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they might represent. (Watch out for the skull at the front, seen only 
from the side – an example of  anamorphic perspective.) Now ask 
them to suggest what the two figures might look like in the full paint-
ing. You could restrict information about the title and the date of  the 
artwork to add to the mystery. Then reveal the full painting! 

This access strategy should help when your pupils are devising a 
spooky scientist and need to build in lots of  detail to make it convinc-
ing. If  you want another artist with suitable paintings to explore, try 
Joseph Wright of  Derby: http://artuk.org/discover/artists/wright-of-
derby-joseph-17341797. This will take their thinking into the 
eighteenth century.

Your pupils should now enjoy this encounter with a lost traveller in 
Amelia B. Edwards’s 1864 ghost story. Amelia was an Egyptologist 
and was frequently asked by Charles Dickens to contribute stories to 
his magazines.

A traveller is lost in bad weather but finds shelter with an unusual man 
and his many strange possessions.

Smaller and less incongruous in its arrangements than the hall, 
this room contained, nevertheless, much to awaken my 
curiosity. The floor was carpetless. The whitewashed walls were 
in parts scrawled over with strange diagrams, and in others 
covered with shelves crowded with philosophical instruments, 
the uses of  many of  which were unknown to me. On one side 
of  the fireplace stood a bookcase filled with dingy folios; on the 
other, a small organ, fantastically decorated with painted 
carvings of  medieval saints and devils. Through the 
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half-opened door of  a cupboard at the further end of  the room 
I saw a long array of  geological specimens, surgical 
preparations, crucibles, retorts, and jars of  chemicals; while on 
the mantelshelf  beside me, amid a number of  small objects 
stood a model of  the solar system, a small galvanic battery, and 
a microscope. Every chair had its burden. Every corner was 
heaped high with books. The very floor was littered over with 
maps, casts, papers, tracings, and learned lumber of  all 
conceivable kinds.

I stared about me with an amazement increased by every fresh 
object upon which my eyes chanced to rest. So strange a room 
I had never seen; yet seemed it stranger still, to find such a 
room in a lone farmhouse amid those wild and solitary moors! 
Over and over again I looked from my host to his surroundings, 
and from his surroundings back to my host, asking myself  who 
and what he could be? His head was singularly fine; but it was 
more the head of  a poet than of  a philosopher. Broad in the 
temples, prominent over the eyes, and clothed with a rough 
profusion of  perfectly white hair, it had all the ideality and 
much of  the ruggedness that characterizes the head of  Ludwig 
von Beethoven. There were the same deep lines about the 
mouth, and the same stern furrows in the brow. There was the 
same concentration of  expression.


