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F R A N C I S  B A C O N :

“Natural and Experimental History is so various and scattered that it 

confounds and disturbs the understanding; unless it be limited and 
placed in the right order; therefore we must form some tables and 

ranks of instances in such a manner and order, that the 
understanding may work upon them.”



C A R L
L I N N A E U S



L I N N A E U S :

“Each quire was dedicated to a genus and listed its species and their 

numerous synonyms in the extant botanical literature.  This was a 
great improvement on the previous notebooks, because unhindered 

by the constraints of covers and binding, Linnaeus could expand 
each quire at will, in principle ad infinitum.”

“Each page was filled with numerous deletions, insertions and cross-

outs, all indicating that once the information was contained within a 
bound manuscript, Linnaeus experienced great difficulties in inserting 

new material which seems to have come in ever greater quantities.”







G R E A T  D A R K

“The Moon.  She’s at the full—by the almanac she is.  Why don’t 

shemake a blur?  Because there ain’t no moon. … [T]he world has 

come to an end.  Look at it yourself.  Just look at the facts.  Put 

them together and add them up, and what have you got?  No Sable 

island; no Greenland; no Gulf Stream; no day, no proper night; 

weather that don’t jibe with any sample known to the Bureau; 

animals that would start a panic in any menagerie, chart no more 

use than a horse-blanket, and the heavenly bodies gone to hell.”



3 0 0 0  Y E A R S

“I wanted to translate a microbe hour into its human equivalent, but 

it kept shrinking and diminishing and wasting away, and finally 
disappeared from under my pen, leaving nothing behind that I could 

find again when I wanted it” 





“ T H E  L O V E S  O F  A L O N Z O  F I T Z … ”

"Time and again, strangers were astounded to see a wasted, pale, 

and woe-worn man laboriously climb a telegraph pole in wintry and 
lonely places, perch sadly there an hour, with his ear at a little box, 

then come sighing down, and wander wearily away. Sometimes 
they shot at him, as peasants do at aeronauts, thinking him mad 

and dangerous. Thus his clothes were much shredded by bullets 
and his person grievously lacerated. But he bore it all patiently."



“ F R O M  T H E  L O N D O N  T I M E S  O F  1 9 0 4 ”

"Day by day, and night by night, he called up one corner of the 

globe after another, and looked upon its life, and studied its strange 
sights, and spoke with its people, and realised that by grace of this 

marvelous instrument he was almost as free as the birds of the air, 
although a prisoner under locks and bars. He seldom spoke, and I 

never interrupted him when he was absorbed in this amusement. ... 
And I smoked on, and read in comfort, while he wandered about 

the remote underworld, where the sun was shining in the sky, and 
the people were at their daily work."



T H E  E N D


