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CSI: Skyline High
The Bubonic Plague (Black Death)

Historical Situation: The Plague is a disease caused by bacteria that infects the whole body. The bacteria multiply in the blood stream and lymph nodes. It travels to the liver, spleen, kidneys, lungs and brain. The first day the victim is infected they usually have headaches and feel weak and tired. By the 3rd day they are staggering and their lymph nodes swell to the size of hen's eggs! By the 5th day victim's heart beats quickly as it pumps blood through swollen tissues. The nervous system begins to collapse and they experience severe pain in the movement of their arms and legs. As death draws near their mouths open and their skin is dark from internal bleeding. In 1330 the Plague in Europe killed 25 million people. The cause of the spread was a mystery.
Instructions:

1. At each station read and examine the provided testimony.  Write a short summary of the evidence and list any information it gives you about what might be spreading the disease.

2. You will have approximately 4 minutes at each station and you will then move to the next.  You must work quickly. LEAVE THE DOCUMENTS AT STATION!
3. After you have completed all 9 stations answer the questions below.    WARNING: Some pieces of evidence seem to go against each other so you will need to decide which you trust more.  If you answer questions as you go you may find yourself doubting your own answer.  
Wait until you are finished to answer the questions!

Questions: (Answer in complete sentences on your own paper, with the short description of the testimonies)

1. What was it like for the people who had the disease? Describe what appear to be the major symptoms:
2. What evidence is trustworthy? Why? What evidence is not trustworthy? Why?

3. What evidence is missing that would help you explain what happened? Be specific and explain.

4. Use evidence to write a paragraph or two which describe both the cause of the disease and how it spread throughout the town. 
Station 1: John Overhill and his Wife
John Overhill: I have been a merchant for 17 years. I have a beautiful wife, Margo, and 4 exquisite children who I love dearly. I have always been healthy and active until recently. I have worked with many customers in my years; however, most recently, I have been interacting with a butcher who sells meat to my market.

Margo: My name is Margo. My husband, John has been ill for the past 4 days. I'm worried sick that he might have contracted that nasty Plague. His skin has darkened, shriveled and lost its elasticity. He really isn't as old as he looks. He's the only one in our family who is sick. The only thing it could be is (hesitatingly) ...the Plague. It must have been from that dirty butcher!
Station 2: Sarah, mother of Joseph
Sarah: (Mourning) My poor Joseph died at such an early age of 18. He was making ends meet for our family as a delivery boy. He was so friendly; he would often share his meager lunch with the homeless at Town Square. Now, Town Square is filled with dead bodies (crying) ... Everywhere! Shortly after delivering meat to wealthy hones in Marston Court, he felt ill and died within a few days. Everyone thinks meat from Butch's Meats is infected with the Plague. But, Joseph never ate the meat there; he hates meat. I don't know how he got it!

Station 3: Journals of 2 brothers who died yesterday
Journal Entry #1: I feel so sick... like I'm going to die. My whole body aches and I have this massive bump on my leg. When I first got it I thought it was a spider bite, but it has grown at such a rapid rate. I don't think I have much time left. I'm pretty sure it's what little Joseph had... I did go visit the same house he did.

Journal Entry #2: My illness has progressively gotten worse. I don't know how me and my bro' got it. We took precautions that we had heard through the grape vine. We didn't bathe very often, that way our pores didn't open to let the fumes in. We also kept flowers in our pockets to smell so we wouldn't breathe the fumes in. I guess it happens to the best of us. I know, maybe we got it from Mom. She does live next to that dirty butcher who was accused of getting that merchant sick. But, I'm too tired to worry about that now.
Station 4: Town Mayor and Council
Mayor: Council, we have a huge problem on our hands. I just got the Board of Health Review back. Last month, we decided to order all the dogs and cats of the towns to be killed. We thought they were the source of the Bubonic Plague. Gentlemen, we were wrong. The numbers of deaths have increased this past month. We thought killing the dogs and cats would solve the problem, but the only result we got was 40,000 fewer dogs and 5 times fewer cats. We must do something!

Council Member #1: I agree. Something else needs to be done. Town Square is constantly full of sick people, and now it is infested with rats. There was even a crowd of people at 10 p.m. last night on my way home. All the people were talking about how they don't know who or what to trust. I'm beginning to wonder the same thing.

Council Member #2: Definitely. So many people have died that there is a serious labor shortage. Workers are demanding higher wages and the commoners are revolting. Shopkeepers are going bankrupt for lack of customers. They are closing their shops to become drivers of the dead carts that carry bodies of the plague victims to the cemetery. All day long the carts rumble through the city streets while the drivers shout, "Bring out your dead!" How will the town ever survive like this? 
Station 5: Butch the butcher
Butch: (from Butch's Meats) Mr. Inspector Sir, I got all this here meat straight from the farm. I ain't trustin' any other way for my dead grandma's life! Them rich folk think I'm a dirty of butcher. I may have been accused of havin' rats runnin' around here, but that ain't no different than anywhere else in town. There may be a little dirt on the floor and a few fleas runnin' around but I ain't never sold no bad meat.

Inspector: I'm not accusing you of anything, Butch. I'm just trying to figure some things out. So, how have you been feeling lately?

Butch: Up until yesterday, I was feeling great. Yesterday, I did have the darndest headache, but thought I was just tired. Today, I'm feeling real weak. Must be comin' down with a cold, `cause this here gland in my neck is sure a swellin'. What're ya' tryin' to get at anyways?

Inspector: Oh ...nothing. Just be expecting someone to come and get these nasty rats out of here. We'll be watching you.

Station 6: Quarantine!

Narrator: Some of the people had the idea that the plague was being spread from person to person. The town ordered that anyone with the plague be locked up (quarantined) in their own homes.  A red X would be painted on the door to show everyone to stay away. One girl, however, with the plague was allowed to leave. Her grandmother explains.
Bertha Bradley: For those of you who don't know me, I am Bertha Bradley. I am the grandmother of young Rose. As most of you know, her mother has been very ill with this horrible epidemic. Rose had been cooped up in her tiny one bedroom home. Her mother did not want Rose to get sick, so her and her husband snuck her by the guard and over to my home, in a new change of clothes. At first, I was worried we would all contract the disease. But, I too wanted to save my granddaughter from the horrible drudgery of being cooped up in that little house. So, we snuck her out, knowing we might also contract the disease. Well, it has been 4 days since then and all of us are healthy and well.

  
Station 7: Bradley
Bradley: Hello, my name is Bradley and I live in the small apartments around town square with the rest of the towns' poverty. This past week has been the worst. I am feeling so queasy. I hate being sick. We don't have much and there isn't much to be done, when us poor folk get sick. I wonder if I am getting the same disease that is making everyone around here drop off like flies. I wish the mayor would do something about our little apartments. They are so small and crowded. There are flea-infested rats running all over the place. No wonder this place is disease infested. One person gets sick around here and it is like an epidemic. We all get it. There is no escaping.
Station 8: Two local idiots
Rodney: S’up? Name’s Rodney, but my boys call me Rod. You can call me whatever, I have been called just about everything. Anyhow, here's what's going down. So what, I stole that lousy sausage from the butcher shop yesterday. It sure tasted good, ok. I got my punishment. I feel like a dead cat that just got smashed and left in the gutter to rot. I wish that officer would get off my back, being this sick is punishment enough. 
Billy: Yo, what’s goin' down? I'll tell ya what’s going down with me, the man Billy. That dirty beast, Rodney, gave me a bloody lip. All I was trying to do was get a piece of that sausage. It wasn't really his anyway. He stole it. I thought all us stuck guys together. Whatever! Good thing that water pump on Town Square was nearby, else I wouldn't have had anywheres to wash off my lip!
Station 9: The Exterminator
Sprayer: I'm the town's only rodent sprayer. Not for long. I have got to get some help. I have been working non-stop for the past month. It breaks my heart to see people dying left and right. Fortunately, I keep myself protected in clothing that allows nothing to touch me. Well, guess the next stop is to head to Butch's Meat shop. Normally, I would respond immediately to the Inspector's request. However, this is the first moment I've had. I hope he doesn't find out that I came 3 days after he called me. (As he enters the shop, he screams) Oh no! (He runs over to the dead butcher) He's dead!
