoulders rigid with the weight of the feed. She must have been 
beautiful once, but now she is round and tired. She makes it over to me and hangs the buckets 
on the fence, and the horses come trotting up, sticking their noses into the buckets and chewing 
the sweet mash. 
 

Jeanne pats Baxter on the neck.  
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“I forgot to tell you,” she says, “Harvey and I are going tomorrow to look at a house. It’s 
not far from here, just a mile down the road, but it’s my dream house, big Victorian style, and it’s 
finally for sale, it’s got these wonderful stained glass windows, and it’s twenty three acres so the 
horse pastures would just be gigantic, and there’s a spiral staircase, it’s wonderful. Of course if 
we move there I’d have to decide whether I’d keep calling the rescue Whispering Woods, cuz 
the house isn’t right next to the highway like this one.” 
 

“Wait, so you guys are seriously considering moving?” My voice cracks. Through the veil 
of trees that separates the house from the highway, I see myself sitting in the middle of the 
road.  
 

“Well, I don’t know. We’re just looking.” She laughs. “If either of us were to get sick, we’d 
be in big trouble cuz we wouldn’t have any spare money to deal with that, and then there’s John 
complaining about where he’s gonna live.” Jeanne smiles and rolls her eyes, “I keep telling him 
there’s a three car garage, so he can live there and pee in the yard or something.” She sighs. 
 

“It all depends, really. I’ve lived here nearly twelve years.” Her eyes go glassy. “Gotta 
decide if some dreams are worth going for I guess.”  
 

I don’t know what to say, only know that she cannot leave. She cannot leave because I 
need this place, exactly as it is, for as long as I can pretend that it is mine. I need the driveway 
and the trees and the gentle slope of the pastures. I need the clothesline that is tied between 
the porch railing and the branches of the single elm tree. I need the telephone pole draped with 
yellow wire and I need the above-ground swimming pool that looks as though it’s been dropped 
from the sky into the middle of the yard. I need the dust and the dirt. The rabbit shed and the 
fallen angels.  
 

“Well,” I say, “ Like you said, just looking. No harm in that.” 
 

Tires crunch on gravel, and I see my mom’s car coming down the driveway. 
 

“Ill see you tomorrow?” she asks. 
 

“Yes, I’ll give you a call.” 
 

“Oh wait, before you go, don’t forget to take some seashells.”  
 

Jeanne points to a small yellow wagon by the gate of the pasture. “We were at my 
brothers house this morning. Take as many as you like.” 
 

More of the little mysteries. I walk over and place a few in the empty cardboard box that 
she must have put out for me. One big one, the spiral kind that you can hold up to your ear and 
hear the ocean in, and two little ones, smooth and bright white. 
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I turn to say thank you, but she’s already walking back inside.  

 
In the car, I think about John. One time, he told me about a helicopter that flew over his 

flat during the night. He said it was so loud that he could hear the engine inside of his body. He 
was sure that the helicopter was coming down on him, that it would land on the roof, that the 
beams of the ceiling would collapse and everything would come tumbling down on his body and 
kill him right then and there. It didn’t, of course, although he swears to this day that he didn’t 
dream the whole thing. 
 

“But you know,” he had said, “Right as it was coming down, I realized I wouldn’t be too 
upset about it. I realized I didn’t have a single regret. I was happy to die right then.”  
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This flag flew from the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People’s headquarters every time 

a lynching took place in the United States.1 
 
 

 

                                                
1 “A Man was Lynched Yesterday” (New York City: 1936), from the Library of Congress: Gelatin Silver Prints, 1930-1940, April 4, 

2017,  http://www.loc.gov/pictures/item/2015647092/. 
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An Introduction 

 This pamphlet aims to provide a picture of the legacy of lynching in Maryland. Our goal has been to 

create a guide that emphasizes the human stories of victims of mob violence, who have so often been reduced to 

the circumstances of their brutal deaths. It is our hope that readers use this pamphlet and the resources 

referenced here to delve deeper into these issues and continue the work of research.  

We are seniors from the Park School of Baltimore who began research on the history of lynchings in 

Maryland as part of a larger group effort to investigate the topic for a documentary film.  Hoping to conduct 

more in-depth historical research and to create an accessible resource on the subject, we embarked on an 

independent study to accompany the larger group’s research. 

 Our shared interest in the intersection between historical research and civil rights heavily influenced our 

research and writing process. One experience that particularly sparked further engagement with the subject of 

this pamphlet was the school’s annual Civil Rights Trip (CRT), a collaborative trip between three Baltimore 

high schools – the Park School of Baltimore, City Neighbors High School, and Baltimore City College – and 

Hope High School, a public school in Providence, Rhode Island. Participants spend a week visiting museums 

and memorials, speaking with activists, and engaging in conversations about race, class, and education, while 

traveling by bus through the deep south. Beyond that formative trip, our knowledge and interests were shaped 

by a number of books and essays, including Michelle Alexander’s The New Jim Crow, Bryan Stevenson’s Just 

Mercy, and Ta-Nehisi Coates’ “The Case for Reparations.” In addition to the above, the Equal Justice 

Initiative’s (EJI) comprehensive report on Southern lynching planted the seed for our research and served as a 

model for this pamphlet.2 The EJI offers a view on lynching that examines both the calculated violence and the 

humanity of these events. We hoped to expand their work on the South to include Maryland and to further their 

goal of leading the United States through a truth and reconciliation process regarding white supremacist 

violence. 

                                                
2 The Equal Justice Initiative is a non-profit law firm engaged in the fight to end mass incarceration and brutality in American prison 
systems. In conjunction with their legal work, the EJI also works to educate American citizens about the legacy of slavery, lynching, 
and racial injustice in the south. 
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Truth and reconciliation is the process of recognizing and grappling with the atrocities buried in our 

country’s history. There is often a desire to ignore, forget, or even deny the horrendous, violent, and racist 

moments of our history; the truth and reconciliation process asks us to do the opposite. Although difficult and 

painful to study, lynching had an incalculable impact on both individual lives and Maryland politics, and the 

legacy of lynching remains relevant in today’s world. 

 

Telling Their Stories 

In this pamphlet, a lynching is defined as a form of racial terror enacted by a mob with the purpose of 

creating a public spectacle of its victim’s suffering and death. The function of a lynching is to instill fear in the 

black community of a given town or city and to demonstrate white dominance and social control. 

Lynchings are distinct from other hate crimes because of their public nature. The mob publicly 

humiliates the victim, both to dehumanize them and strip them of dignity and to demonstrate the power of white 

supremacy to their audience. Many white spectators in various towns supported, implicitly or explicitly, the 

actions of the lynch mob, while all black witnesses were made to fear similar treatment. In this way, lynchings 

perpetuated white supremacist social structure throughout their communities; murderers made the deaths of 

their victims a public spectacle in order to deter transgressions of the limits and boundaries set on black people, 

and to naturalize these limits and boundaries.  As a Baltimore Post reporter wrote in 1933, after the murder of 

George Armwood, “The lynching was … not a mob affair. It was a community affair.”3 Lynchings significantly 

affected all witnesses, first-, second-, or third-hand, often for several generations on. 

Lynching is generally recognized as a problem that plagued the South during and after the 

Reconstruction era. Yet this phenomenon was not confined to states traditionally considered “deep Southern.”4 

More than thirty of these atrocities occurred within Maryland between the 1870s and the 1930s. Traditionally, 

these stories have neither been included in lynching narratives focused on the South, nor in general Maryland 

                                                
3 “Unashamed,” Baltimore Post (Baltimore, MD), Nov. 6, 1933. 
4 Traditionally Southern states, as categorized by the Equal Justice Initiative, include Alabama, Arkansas, Florida, Georgia, Kentucky 
Louisiana, Mississippi, North Carolina, South Carolina, Tennessee, Texas, and Virginia. 

48



 
 

history curricula. This report brings the history of lynchings in Maryland to light in order to illuminate 

lynching’s legacy and commemorate those who lost their lives at the hands of mob violence. 

This project’s goal is to tell the human stories of individuals who were lynched. For this reason, both our 

research and writing center on the personal aspect of these stories. Many of the lynchings documented here have 

been described in graphic detail in numerous eyewitness accounts. A lynching is, in many ways, a ceremony 

based on the public humiliation of its victim; we have worked especially to convey the horror and violence of 

these murders while paying full respect to the dignity of those who were killed.  

Howard Cooper: 

Howard Cooper was born just after the ending of the Civil War. During his seventeen years of life, he 

lived in Towson, Maryland, north of Baltimore City. Little information remains on Cooper’s life; what can be 

found are scattered fragments. It is known that he spent some amount of time in the Baltimore County House of 

Corrections, and it can be assumed that he either lived with or was in contact with his mother until the end of 

his life.5 

Cooper was young, only seventeen, when he was accused of attacking Katie Gray in Rockland, a 

community just north of Baltimore City, on April 2nd, 1885.6 Gray, a white woman, told her relatives about the 

altercation. These relatives then formed a search party for Howard Cooper. With the support of the County 

government, the search party found Cooper four days later.  He was jailed in  Baltimore City, then moved to the 

Towson jail. 

He was tried on May 20th in the Criminal Court of Baltimore City, where he was found guilty and 

sentenced to death. When Cooper was asked if he was sorry after his trial, his response was simple: “Yes, I am 

sorry. I was sorry an hour after I did it.”7 An interviewer wrote that Cooper “did not seem to realize fully the 

fate awaiting him,” but that seeming indifference may have been the result of resignation. Cooper told the 

reporter that he knew even before the trial that “they would hang a n***** for doing anything to a white girl.”8 

                                                
5  Alexander Ormond Boulton, “The Lynching of Howard Cooper,” Maryland Historical Magazine 106, no. 3 (2011): 313. 
6 Today, this site is at the corner of Falls Road and Old Court Road, minutes away from Park School’s campus. 
7  Ibid, 301. 
8 “Howard Cooper,” Maryland State Archives, accessed April 20, 2017. http://msa.maryland.gov 
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 The decision regarding Cooper’s sentence was reached by an all-white jury. Cooper’s lawyers, William 

George Weld and A. Robinson White, argued to the Maryland Court of Appeals that the state excluded black 

men from juries; when the Court of Appeals upheld the former ruling, Cooper’s lawyers readied to take the case 

to the United States Supreme Court. The Progressive Association, a black political organization, helped 

fundraise for Cooper’s Supreme Court appeal.9 

Weld and White never reached the Supreme Court, but it is important to consider the impact bringing 

Cooper’s case before a federal court might have had. If the Court had ruled that all-white juries were, in fact, 

prejudicial, countless lives might have been changed, even saved. But such speculation remains just that: 

speculation. Cooper was murdered by a mob before his case reached the Supreme Court. 

On July 12, 75 masked men broke down the door to the Towson jail, dragged Cooper from his cell, and 

hanged him from the nearest tree. Sheriff Knight and his daughter attempted to protect Cooper from the mob, 

but they were quickly overpowered. A member of the mob that killed Cooper told a reporter with the Baltimore 

County Union, “The men [involved in the murder] were mostly substantial farmers, and all of them good 

citizens. There was not a rough character among us. Every man was actuated by the thought that in avenging 

Miss Gray he was protecting his own wife, sweetheart or children. We were very particular not to begin work 

before midnight, so as to avoid doing the lynching on Sunday.”10 Of course, the work of the mob was not only 

in “avenging” Kate Gray by extralegally executing Cooper; it was in preventing a ruling that might radically 

change the way justice for black individuals on trial was decided throughout the country. As  Howard Cooper’s 

mother said when she came to the jail to claim her son’s body and bury him: “Sorry the men didn’t wait until 

the law was done with the case.”11 Cooper’s murderers substituted the logic of white dominance for the logic of 

the court, and by killing Cooper, they continued the cycle of supremacy. 

                                                
9 Ibid. 
10  Boulton, 308. 
11  Ibid, 309. 
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This is a picture of the Towson Jail where Cooper was held, and within feet of which he was lynched. The 
building still stands, and has been beautifully refurbished to hold offices. Although the history of the building is 

displayed at the front entrance, there is no mention of Howard Cooper.12 
 

Townshend Cook: 

Townshend Cook, born around 1865, was a resident of Westminster County, Maryland.13  As is true for 

so many victims of lynching, little biographical information exists about Cook. The sole account of Cook’s life 

comes from the Baltimore Sun, who reported that “Cook is about 20 years old, and has a bad reputation.”14 

While the Sun claimed that Cook had “a bad reputation,” its journalists never expanded on that comment. This 

absence of published description from community members and family members, coupled with unverifiable, 

negative background details from the press, already present a dehumanized portrayal of Cook. His life was not 

valued enough by the white press for a reporter to print a single quote from someone within the black 

community on the occasion of his death. 

 Despite the lack of biographical information on Cook, accounts of the incident that preceded his death 

and the lynching itself remain relatively uniform between the two reporting newspapers: The Baltimore Sun and 

the Democratic Advocate. On May 31, 1885, Mrs. Carrie V. Knott claimed that Cook assaulted her after 

entering her home to ask for food and water. In her own words, Mrs. Knott said: 

It was nearly four o’clock Saturday afternoon when I was surprised at seeing a colored man push open 
the back door and walk in. He had a club in his hand. He asked me for something to eat, and I gave him 
two rolls, when he asked for a drink. I told him I had no water, but handed him a tin cup, saying he 
might go to the spring for it. The first thing I knew he struck me over the head with the club, and threw 

                                                
12 “Baltimore County Jail,” Maryland National Register Properties, accessed April 20, 2017, http://mht.maryland.gov/nr 
13 There are disagreements about the spelling of Cook’s name. Some articles refer to him as Townshend Cook, and others refer to him 
as Townsend  Cook. When using Cook’s first name, I spell it the way it appears in the article being cited.   
14 “Another Outrageous Assault,” Baltimore Sun (Baltimore, MD), June 1, 1885. 
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the bread and tin cup on the floor. He then choked me, and said if I hollered he would kill me.15 
 
Following Knott’s accusation, the police organized a search party. Eventually, “Constable Phillip 

Detrick found Cook at the home of his mother, on the farm of Justice George A. Davis.”16 Without time to 

gather additional evidence or witnesses, Cook was brought to trial. This trial was held at the home of Mrs. 

Knott, and was conducted by Justice Davis, the man on whose property Cook resided. The trial was open to the 

public, and several spectators demanded “that Cook should be lynched on the spot.”17 

 Although the threat of a lynching was imminent, little was done to protect Cook. According to Baltimore 

Sun reporters, “the Westminster Jail [was] a strong building…it would not be very easy to get at the prisoner if 

there was a disposition to lynch the fellow.”18 Law enforcement and local government officials seemed 

genuinely unconcerned about potential mob violence. However, any expectation of tranquility was quickly 

proven erroneous. 

 In the middle of the night, at roughly one o’clock, “about thirty men on horseback, masked, and with an 

open wagon, rode rapidly through town to the Jail, surrounded [it] and broke in the front door.”19 A reporter 

described the mob as having “a leader, who gave all orders, which were obeyed with the quickness and 

discipline of soldiers.”20 Once inside the jail, the mob attacked Cook and “put a rope around his neck, carried 

him out of the Jail and placed him in the wagon.”21 The mob leaders claimed that Cook remained silent 

throughout the ordeal. After forcefully removing Cook from the jail, the mob shot two bullets through Cooks 

neck and proceeded to strip Cook down until only his trousers remained.22 As a final act of physical 

degradation, the mob hung Cook “from the limb of a white oak tree.”23  

  As though the lynching itself was not brutal enough, the mob posted a sign near the Western Maryland 

Railroad, which read, “Cook, the colored ravisher of Mrs. Knott, was lynched here…he confessed his crime.”24 

                                                
15 Ibid. 
16 Ibid. 
17 Ibid. 
18 Ibid. 
19 “Cook Taken From Jail,” Baltimore Sun (Baltimore, MD), June 2, 1885. 
20 Ibid. 
21 Ibid. 
22 Ibid. 
23 “Townsend Cook’s Fate,” Baltimore Sun (Baltimore, MD), June 3, 1885. 
24 Ibid. 
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Not only did the mob strip Cook of his clothes and his dignity, but it ultimately stripped Cook of his words. In 

no article was there any mention of Cook ever confessing; the mob felt it acceptable to justify their actions by 

putting words into the mouth of a young black man who maintained no control over his own fate. 

Jacob Henson: 

In 1895, Jacob Henson, Jr., was a young man.  He had, in his own words, a “fair reputation in Ellicott 

City and surroundings."25 Henson worked as a store clerk in a country store, and was on good terms with his 

employer, Daniel F. Shea. 

On the evening of February 19, 1895, Henson walked to the store where he worked to enjoy a drink with 

Shea. But as Henson and Shea were closing, a fight broke out over a beer. Shea struck Henson in the chest three 

times. Retaliating, Henson picked up a hatchet from the store and struck Shea’s head several times. 

When Shea fell to the ground, Henson fled the store. He was seen by a neighbor, who then entered the 

store to find Shea dead. Not long after, officials arrested Henson at his home in Ellicott City, then brought him 

to the county jail in Ellicott City. 

While in custody, Henson confessed to attacking Shea. He emphasized, however, that he had acted to 

protect himself. “I did not do the deed on purpose. I did it in self-defense … It was all done through 

drunkenness and excitedness,” Henson said.26 “First time arrested, first time before any court … [I] beg the 

mercies of the court.”27 Additionally, he stated that he “did not strike [Shea] after he fell.”28 

Henson also wrote about his experience of being jailed. One of his verses, quoted by the Sun, reads: 

A many a day have I sat 
Inside these prison walls, 
A waiting [sic] for the day to come 
That I may see my doom.29 
On March 28, Henson went to court, represented by prominent black lawyer W. Ashby Hawkins. In 

Henson’s defense, Hawkins argued that he did not have the mental capacity to distinguish right from wrong, 

                                                
25“The Shea Case at Ellicott City,” Baltimore Sun (Baltimore, MD), March 28,1895. 
26 Ibid. 
27 Ibid. 
28 Ibid. 
29 Ibid. 
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and thus should not be sentenced to death. Conversely, however, several doctors and members of the Maryland 

Lunacy Committee declared that Henson was competent to realize his actions and responsible for the attack. 

Within twenty-five minutes, the jury had returned a verdict of first degree murder, a capital offense. Henson’s 

execution was scheduled for June 7. One Baltimore Sun reporter wrote that “When asked by the court if he had 

anything to say, Henson replied that the jury did not give him a fair trial and the court did not be any means give 

him justice.”30 

After extensive interchange between himself and several county judges, Hawkins decided to appeal to 

Maryland’s governor, Frank Brown, for an executive clemency decision due to Henson’s mental condition. At 

this point, Henson’s case had stretched on for several months; if Hawkins’s final appeal was accepted, Henson 

might have been saved from the penalty of death. 

However, before Hawkins could argue before the governor, Henson was murdered. Just after midnight 

on May 28th, between fifteen and twenty armed and masked men appeared at the county jail. They broke down 

the door of the jail and the lock of Henson’s cell. They bound him, dragged him from the jail, and hung him. 

Under his lifeless body, they placed a placard, reading, “Governor Brown forced the law abiding citizens to 

carry out the verdict of the jury.”31 

Henson’s relatives refused to claim his body, “saying they would have nothing to do with it,” because 

Henson had been lynched.32 All the public cemeteries in Ellicott City were full; eventually, Henson was buried 

in the private cemetery of a sheriff. The tree where he had been murdered was “cut to pieces by relic-hunters,” 

parts claimed by townspeople as reminders of Henson’s death.33 Considering that, as the Baltimore Sun 

reported, “The entire community was of the opinion that [Henson] richly deserved the extreme penalty of the 

law,” it is likely that these reminders were not taken in mourning, but in celebration of Henson’s death.34 

Despite the opinion of the mob, Governor Brown stated that “...the actions of the lawless mob breaking into the 

                                                
30 “Sentenced for Crime,” Baltimore Sun (Baltimore, MD), April 3, 1895. 
31 “Jacob Henson, Jr.,” Maryland State Archives, accessed April 20, 2017, 
http://slavery.msa.maryland.gov/html/casestudies/judge_lynch.html. 
32 Ibid. 
33 Ibid. 
34 “Henson Lynched," Baltimore Sun (Baltimore, MD), May 28, 1895.  
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jail and hanging the prisoner cannot be too strongly condemned.”35 Few stood with the perspective presented by 

one Sun editorial, which stated, “The lynching …  was a wanton and brutal and cowardly act--cowardly because 

its perpetrators not only took the life of a helpless creature whose life was already forfeited, but because those 

who committed the deal sought to evade the responsibility by putting in undeservedly on the chief executive of 

the State.”36 No member of the mob that murdered Henson was ever prosecuted. 

But Henson’s death was not forgotten, even as it was treated as insignificant by white townspeople and 

officials. Not long after Henson was killed, Governor Brown ordered that anyone awaiting execution would be 

tried locally, then transferred to the State Penitentiary of Baltimore County, due to the low security of county 

prisons. It is clear that the policy did not prevent all future lynchings, but it may have saved many lives. 

Matthew Williams 

37 

Matthew Williams’ friends called him Buddie. He and his sister were raised by his grandparents after his 

mother’s death by pneumonia. Williams attended school until he was fourteen years old, when his grandfather 

                                                
35 “Jacob Henson, Jr.,” Maryland State Archives. 
36 "The Howard Lynching," Baltimore Sun (Baltimore, MD), May 29, 1895. 
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died; at that point, Williams began working to support his family. After his grandmother died, he moved in with 

his aunt’s middle-class family, where he grew up surrounded by cousins.38 

He found employment at a box factory owned by Daniel J. Elliot, who was white. Even as the Great 

Depression progressed, Elliot ensured that Williams would always have work; Williams often did jobs around 

the Elliot household when there was little work at the factory. Williams’ relationship with Daniel Elliot, and 

with the rest of the Elliot family, was close, built on mutual loyalty and fondness. As his aunt, Addie Black, told 

Afro reporter Levi H. Jolley, “Both [Daniel Elliot and his son James Elliot] trusted and liked Buddie.”39 

As a young man, Williams was a committed church-goer. He was careful with his money, a diligent 

saver who, at the time of his death, had saved a considerable $56. He neither drank nor dated. “He was never a 

boy who liked to run around; in fact, his whole idea was to work and save money,” Black said of her nephew.40 

“As far as I know, he never took a drink, and smoked only on rare occasions. He had gained a name in the 

community for his thrift … he was a fanatic for saving and tried to impress the benefit of thrift on all of his 

friends.”41 His “only frivolous indulgence,” as Sherrilyn Ifill writes, “seemed to be his hair”: he was one of very 

few men in town who had his processed, and he frequently went to the salon for touch-ups.42 

On December 3rd, 1931, Matthew Williams entered Daniel J. Elliot’s office, eventually followed by 

Daniel Elliot’s son James Elliot. At some point, two gunshots rang out. When the police arrived at Daniel J. 

Elliot’s office, they found the man himself dead, Williams wounded, and James Elliot unhurt. 

At the time, the official story of what transpired that day could be summarized by this Evening Sun 

headline: “Sees Father Killed, Shoots Attacker.”43 James Elliot, this report claimed, heard the shots, saw his 

father dead, and shot Williams in retaliation. Williams was represented as having been motivated to shoot 

Daniel J. Elliot by his anger over low wages. 

But this story was contested by many other accounts. It was widely believed that Williams had lent 

                                                
38 Sherrilyn Ifill, On the Courthouse Lawn (Boston: Beacon Press, 2007), 45. 
39  Levi H. Jolley, “Aunt Sobs, Declares ‘Buddie’ Mob Lynched Was a Good Boy,” Afro-American (Baltimore, MD), Dec. 12, 1931. 
40 Ibid. 
41 Ibid. 
42 Ifill, On the Courthouse Lawn, 45. 
43 “Sees Father Killed, Shoots Attacker,” Evening Sun (Baltimore, MD), Dec. 4, 1931. 
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money to James Elliot, money that Elliot refused to pay back.44 Williams went to Daniel J. Elliot to express his 

concerns about the debt, and Daniel ordered his son to repay Williams by December 4th. Instead, the younger 

Elliot shot both his father and Williams. Joseph L. Sutton, a Dorchester County resident, summarized it thus: 

“Didn’t nobody shoot [Daniel J. Elliot] but his son and put it on this colored fellow. And the colored fellow 

been workin’ for this man, the man had some kind of lumberyard, I think. ‘Well,’ he say, ‘he’d been workin’ for 

him ever since a boy… We know he didn’t shoot him.’”45 There was no proof that Williams had committed a 

crime; in fact, there was evidence that lead many to believe he had not. The absolute truth, however, remains 

unknown. 

On that day in 1931, however, only one account mattered to many white Salisbury residents: the account 

that blamed Williams for his longtime employer’s death. A group of white townspeople took a wounded 

Williams from his hospital bed, threw him from a window to meet the 300-person crowd waiting on the lawn, 

and dragged him to the courthouse lawn. The mob tortured Williams before hanging him in front of the 

Salisbury courthouse that night. They did not show mercy, even to his lifeless body, desecrating and publicly 

displaying his corpse.46 

Who intervened? Police chief N.H. Holland and Deputy John Parks had attempted to prevent the mob 

from entering the hospital, but they were no match for the crowd of several hundred people. Once the mob had 

penetrated the building, Helen V. Wise, hospital superintendent, told the intruders, "If you must take him, do it 

quietly."47 Later, County Sheriff Phillips tried to prevent the lynching on the courthouse lawn, as did three 

citizens--Daniel Eliot’s son-in-law, E.R. White; businessman Alexander Grier; and banker John Downing.48 

None were able to defend Williams from the mob. In short, some officials and townspeople worked to protect 

Williams, but there were not enough people willing to defend him from the swell of attackers. 

No one was ever been brought to court over Williams’ murder. Many articles on the lynching make it 
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clear that eyewitnesses abounded, but none came forward to identify those involved.49 There was general 

precedent for no justice being served to lynch mobs:  the Jeffersonian wrote after the grand jury found no one at 

fault, in March 1932, “... Salisbury and Wicomico have been washed white as snow again. If one indictment had 

been found it would have registered a shock that would have wrecked every seismograph in the western 

hemisphere.”50 But the story of what had been done to Williams was disseminated widely and with horror. A 

Baltimore Sun headline stated “Lynching Breaks 20-Year Record: Last Previous Instance of Mob Vengeance 

Occurred in 1911.”51 That such an event could occur, even after decades of apparent change, was shocking to 

Maryland residents. Matthew Williams’ murder at the hands of a mob was a horrific reminder that racist 

violence continued, very much alive, throughout the state. 

George Armwood 

52 

George Armwood was a hard-working, conscientious, and loyal community member. Born on February 

28, 1911, Armwood grew up in Westover, Maryland, on the Eastern Shore. He was the youngest of three 

siblings, and was, according to his mother, Etta Armwood, “always quiet [and] inclined towards athletics.”53 

                                                
49 “Blankety, Blankety, Blank!” Jeffersonian (Towson, MD), Mar. 6, 1932. 
50 Ibid. 
51 "Lynching Breaks 20-Year Record,” Baltimore Sun (Baltimore, MD), Dec. 5, 1931. 
52  Image source:  privately owned NAACP flyer. 
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Etta Armwood also reflected that “during [Armwood’s] entire life he has given me little trouble.”54 John 

Waters, a long-time friend of Armwood, commented, “I liked to work with him because he was easy to get 

along with, never fussing and squabbling. Whenever you needed help to finish your work… he would help you 

out.”55 Armwood’s conscientious work habits and agreeable attitude carried him through school and beyond. 

After leaving school at fifteen, Armwood began working for Mr. John H. Richardson and his wife, who were 

white. Armwood formed an amicable relationship with the Richardsons, and lived a life of labor and 

normality.56  

Narratives of Armwood’s life and personality often vary, leaving numerous details uncertain. Among 

the gaps are accusations of feeblemindedness and of an alleged rape two years before his murder. Both 

Baltimore Sun reporters and John Waters described Armwood as “feebleminded” and “a fit subject for a 

psychopathic ward.”57 However, beyond the lack of evidence to support that claim, “feeblemindedness” was a 

term often assigned to black men to excuse their inhumane treatment. The alleged assault on Zelpha Williams, a 

young black woman, was mentioned by both the Afro-American and white-run newspapers, but details remain 

vague. Accounting for the bias of white reporters, the most likely scenario was that Armwood sought protection 

from Richardson and was never charged for the alleged crime.58  

White residents, however, capitalized on the stigma of the alleged assault and told Sun reporters that 

“George Armwood … was an old offender.”59 That instance reflects a brief moment in Armwood’s life, but it 

helps to illustrate the culture of racism facing Armwood on the Eastern Shore. 

 Although the last documented lynching in Maryland (before Armwood) was of Matthew Williams in 

1931, many white people still considered it a reasonable form of punishment for black people in 1933. These 

sentiments arose with the conviction of Euel Lee, a young black man accused of assaulting a white woman. 

Whites, upset by the alleged incident, rallied for mob activity, but Lee remained imprisoned and out of the 
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mob’s hands.60 This left members of the white community sour and frustrated. In essence, mob members were 

searching for an excuse to lynch someone, and “impatient over the slow process of ‘justice’ [for Lee], a group 

of whites sought a scapegoat. He was George Armwood.”61 

 Armwood’s progression from innocent man to lynching victim began with an alleged attack on Mrs. 

Mary Denston in Princess Anne, Somerset County, MD. Accounts of what actually occurred vary widely, with 

the most gruesome story coming from Time Magazine and the most mundane coming from the Afro. Journalists 

for Time wrote: 

A stooped and toothless crone of 71 shuffled along a country road near Kingston, Md. one morning last 
week. Mrs. Mary Denston was on her way to see her daughter. Suddenly, from behind, black hands were 
laid upon her. Cackling and kicking feebly she was dragged by a young Negro buck to a clump of 
bushes … [where] she was raped.62 
 
In contrast to that account, Philip Dray, author of At the Hands of Persons Unknown, wrote, “The black 

community told a different story. Reporter Rose Bradley was told that the idea that Armwood would rape an old 

lady like Mrs. Denston was ludicrous.”63 Other black reporters provided limited details, and in her book On the 

Courthouse Lawn, Sherilynn Ifill writes simply that “[Armwood] was accused of actually assaulting Mary 

Denston.”64  

 The narratives of Armwood’s life and lynching diverge further as news stories become more biased; 

there is a clear divide between white and black reporters’ stories. The following paragraphs synthesize the 

multitude of perspectives present in news reports following the lynching.65 

 After the alleged assault of Mary Denston, Armwood supposedly fled the scene in order to seek out 

safety. As Armwood fled, word spread about Denston’s assault and a search party was sent out to locate 

Armwood. Armwood, aware of the search party, supposedly fled to a friends, who unexpectedly turned 

Armwood in to the police. As information on Armwood’s alleged crime spread, excitement grew among whites 
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until a sizable mob had gathered.66 Understanding the looming threat of a lynching, “Captain Edwin 

Mckjohnson of the State Police telephoned Governor [Albert] Ritchie [to say] it was feared Armwood 

‘wouldn’t last long’ unless he was whisked away to safety.”67 From Salisbury, where he was originally 

imprisoned, Armwood was taken for a short stint in the Baltimore County Jail.  

 Despite an effort by Governor Ritchie and Judge Duer to protect Armwood from the mob, Armwood 

was returned to the Eastern Shore, to Princess Anne, on October 17.68 News spread of Armwood’s return and “a 

determined lynch mob began to form within an hour of his arrival,” writes Ifill.69 Facing the growing crowd, 

Judge Duer made a half-hearted plea to the mob to disband, but then left to eat dinner with a friend, ignoring the 

raucous crowd. While Duer sat at dinner, the crowd grew rowdier. Soon after, hostilities commenced.70  

 The lynch mob forcibly battered their way into the prison, disregarding the outnumbered security 

guards, and stormed through looking for Armwood. Momentarily, Armwood hid under his mattress in hopes of 

protecting himself, but the mob soon found him. 71 Details about events between the storming of the prison and 

the lynching differ significantly by newspaper, but they all agreed on the brutality Armwood faced. In the 

moments leading up to his hanging, Armwood was beaten, stabbed, and jeered at; some said Armwood 

bargained for his life, but others dismissed him, claiming Armwood was silent but combative. 

 In the report from Time Magazine, which failed to mention Armwood’s first name, an observer wrote: 

Negro Armwood was bleeding from head and chest when he was dragged out of jail. He was stunned 
from the fight he had put up in his cell. He made no outcry, even when a young boy leaped on his back 
and cut off one of his ears. He fell often underfoot as the mob dragged him along.72 
 

In a tone contrasting Time’s, Ifill writes: 

He was taken from his cell begging for mercy. Almost immediately he was stabbed by a member of the 
mob. He was dragged into the hall by his feet and down the stairs to the first floor. His head hit every 
one of the metal steps while being pulled down to the first floor.73  
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 Details of Armwood’s words and emotions leading up to his violent death are scarce, but multiple 

articles state that he was unconsciousness, if not dead, before the lynch mob hanged him. 

 As the mob hung Armwood, “shouts of ‘let him swing’…” echoed through the crowd.74 Within five 

minutes, mob leaders cut the rope, and a dead Armwood dropped down. However, still rambunctious and newly 

energized, mob participants took his body dragged him about half a mile away, possibly past Judge Duer’s 

house.75 As a final act of vicious retaliation, “the dead man was lifted high by half a dozen men and flung to the 

flames,” on “a burning pyre.”76 “Several hours later,” according to Time Magazine observers, “troopers put 

what was left of George Armwood on a truck” headed for the lumber yard.77 

 Members of the Afro American, the only black newspaper to report firsthand on the lynching, arrived 

after the atrocity. While white reporters dispersed and mob participants shrunk back into their everyday lives, 

Afro reporters charged themselves with informing Armwood’s family and friends of his fate, and gaining 

information about Armwood’s life.78 Etta Armwood, George Armwood’s mother, told these reporters the 

following: 

He didn’t have a chance, not even to repent if he did attack this woman. My heart is broken, and I shall 
never recover from the shock. I was unaware of his death until you reporters came, but the sights of you 
made me fear that something had happened to him. I can only live now for my other two children. This 
thing shall worry me the rest of my life”.79 
 

Conclusion: 

 
Each of the five narratives featured in this pamphlet presents an individual with unique circumstances. 

We tell only five stories out of the thirty-five lynchings that occurred in Maryland. However, these individual 

stories constitute the larger narrative of lynching victims, both in Maryland and throughout the country. Early in 

our research, we noticed patterns in the lynching stories, many of which are evident in the five narratives. 

Central patterns include the following: a lynching occurring after a black man was accused of assaulting a white 

woman, the presence of a crowd of bystanders, mobs breaking into prisons, and the accused declaring their guilt 
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under pressure to do so.  These patterns illustrate the systematic nature of lynching. Lynchings were not 

random, sporadic events, but incidents within a greater pattern of violence. As mentioned in our methodology 

section, a lynching is a form of racial terror enacted by a mob with the purpose of creating a public spectacle of 

its victim’s suffering and death. The function of a lynching is to instill fear in the black community of a given 

town or city and to demonstrate white supremacy. Although we can never know whether each man was guilty 

of his crime or how each man felt about his situation, it is important to dissect and interrogate all available 

information in order to understand lynchings and their legacy. 

The stories of  Howard Cooper, Townshend Cook, Jacob Henson, Jr., Matthew Williams, and George 

Armwood are upsetting and tragic. To some readers, they may feel foreign. It seems easy, even desirable, to 

shove these stories deep into the drawers of history, but the urge to forget acts only to further dehumanize each 

of these individuals. When we choose to disengage with stories of lynching because of their brutality and distant 

feel, we choose to ignore the stories of everyday people who suffered at the hands of a system built against 

them. We choose to ignore a past that continues to shape our country and our own lives.           

Today, many people continue to suffer at the hands of systems built against them. Although lynching, as 

described in this pamphlet, has ceased to exist, new forms of race-based injustice have taken its place. Mass 

incarceration, the systematic imprisonment of young black boys and men for nonviolent crimes, is among the 

most startling and widespread injustices affecting America today. According to the National Association for the 

Advancement of Colored People, black Americans “constitute nearly 1 million of the total 2.3 million 

incarcerated population” and “serve virtually as much time in prison for a drug offense (58.7 months) as whites 

do for a violent offense (61.7 months).”80 If released from prison, individuals are barred from voting, attaining 

decent jobs, or pursuing higher-educational opportunities. In describing the plight of nonviolent black offenders 

today, Michelle Alexander, author of the New Jim Crow, writes, “through a web of laws, regulations, and 

informed rules, all of which are powerfully reinforced by social stigma, [black prisoners] are confined to the 

margins of mainstream society.”81 Like lynching, mass incarceration acts as a method of silencing black people. 

                                                
80 “Criminal Justice Fact Sheet,” NAACP, accessed April 20, 2017, http://www.naacp.org/criminal-justice-fact-sheet/. 
81 Michelle Alexander, The New Jim Crow (New York: The New Press, 2012), 4. 
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It is imperative that we, as Americans, take the opportunity to participate in the process of truth and 

reconciliation and commit to working to end modern injustices. While that is a daunting goal, each process 

starts with a small action, perhaps as simple as reading and reflecting on this pamphlet. Ultimately, however, it 

is our hope that the stories presented in this pamphlet inspire you to grapple with a horrendous era in 

Maryland’s history, create links between historical and modern race-based injustices, and work toward a more 

just future. 

Research Methods, Sources and Acknowledgements 

We relied heavily on the work of Sherrilyn Ifill and Linda Duyer, both trailblazers in the study of 

lynching in Maryland. Ifill’s On the Courthouse Lawn and Duyer’s Mob Law on Delmarva were invaluable 

resources, both in terms of information and approach to the subject matter.  

Primary accounts, like diaries and personal letters, would have been invaluable as resources, whether 

these came from the victims or participants; however, we were unable to find such sources. Instead, we relied 

largely on newspapers. In examining newspaper articles we specifically sought out profiles of victims, 

interviews with members of the black community, and comments from mob participants. White-owned papers 

and white-narrated accounts tended to omit the information we sought, though some proved useful, especially 

the Baltimore Sun and local county papers. We focused primarily on black newspapers such as the Baltimore 

Afro-American, whose coverage of lynching often included interviews with those close to the victim and serious 

investigations of the murder.82 Despite the wealth of articles, information on the backgrounds of the victims of 

lynching was still difficult to obtain.  

Suppression of black voices and systematic neglect of black lives in this era accounted for the scarcity of 

sources regarding the everyday lives of the people whose stories we tell here. Ultimately, we selected the stories 

we would tell based partly on the availability of sources on each, but even when selecting for incidents with 

more media coverage, we struggled to find accounts by black witnesses and community members. 

 

                                                
82 The Maryland State Archives and the Maryland Historical Society provided access to numerous articles from the Baltimore Sun, 
local county papers, and the Afro-American.  
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Additional Resources 

 

If, after reading this pamphlet, you are interested in learning more about lynching and racial terror or taking 

action, the following resources may guide you in the right direction. 

The Equal Justice Initiative- http://eji.org 

The NAACP- http://www.naacp.org 

The Maryland State Archives-  http://msa.maryland.gov 

Local historical societies or civil rights organizations 

If you have questions, comments, or concerns about this pamphlet or our research process, please email us at 

lynchingmemorialprojectmd@gmail.com. 
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An image of Matthew Williams at a vigil commemorating his death by lynching in 1931. Salisbury, Maryland, 
2016.83 
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Rebecca Pickering 
10/16/16 

Stuff 
Closed to the Open 

Out in the fields (but not up the river) at Hereford Middle School lies the tennis court, the 

most hideous place in the entire world.  

Over the summer between seventh and eighth grade, I got really involved in ballet 

dancing. Unfortunately, I danced so much that I wore the cartilage in my knee down until the 

bones started rubbing together, and I was on crutches for over a month. On my first day at 

Hereford Middle, I brought my backpack with me to class so I wouldn’t have to carry my books 

in my hands. I got all the way to first period before my teacher yelled at me, explaining that my 

backpack had to stay in my locker the entire day, unless I had a note from the doctor. I couldn’t 

just get a note from the doctor right away, so for the first week of school, I carried my books and 

binders in my hands as I stumbled awkwardly to class. This was doable; after dropping my books 

a few times, I figured out how to pin them between my arms and my crutches without dropping 

them as often. Well, it was  doable. Then came gym class: boring, clammy, stinky, everlasting 

gym class. Even though I was too injured to participate, my school required me to accompany 

my class to gym.  It was always outside in the metal cell that is the tennis court, making it 

necessary for me to wobble down hills and stairs on my crutches while no one offered to help. 

Surrounding the court was a chain-link cage that got cold in the winter and stung the back of my 

neck when I leaned against it. There was a huge swinging door that our teacher always made a 

big deal about keeping shut, trapping everyone inside until class was over. The floor of the court 

had this gravel-like stuff on it that skinned my knees when I fell and stained my socks and 
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sneakers when I ran. When it rained, the surface got thick like muck and smelled like sweat. I 

wasn’t alone in my suffering, though; the court only allowed for two teams to play anything at 

the same time, which meant many of my classmates actually spent most of their time sitting in 

the dirt, staining their awkwardly tight gym shorts. I thought going to gym class while on 

crutches was horrible, but it turned out that, once I was off crutches, actually participating was 

far worse. I completely embarrassed myself no matter what sport, and could see the exasperation 

on my classmates’ faces when Mr. Simms announced that I would be on their team. When we 

played handball, for example, instead of passing the ball to my teammate, I routinely (and not on 

purpose) threw it over the fence into the road.  

Months after my knee was healed, we had the PARCC test (The Partnership for 

Assessment of Readiness for College and Careers): a five-day standardized exam the entire 

county was forced to take.  On this particular day, the PARCC was a 63-page English exam that 

we had four hours to complete.  As we began the test, the squeaking of dry erasers and the stench 

of anxiety and unpreparedness filled the room. About three hours in, my fingers cramped so 

tight, I thought they might snap; my eyes ached from racing over stories and questions, trying to 

keep up with the impossible pace set by Timmy, who sat next to me. He seemed to know the 

answers before knowing the questions. After staring at an alarmingly large hairball on the floor 

for a solid 40 seconds, I filled the rest of the bubbles in without bothering to even skim what I 

was answering. 

After the brutal test, our teacher gave us a STEM challenge as a “reward”; the winning 

team would receive two Airheads to share and the choice of activity for the next hour. We 

received ten centimeters of masking tape, two coffee stirrers, five straws, and fifteen sheets of 
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paper and were instructed to use them to build something that could float in a bucket of water for 

fifteen seconds, while holding two ping pong balls as high in the air as possible. After trial and 

error, my friend Lily and I discovered how to complete the challenge, creating something 

resemblingl a rocketship on top of a submarine. It towered above all of the other structures and 

held our ping pong balls 21 inches in the air.  

We grinned goofily as Ms. August handed us our watermelon Airheads and asked what 

we wanted to do for the next hour.  As we’d built our raft, Lily and I had discussed what we 

would choose if we won, and had agreed on a nature walk.  Hereford Middle is surrounded by 

tall trees, trickling creeks, and rolling meadows, so we were pretty excited to find out where our 

science teacher would take us.  I had a feeling it would be somewhere special to make up for our 

awful day so far.  When we exited through the front doors of the school and stepped into the 

mysterious mist, I just knew it would be somewhere magical.  We began walking down the road 

to the steps above the field.  As I walked down the steps, I assumed we were going into the 

woods past the tennis court, but when I reached the bottom, I saw my teacher had stopped at the 

gate. As we waited for her to start walking again, she yelled in a cold, dead voice: “Okay, walk 

around the court five times and we’ll head back inside to finish Mr. Peabody and Sherman.” I 

was disappointed but, unfortunately, not surprised. I spent most of my time out there watching 

Gaige, a girl in my class, who’d chosen to wear six-inch wedges to school that day. She had one 

friend on each arm practically carrying her around the court as she did her laps. 

After we finished shuffling in, I heard the sharp clang of the metal door as Ms. August 

swung it shut. Trapped inside, I dragged myself along the perimeter of the tennis court, and 

thought, “I could literally do this in prison.”  
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Revised: 11/6, 1/13 
Branch Seidenman 

Small > Big 

 

 

 When it comes to M&Ms, size is very important. And let me tell you--bigger is not always better. 

There are two sizes, regular and mini, and anyone who tells you regular is better is either lying to you or 

lying to themselves. There are three main reasons why M&M minis are superior, the biggest one one being 

they undeniably taste better. Another reason is that you can eat more minis without feeling guilty about 

eating so many. Finally, M&M minis usually come in a plastic tube, which is far more entertaining to eat 

out of than a bag. It’s clear to anyone who has eaten both (and if you haven’t eaten minis, I highly encourage 

you to do so) that M&M minis are unequivocally better than regular M&Ms. 

 When it comes to taste, there is no contest. M&M minis simply taste much better, and there’s math 

to back this up. When you take an object, such as a M&M mini, and make it bigger, into, say, a regular 

M&M, both the surface area (colorful candied layer) and the volume (chocolate insides) increase--but at 

unequal rates. Volume increases at a much faster rate, which means on a regular M&M you’re getting much 

more chocolate than you are candied layer.1 But here’s the thing: the candied layer is better than the 

chocolate inside. You may be thinking, “does crunchy sugar really taste better than chocolate?” This is a 

good question, and normally the answer would be no, chocolate tastes better. The key factor, however, is 

that M&Ms’ chocolate isn’t great. In fact, it’s pretty bad. It, in and of itself is basically crunchy sugar as 

well, being so processed. It’s not real chocolate. Therefore, the crunchy sugar on the outside wins for at 

least being honest about what it is. And this is why with the M&M minis taste better--the candied layer-to-

chocolate ratio is weighted more evenly than with regular M&Ms, where there’s a lot more chocolate than 

candied layer. You simply cannot argue with this kind of math. 

 Another important thing when considering candy and chocolate is how much you can eat without 

feeling bad about how much you just ate. It’s simple logic than when something is smaller, you can eat 

more without feeling as bad. “Oh, it’s just another one of these small, little M&Ms! It doesn’t matter!” vs 

“Oh, well this is a big pack of M&Ms. I should probably stop.” Of course, no one actually wants to stop, 

so the M&M minis definitely get the advantage here. Science has also proven this claim to be true in favor 

                                                      
1 http://www.enotes.com/homework-help/why-does-surface-area-volume-ratio-increase-cell-469812 
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of the minis: “Large meals burden the digestive system… By eating smaller meals you prevent this, and the 

body functions more efficiently throughout the day.”2 While they aren’t specifically referring to packs of 

M&Ms, the same logic can still be applied to this situation. 

 I shouldn’t even have to mention how much better it is to eat M&Ms out of a hard plastic tube with 

a flip-up clip-close top than it is to eat them out of a lowly coated paper bag you rip open. I mean, come on. 

First off, hard plastic vs. paper: hard plastic will hold its shape, which paper won’t. This allows the holder 

to clutch the tube without spilling its contents by squeezing too much. Second, flip-up top: it’s the same 

principle that makes flip-phones so great. It’s fun to slam things shut. It just is. And that’s something that 

cannot be done once you’ve ripped open the regular M&M bag. Third, clip-close top: the benefit here is 

obvious; you can save the M&Ms for later by closing the top. This is yet another thing that cannot be 

accomplished with the paper bag. Also, there’s a satisfying click that the clip-close top gives you that the 

paper bag does not. Finally, reusability: with M&M minis’ packaging, you can reuse the tube for a bunch 

of things, including (but not limited to), finger hats, fidget toys, or something to hold knick-knacks. The 

things that the paper bag cannot do are piling up faster than you can eat a tube of M&M minis. 

 It’s clear that M&M minis are better than regular sized M&Ms in every way. Don’t get me wrong-

-if offered regular M&Ms, I would not turn them down. However given the choice, I would pick M&M 

minis over regular M&Ms any day. M&M minis are tastier, you don’t feel as bad eating them, and the 

packaging is infinitely better. It is for these reasons that I believe that M&M minis are indisputably superior 

than regular sized M&Ms, and honestly, most other candies as well. 

                                                      
2 http://www.dailymail.co.uk/health/article-53111/Why-eating-little-best.html 
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Jack Sheehy 

4/15/17 
The Times F 

Ratf**ked: “When You Draw the Lines, You Make the Rules” 

 If you ask most Americans — liberal or conservative, urban or rural, rich or poor, native-

born or immigrant — what they think about the state of United States politics and government 

in 2017, they would likely immediately jump to opine about the 2016 election and the presidency 

of Donald J. Trump. They may praise him for his lack of political correctness, “winning” 

experience, or tough stance on immigration. Or they may despise him for lying, inciting hate, or 

acting unpresidential. They may bemoan the loss of Hillary Clinton, which came as a surprise to 

many, or they may say that it is great to have a Washington outsider as president. It is 

conversation like this that has dominated news cycle after news cycle in recent months. Of 

course, paying attention to presidential elections and presidents is a citizen’s right, perhaps even 

duty, in this democracy. This constant conversation about prominent, highly-dramatized issues, 

however, can serve to distract from political occurrences that, although less prominent, are of 

equal or greater importance. That phenomenon is why the Democrats got ratf**ked, the House 

of Representatives turned bright red, and most Americans had no idea, even though it all 

happened in plain sight. 

Ratf**ked: The True Story Behind the Secret Plan to Steal America’s Democracy tells the 

story of how Republicans took control of the House. A ratf**k, the book says, “is a dirty deed 

done dirt cheap.” Ratf**king is a term for political sabotage that was used in All the President’s 

Men, Carl Bernstein and Bob Woodward’s book about how they uncovered the Watergate 

scandal and brought down the Nixon administration. Written by Salon editor-in-chief David 

Daley, Ratf**ked chronicles the GOP’s concerted, low-profile effort to gain control of the House 

of Representatives by winning majorities in state legislatures in order to lead the redrawing of 

congressional district lines. Barack Obama’s election in 2008, which Daley characterizes as 

“electrifying,” and the accompanying Democratic wave spurred Republican operatives like Chris 

Jankowski of the Republican State Leadership Committee (RSLC) to act. As Daley outlines in 

the book’s introduction, Jankowski and his colleagues began the Redistricting Majority Project, 
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REDMAP, and strategized to take down Democratic state legislators in swing districts. More 

exactly, REDMAP focused on 107 state legislature seats in 16 states, and winning those seats 

would give Republicans control over drawing the district lines for almost 190 U.S. House seats. 

Of REDMAP’s goal, Daley writes: “The assertion is so bold, yet so sensical, that one does not 

know whether to stand back and admire the audaciousness, indict the Democrats for gross 

negligence and lack of imagination, or simply howl over the undemocraticness of it all.” 

Ratf**ked details the tactics Republicans used in eight states, as well as why REDMAP 

succeeded and the lasting impact of its work.  

With district lines and voter data as the subject, maps and statistics are obviously a key 

component of the nonfiction book, but in no way do they make the pace of the book feel slow. 

The book is filled with quotes from Republican operatives, mapping gurus, political science 

professors, and elected officials (or former elected officials) that bring the district lines and 

political sabotage to life. Daley brings his reader inside the world of people like David 

Levdansky, a Democrat and longtime committee chairman in the Pennsylvania House of 

Representatives who gives a genuine account of how he went from a community leader, of sorts, 

to a victim of largely false political advertising funded by the RSLC. “‘I wouldn’t vote for me 

either, if any of this was true,’ Levdansky says, shaking his head angrily after all this time, his 

head a boiling teakettle.” In other chapters, too, Ratf**ked paints a picture of the American 

towns and counties where this political sabotage and gerrymandering occurred. When 

chronicling what Republicans accomplished in Michigan, Daley takes the reader on a drive 

through all the absurd twists and turns of Michigan’s snake-shaped 14th congressional district 

that was designed to pack as many African-American voters from Detroit and Pontiac into one 

district, while leaving out white suburban voters. He describes the run-down communities all 

consolidated into the 14th and then, of course, ties it back to the redistricting process. “There 

will be no easy campaign cash and no famous constituency for the member of Congress from the 
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14th. It is as if the mapmaker found the very line between hope and despair and etched it onto 

these streets.” 

Daley also makes use of colorful and vivid language to describe people, places, and, most 

notably, maps. The Pennsylvania 7th congressional district is referred to as “Donald Duck 

kicking Goofy,” and it really does look like that. North Carolina’s 2nd is described as “Wile E. 

Coyote on a hoverboard behind Peppa Pig.” Sure, these descriptions of gerrymandered districts 

help to liven up the topic and keep the reader engaged (not that the reader otherwise wouldn’t 

be), but Daley seems to use language like this to point out the ridiculousness of many of these 

districts and how undemocratic they are. The one aspect of the book that is somewhat 

bothersome has to do with how Daley’s opinion comes through. He says he is not arguing in 

support of Democratic control of Congress, and he doesn’t, but, at times, his disapproval of the 

Republican gerrymandering is a touch too prominent in his discussion of the facts. 

 Some journalists have asserted that Ratf**ked is more important to read now, since the 

election of Donald Trump, than it has ever been before. That, however, downplays the 

significance of the story told by the book. The gerrymandering and ratf**king pulled off by the 

Republicans has had a tremendous effect on the nation, yet this story that says so much about 

American democracy in the last ten years is told nowhere else. While, yes, the mainstream news 

media talks about how the House of Representatives has become more Republican or how our 

government is becoming more and more partisan, no one explains how it all happened. 

Ratf**ked, though, does exactly that. It provides a fast-paced, vivid, and information-filled 

account of how U.S. democracy was sent on a new, different course for the foreseeable future. 
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Rainer Maria Rilke 
Sonnets to Orpheus 
Translated by William R. Warren 

 
 

II, 5 

 
Blumenmuskel, der der Anemone 
Wiesenmorgen nach und nach erschließt, 
Bis in ihnen Schooß das polyphone 
Licht der lauten Himmel sich ergießt, 
 
In den stillen Blütenstern gespannter 
Muskel des unendlichen Empfangs, 
Manchmal so von Fülle übermanter, 
Daß der Ruhewink des Untergangs 
 
Kaum vermag die weitzurückgeschnellten 
Blätterränder die zurückzugeben: 
Du, Entschluß und Kraft von wieviel Welten! 
 
Wir Gewaltsamen, wir währen länger. 
Aber wann, in welchem aller Leben, 
Sind wir endlich offen und Empfänger? 
 
II, 5 

 
Flower-muscle, the Anemone’s  
Boundless meadow-morning, little-by-little, is opened, 
Until, into its lap, polyphonic 
Light of the loud heavens comes pouring, 
 
In the still, blooming stars lie tense 
Muscles of unending receptions, 
At times so overwhelmed by fullness, 
That the tranquil nod of the sunset 
 
Is barely able to aid the far-flitted 
Petal-rims in their return: 
You, resolve and strength of how many worlds! 
 
We, the violent, longer we remain.  
But when, in which of all lives, 
Are we finally open and receiving? 
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 William R. Warren 

Worldsong 

 

 Rainer Maria Rilke writes his Sonnets to Orpheus as a means of self-conveyance and 

transformation from an uninformed, oblivious state to an enlightened one. It is this state of 

existential understanding that he seeks, and finds, by way of setting his thoughts and revelations 

to paper in the form of poetry. These revelations, when collected, form one concrete and 

stunningly beautiful philosophy— it is a philosophy that, in no longer existing in a purely 

ephemeral, mental state, is, by Rilke’s hand made into something accessible and tangible, written 

poetry. This poetry is his conveyance of his philosophy, his religion, in written form. In doing 

this, Rilke facilitates its proliferation. Rilke would like all people to consider, and ideally, accept 

the word of his poetry. This paper was written with the same goal, and will attempt to aid readers 

of Rilke in their quest for an Authentic Experience, an experience devoid of trivial distractions, 

one awash with pure, unadulterated love and understanding of the Earth and an earthly existence. 

by way of poetry.  

Before delving into an analysis of Rilke’s Sonnets to Orpheus, the reader must first 

accept a few concepts to be inherently true in the context of his poetry. With this in mind, I will 

begin by postulating these concepts. Throughout the Sonnets to Orpheus, one comes across 

certain recurring themes, most of whose significance is encapsulated, in and represented by, 

objects. These themes are expressed by the Tree, the Lyre, the Flower or Rose, and Song or 

Music.  

In the Sonnets to Orpheus, the Tree is representational of a hierarchy of wisdom (wisdom 

being, for Rilke, existential understanding) and comprehension of life, with those at the roots 

being the closest to the origins of the Tree, and therefore closest to the origins of both the 

universe and existence. This understanding manifests itself in the form of gained closeness to 

nature and the resulting heightened awareness of nature’s beauty. The nature of a tree, this 

fundamental organ in the workings of nature, is that, as a seed, it puts out roots. Those at the 

branches, adults, are the furthest from, and consequently remember the least of, the origins. From 

the the sixth sonnet: “They more adeptly bend the willow’s branches/ who have experience of 

the willow’s roots.” That is to say, those who are not far from the roots, adolescents, are the most 

apt, due to their insight, to influence and guide (“bend) those who are closest to the branches or 
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furthest from the roots. Alan Watts’ lecture entitled The Nature of Consciousness plainly 

illustrates this youthful insight, the clairvoyance of the inherently unconditioned: 

 
“You get a baby, what’s the fundamental first game you play with a baby? You put a 

book in front of your face, and you peek at the baby. The baby starts giggling because the baby is 
close to the origins of life. It comes from the womb really knowing what it’s all about, but it can’t 
put it into words. See, what every child psychologist really wants to know is to get a baby to talk 
psychological jargon, and explain how it feels. But the baby knows; you do this, this, this, and 
this, and the baby starts laughing, because the baby is a recent incarnation of God. And the baby 
knows, therefore, that hide and seek is the basic game.” 

 

 The Lyre is another favorite symbol of Rilke’s. In his poetry, the Lyre is Orpheus’ Song 

and nature’s mouthpiece. It is the natural Song, refined, purified, and made understandable to the 

human ear by Orpheus’ consummate dedication when playing it on his Lyre. In this way, Rilke 

expresses the Lyre’s importance and its relation to Song in his nineteenth sonnet:  

 
Over what changes and passes, 

Wider and freer, 
Your deep song still hovers, 

O God with the lyre. 
 

What Rilke is getting at in this sonnet is that through ever-changing environments, God’s Song is 

still able to be heard by those who listen, by the grace of the Lyre, His mouthpiece. Merely by 

the Lyre’s inclusion is Rilke implying its importance with relation to Song. Without the Lyre, 

there is no Song, and without the Song, there is no way to express in a tangible way the meaning 

and beauty of the universe’s ever-present, unperceivable vibrations and undulations. As Rilke 

renders his philosophy into a tangible form, poetry, the Lyre and its player render these 

vibrations into a tangible form, Song.  

 The Flower and the Rose, being interchangeable in Rilke’s poetry, are repeatedly 

referenced throughout the sonnets. Most often, Rilke uses floral imagery with the intention of 

invoking the Flower’s fleeting beauty and transience, both of which are representational of the 

ephemeral nature of one's life-understanding and the ever increasing distance for most between 

themselves and the root of the tree. This idea of distance is represented in the Flower by way of 

likening the Flower’s aging, fading, and death to the greater distance that one feels between 

themselves and the root or origin as one ages. In the following passage from Rilke’s twenty fifth 

sonnet, the transience of this youthful closeness is exemplified:  
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But you now, O stolen one, whom I knew, 
Like a flower I had no name for, once more 
Will I rehearse you and show you to them, 

O beautiful playmate of the unquenchable cry. 
 

Here, the “stolen one” is the once-possessed understanding that came with youth and closeness 

to the root, stolen away by inevitable aging. He knew it like a flower, for his knowledge of it was 

brief, as is the nature of the existence of the Flower. The subject of this poem, seemingly Rilke 

himself, states that he will again rehearse and show this “stolen one,” meaning that he has 

discovered a way to reäccess the knowledge of the root and will attempt to proliferate this 

knowledge throughout human society by making it accessible through poetry. Finally, Rilke is 

implying that this “beautiful playmate,” this awesome knowledge, is unable to be quelled, and is 

omnipresent, inviting rediscovery by those willing to access it.  

 The final postulate is that of the significance of Song and Music. For Rilke, there exists, 

flowing out of the Earth, a vital, primal Song that has been since its birth:  

 
Once and forever  

It’s Orpheus, when there’s song. He comes and goes. 
Isn’t it grace enough when now and then 

He stays on a few days, outlasting the bowl of roses?”  
 

The antiquity of the Song is expressed here through Orpheus’ outlasting the transience of the 

bowl of roses, crystallizing the Song’s permanence by expressing Orpheus’ longevity, with 

Orpheus being the human embodiment of Earth’s Song, having taken it within himself, and being 

now a proliferator of its truth, a prophet. The Song is something that, in its vibrations and 

pulsations, permeates all. It is, for Rilke, both Earth’s plea and invitation to be understood. This 

Song or Music is the key to the comprehension of the nature of an Earthly, animal existence, and 

therefore through its acceptance, adoption, and understanding, one is made able to live an 

Authentic Experience. This Authentic Experience is an enlightened existence, one in which the 

individual can observe the simple beauty of nature, not with the speculative eye of an outsider, or 

the analytical eye of a scientist, but rather with the familial view of one who is part and parcel of 

nature itself. With the complete adoption and acceptance of this view, one gains, as I have, a 

profound appreciation for the beauty of the Earth’s workings: the vivid, fluorescent, pulsating 

quality of chlorophyllic green, and its contrast with the stony gray of exposed mountain-rock; the 

vast, natural silence of wind through fields of grass and wildflowers. The enlightened observer is 
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astonished beyond words by nature’s majesty, understanding their oneness with such an 

unfathomably beautiful existence.  

 In The Birth of Tragedy from the Spirit of Music, Nietzsche postulates that no art is the 

result of the creativity of man, but rather results from nature’s drive to satisfy her artistic urges. 

About both the relationship that exists between the artist and nature, and the Apolline and 

Dionysiac, Nietzsche writes: 
 
We have so far considered the Apolline, and its opposite, the Dionysiac, as artistic 
powers which spring from nature itself, without the meditation of the human artist, and in 
which nature’s artistic urges are immediately and directly satisfied 
 

He says that the artist is nature’s arm and tool to use, with his master not being his brain, but 

rather nature’s will. Nietzsche then goes on to detail his belief that the artist, like Orpheus, is able 

to clearly articulate, due to his proximity to the source of Song, the aforementioned root, and his 

comprehension and acceptance of it, nature’s true Song or image. Speaking of the Appoline 

dream artist and the Dionysiac ecstatic artist, Nietzsche writes the following: 
 
This is how we must imagine him as he sinks down, lonely and apart from the revelling 
choruses in Dionysiac drunkenness and musical self-negation, as his own condition, his 
unity with the innermost core of the world is revealed to him in a symbolic dream-image. 
 

What Nietzsche writes above about the source of art, and therefore Song, is that it is something 

that emanates from nature itself, and that it has the ability to reveal to its observer/hearer the true 

nature of an earthly, animal existence in the form of the “symbolic dream-image.” This 

“symbolic dream-image” is nature’s truth, not yet processed into a tangible, understandable form 

by the artist, be he painter, poet, or musician.  

 As with most famous philosophies or ways of thinking, there is something that is being 

fought for, and something that is being fought against. As has already been established, Rilke 

fights for enlightenment and liberation from the Machine. This Machine symbolises, for Rilke, 

the functionings of modern society. The Machine itself is only mentioned directly in two of his 

sonnets; however, it is relevant to most of them. In the sonnets, the Machine is the ordered 

society in which we live, that restricts one’s choice of how to live and exist. It is a society that 

promotes distractions, the biggest of which arises out of commercialism. Most modern humans 

spend their lives working and living for things, rather than living for the experiences encountered 

in their lives. It is now common to overhear people expressing their impatience and anticipation 
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for new, and, due to their societal conditioning, more exciting and alluring products, be it the 

new iPhone, Nike shoe, or even Tesla car. Rilke views this behavior as a distraction from the 

beauties of the world, as these products are nothing more than tools. The clamor of this Machine 

makes it impossible for those who finance it to hear the Song over such noise. In his eighteenth 

sonnet, Rilke writes the following: 

 
Master, do you hear the New, 

Rumbling and quaking? 
Harbingers arrive 

To proclaim its reign. 
 

Surely no hearing can be whole 
In this incessant clamor, 

Yet every part of the machine 
Wants its praise. 

 
Behold the machine: 

How it rolls and wreaks vengeance 
And drains and deforms us. 

 
Yet since it has its strength from us, 

Let it without vehemence 
Drive and serve. 

 
The first stanza suggests that humans were not always in the state in which we find ourselves in 
the modern era, suggesting a fall from grace, saying, “Master, do you hear the New,/ rumbling 
and quaking?” The Master about which Rilke writes is natural divinity, the authentic Earth-god. 
In the following stanzas, Rilke details the impossibility of hearing the Song when distracted by 
the Machine, and the damage that this Machine does to our society. Rilke insists that if one 
cannot escape the enslavement of this Machine, even if nothing but its idea or conception 
remains, that one will not hear the Music. He elaborates on these ideas in the tenth sonnet of his 
second series: 

All that we’ve gained the machine threatens, as long 
As it dares to exist as Idea, not obedient tool. 

To inure us to the hand’s more masterful lingerings,  
It cuts for rigid buildings starker stone.  

 
Nowhere does it idle, it gives us no chance to flee 

And leave it self-lubricating in silent factories. 
It is life, —believes it does everything best, 
Making, arranging, destroying, all the same.  

 
But for us existence still can enchant; in a hundred 

Places it’s still Origin. A play of pure forces, 
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Which no one touches without kneeling in awe. 
 

Words still softly give way before the unsayable… 
And music, forever new, out of the most tremulous stones 

Builds in unusable space her house fit for gods.  
 

 Throughout the Sonnets to Orpheus, there is a recurring theme of children’s having an 

inherently uninfluenced, and therefore pure, worldview. Because of their young age, children 

have most often not had the chance to be radically influenced by the society into which they 

were born. As children, they have not yet, in Rilke’s view, become a part of, or accepted the rule 

of, the Machine. They are not distracted by its magnetism and accompanying implications, and 

are therefore able to hear the song’s every register, having a complete understanding of its 

complexities and its beauty. There is a clear distinction in the writing of Rilke between knowing 

or understanding, and knowing of or being aware of. Children, Rilke believes, have greater ease 

of understanding nature’s Song, and that rather than simply knowing of it as one knows the first 

twenty digits of pi, they comprehend its complexities, depth, and significance as a mathematician 

does with relation to pi: 
Spring has come again. The earth 

Is like a child who knows poems by heart; 
Many, so many! …For the work 

Of such long learning, she wins the prize. 
 

Her teacher was demanding. We’d grown fond 
Of the white in the old man’s beard. 

Now when we ask her what the green and the blue are: 
She can tell us, she knows it, she knows! 

 
Earth, lucky earth, on holiday, play  

With the children now. We want to catch you, 
Happy earth. And the luckiest will. 

 
What her teacher taught her! So many things, 

And what’s imprinted in the roots and on the long 
Difficult stems: she sings it, she sings! 

 
What Rilke intimates in this, his twenty-first sonnet is that the Earth is continuously spewing 

forth this poem like a child who, in their pride at having memorised something, incessantly 

recites it verbatim. Then, he says, that the girl is able to tell us what the blue and the green are. 

She is able to do this because she now does not only know of it, but truly comprehends it, and 

can explain the intricacies of Earth’s being. 
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 The idea that, as one ages and is inevitably influenced more and more by the workings of 

one’s society, the less one is able to hear nature’s Song, and that eventually it completely fades 

away is one of classic Romanticism. The very same concept is the focal point of much of the 

Romantic poet William Wordsworth’s work, including his Ode: Intimations of Immortality from 

Recollections of Early Childhood, where he writes, reflecting on the difference between child 

and man, “The things which I have seen I now can see no more.” This change is also reflected in 

the following passage: 
The youth, who daily farther from the east 

Must travel, still is nature’s priest, 
And by the vision splendid 

Is on his way attended; 
At length the man perceives it die away, 
And fade into the light of common day. 

 

Rilke echoes the same idea of age-related loss in his fifteenth sonnet: 
 

Wait…, this taste… Already it’s escaping. 
… A bit of music, feet tapping, a hum—: 

You girls, with your silences, your warmth, 
Dance the knowledge of the tasted fruit.  

 
He also elaborates on the Romantic idea that the young have a kind of insight that most adults, 

i.e., unenlightened adults, lack by writing, “And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm:—/ I 

hear, I hear, with joy I hear!” In this passage, Wordsworth shows the baby’s excitement and joy 

at hearing nature’s Song, and at being able to perceive its beauty in full.  

 Within the context of youth, the Tree represents the felt distance between an individual 

and the roots, the radiation-center of the Song. Those most capable of living an Authentic 

Experience are those who are either close to said roots, and therefore cannot help but hear the 

Music, or those who have discovered the Song anew for themselves. The Flower or Rose is, for 

Rilke, the transience of youth, and its accompanying transient understanding of existence. Where 

Rilke takes the romantic idea of youthful enlightenment and perception one step further is in 

saying that if one is able to tune out the mechanical clamor and hear the Music, then one can 

regain this worldview innate to many children. There is, in his philosophy, still salvation for the 

grown; if only they are willing to seek it, and strive for it, the Song will always be there for their 

hearing. Without its hearing, we are lost, all questions remain unanswered, and we are guideless. 

Rilke expresses these concepts in the following excerpt from his nineteenth sonnet: 
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Over what changes and passes, 
Wider and freer, 

Your deep song still hovers, 
O god with the lyre. 

 
Pain has not been understood, 

Love has not been learned, 
And what in death removes us 

 
Remains undisclosed. 
Alone over the land 

Song hallows and heals. 
 

 This very same philosophy of youth is represented in Wim Wenders’ film Der Himmel 

Über Berlin. The film’s main character, Damiel, has spent his whole life, many millennia, as an 

angel, and when reflecting on his existence he speaks of witnessing the first trickle of water 

through the area where he stands, eventually leading to a flood, followed by the first tree, leading 

millions of years later to the first fish, the first sounds uttered by man, then the route of 

Napoleon, and its eventual lining with asphalt to form a busy highway. Following this, Demiel 

says that, rather an observing history, he would like to make his own history, no matter how 

inconsequential. He says that he wants to enjoy the feeling of an apple in the hand, the sight of 

feathers floating on water and skid-marks on asphalt. He wants not only to know of life, but to 

know and understand it. When Demiel eventually becomes human, he immediately comes across 

a man walking towards him. He points to a graffitied wall and asks the man to tell him the color 

he is pointing to, and at each response, Demiel is equally amazed. Following this, he asks the 

man for some money so that he may buy a cup of coffee to taste something for the first time. In 

asking for money, Demiel takes the first step into a life controlled by the machine, a life lived in 

servitude to a capitalist society. In becoming human, Demiel is like a child, not yet influenced by 

society, and is thusly amazed at the beauty of nature. This novel perception is expressed in the 

following excerpt from Rilke’s thirteenth sonnet: 

 
Ripe apple, pear and banana, 

Gooseberry… These all speak 
Death and life into the mouth… I feel…  

Read it in the features of a child who’s tasting them. 
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Gradually, though, as is the case with children, societal influence will start to take its hold. At 

first, it would be gradual such as Demiel asking for money to pay for coffee, but eventually, his 

existence would become devoted to maintaining himself in this kind of society. He would 

logically have to get a job, if he had any instinct of self-preservation. And with any surplus of 

money from the job, he would most likely spend on useless new things whose sole purpose is to 

make his life, made banal by his job, less banal in order to carry on his banal job. This is a 

paradox that is hard to escape for the adult, but possible in the view of Rilke. 

 Finally, we arrive at the theme of the significance of religion and spirituality in Rilke’s 

work. As one reads further and further into the Sonnets to Orpheus, it becomes clear that Rilke’s 

religion is nature itself. The “divine one,” the “god,” the omnipotence of which he speaks, is the 

Earth, his divinity, his godhead, and its Song his gospel. The quest on which he goes by way of 

writing the Sonnets to Orpheus is a quest whose destination, for Rilke, is the comprehension of 

the nature of his existence. What Rilke finds, at the end of his journey, by the grace of Song, his 

ever-patient guide, is that he exists in a world that ought to be appreciated to the fullest, both for 

its many marvels and wonders, and for the gifts that it bestows upon all those who inhabit it. All 

those who live on Earth do not live because of some innate right or entitlement, but rather 

because we are granted tenement by the Earth. In the following excerpt from his twelfth Sonnet 

to Orpheus, Rilke writes that it is not because of the labor of the farmer that he has crops to reap, 

but rather because the Earth “bestows”: 
 

However much the farmer frets and labors, 
He never reaches where the seed  

turns into summer. The earth bestows.  
 

 Rilke’s discovery, this Worldsong and Music, is ever present, “intoning to the very end,” 

unassailable, and at all times able to be discovered, understood, and accepted as universal truth, 

enabling the individual to live an Authentic Experience:  

 
But you, divine one, intoning to the very and, 

When swarmed by the horde of spurned maenads 
You drowned their cries with order, sublime one, 

Up from that mayhem rose your transforming song. 
 

None there could harm your head or lyre, 
However they raged and wrestled; all the rough 
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Stones they threw at your heart became soft 
When they touched you, and blessed with hearing. 

 
At last, mad for vengence, they ripped you apart, 

But your sound lingered on in lions and rocks 
And in the trees and birds. You sing there still. 

 
O you lost god! You neverending trace! 

Only because hatred tore and scattered you 
And we hearers now and a mouth for nature.  
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