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Long	gone	are	the	days	when	
an	entrepreneurial,	yet	shady,	
distant	uncle	would	regale	the	
science	of	pirate	VHS	video-
making,	the	process	of	sneak-
ing	a	silver	camcorder	the	size	
of	a	suitcase	into	a	cinema	to	
video	record	the	latest	block-
buster;	the	wiring-up	of	two	
VHS	home	video	recorders	to	
copy,	in	painfully	slow	real-
time,	one	tape,	full	of	fuzzy	
pictures,	popcorn-throwing,	
and	silhouetted	figures,	
onto	another;	the	perfect	
synching	of	play	on	one	
machine	and	record	on	the	
other.	

Truly,	this	was	a	lost	art	of	
1980s	suburbia.	The	real	
clincher	would	come	when	
these	classy	copies	were	
presented	as	Christmas	
gifts,	complete	with	vinyl	
video	cases	made	to	re-
semble	a	book	collection	
when	stacked	together.	Of	
course	there	was	always	a	
lingering	feeling	that	there	
was	something	not	quite	
legal	about	that	dubious	
bookshelf	full	of	new	block-
busters;	but	hey,	who	would	
know?	After	all,	they	look	just	
like	books.

Times	have	changed;	and	with	
the	advent	of	peer-to-peer	
(P2P)	sharing,	the	ability	to	
source	and	obtain	new	films	
from	your	PC	has	become	easi-
er	and	more	widespread,	albeit	
within	an	extremely	grey	zone	
of	what	constitutes	a	legal	
or	illegal,	non-copyrighted	or	
copyright	infringed,	download.	
Indeed,	it	would	probably	be	
hard	to	find	a	Facebook	Gen-
eration	individual,	highly-adept	
in	the	language	of	LOL,	TTFN	

and	emoticons,	who	had	not,	
at	one	point	or	another,	‘ex-
perimented’	with	these	‘free’	
downloads.	Well,	as	it	turns	
out,	these	downloads	aren’t	as	
free	as	they	seem	to	be.	

Tropic Thunder	isn’t	Ben	Still-
er’s	or	Jack	Black’s	best	movie,	
but	it	certainly	isn’t	their	
worst.	It	was	definitely	worth	
watching	at	the	cinema	as	
the	movie	within-a-movie	plot	

played	out	with	huge	explo-
sions,	fist	fights	with	a	panda	
bear,	and	gratuitous	displays	of	
‘Booty-Sweat’.	But	it’s	a	com-
edy,	so	it	works	on	the	small	
screen	too.	So	after	seeing	it	
at	the	movies,	I	decided	to	
play	around	with	some	P2P	
software	and	try	and	get	the	
film	for	free	to	watch	when-
ever	I	wanted.	Who	knows,	if	
this	P2P	stuff	worked,	perhaps	
I	would	never	need	to	buy	a	
DVD	again?	

Download	of	a	program,	quick	
search	on	the	net	and	there	it	
is,	hey	presto,	Tropic Thunder,	
ripped	from	the	soon-to-be-re-

leased	DVD,	perfect	quality,	no	
popcorn,	silhouettes	or	faux-
book	cases...excellent.	

But	wait,	wasn’t	there	some-
thing	that	said	you	can’t	use	
these	sorts	of	systems	on	Lina-
cre	or	University	networks?	No	
matter;	I’m	on	a	private	wi-fi	
network,	far	away	from	Lina-
cre	or	an	Oxford	department,	
so	all	should	be	fine.	Surely	
everyone	does	this	these	days?	

Download.	The	file	informa-
tion	starts	to	trickle	in	byte	
by	byte.

Three	days	later	the	film	is	
at	100%.	I	open	it	and	it	
seems	to	play	perfectly,	no	
jumping,	no	fuzziness,	ah,	
no	sound,	but	wait,	sub-
titles,	yes,	erm,	in	Dutch.	
Great.	I	don’t	speak	Dutch.	
Disappointing.	Oh	well,	
perhaps	I	chose	the	wrong	
file;	maybe	I’m	just	not	
savvy	enough	to	make	P2P	
work	for	me.	In	any	case	
I’d	already	seen	the	movie	
at	the	cinema.	Maybe	I’ll	
try	again	later.	No	big	deal.	

I	check	my	email.	Ah,	quite	a	
big	deal.	

It	seems	Paramount	weren’t	
too	happy	about	their	latest	
release	being	the	subject	of	
P2P	downloading,	linked	the	
download	on	my	machine	back	
to	Oxford,	and	now	OUCS	were	
in	touch	with	a	“cease	and	de-
sist”	notice	from	Paramount’s	
lawyers.	As	the	email	from	col-
lege	stated:	“this	puts	you	in	a	
lot	of	trouble”.

How	could	this	happen?	I	was	
on	a	remote	private	connec-
tion,	nowhere	near	to	Oxford.	
Three	letters:	VPN.	My	Vir-

Mixing Up Your P2P and Your VPN 
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tual	Private	Network	had	been	
on	at	the	same	time	my	P2P	
software	had	been	running.	
When	the	VPN	is	activated,	my	
remote	computer	appeared	
to	be	connected	locally	to	the	
University	network,	so	to	ex-
ternal	sources	it	looked	like	I	
was	sitting	in	Oxford	and	had	
plugged	in	to	happily	download	
P2P	files	using	the	University’s	
computer	system.	

I	certainly	wasn’t	intending	to	
do	that,	
but	open-
ing	two	
programs	
at	the	
same	time	
ostensi-
bly	had	
the	same	
effect.	
OUCS	
were	not	
happy	to	
say	the	
least;	they	
disconnected	my	VPN	connec-
tion	and	required	the	payment	
of	administrative	costs	of	£�0	
for	the	communication	with	
Paramount.	Linacre	then	issued	
an	official	disciplinary	warning	
in	writing	with	the	option	of	an	
extra	fine.	College	decided	to	
waive	the	fine,	but	were	very	
clear	in	the	warning:	any	more	
use	of	P2P	on	the	university	
network	and	there	would	be	a	
hearing	with	the	Proctors	and	
possible	sending	down.	Ouch.	
All	for	a	silent	film	with	subti-
tles	I	couldn’t	understand.	P2P	
suddenly	seemed	a	very	ex-
pensive	option	to	see	a	movie.

So	what	does	this	all	mean?	It	
means	that	although	file	shar-
ing	and	the	huge	increases	in	
electronic	media	downloading	
have	become	a	daily	routine	
for	many	people,	intellectual	
property	rights	over	copy-
righted	material	by	multi-bil-
lion	dollar	media	corporations	
aim	to	be	as	strongly	enforced	
as	ever.	

In	ideological	and	political	

response	to	this	movie	mus-
cle,	there	is	a	burgeoning	
international	anti-copyright...
or	pro-piracy...movement	(Los 
Angeles Times,	April	29,	2007)	
aimed	at	providing	sources	and	
content	to	inhibit	the	ability	of	
distribution	companies	to	en-
force	counter-infringement	of	
their	copyrighted	material.	

In	the	same	‘anti	large-scale	
profits’	vein,	and	closer	to	
home,	artists	such	as	Ra-

diohead	
have	
experi-
mented	
with	
new	
ways	of	
pro-
viding	
digital	
media,	
releas-
ing	
their	
2007	

album	In Rainbows	free	of	
charge	on	the	web,	and	asking	
fans	to	pay	what	they	thought	
it	was	worth.	Perhaps	people	
paid	enough	to	keep	Thom	
York		a	rock	star,	or	perhaps	
just	enough	for	him	to	still	
have	lunch	at	the	Vaults	with	
the	rest	of	us.	In	any	case,	the	
debate	over	‘to	copyright’	or	
‘not	to	copyright’	seems	like	it	
will	continue	for	the	foresee-
able	future.

What	is	not	up	for	debate	is	
whether	things	could	get	a	
little	embarrassing,	expen-
sive,	and	time-consuming	if	
you	load	P2P	software	on	the	
same	computer	as	you	have	
your	VPN,	or	think	that	the	
Linacre	or	University	network	
is	a	great	place	to	restock	
your	DVD	collection.	Well,	it	
isn’t.	Whatever	your	politics	on	
media	copyrights	and	intel-
lectual	property,	it’s	probably	
best	to	leave	P2P	downloading	
to	those	not	needing	to	jeop-
ardize	their	work	at	Oxford,	or	
perhaps	better	still,	to	distant	
uncles’	intricate	VHS	knowl-

edge	and	their	glass	‘book’	
shelves	stacked	with	80s	clas-
sics.

Although file 
sharing and the 
huge increases 
in electronic me-
dia download-
ing have become 
a daily routine 
for many peo-
ple, intellectual 
property rights 
over copyrighted 
material by mul-
ti-billion dollar 
media corpora-
tions aim to be 
as strongly en-
forced as ever.



6

Groundbreaking	science	is	of-
ten	fascinating	to	read	about.	
Even	if	we	don’t	understand	
exactly	how	a	discovery	was	
made	or	the	way	that	its	sys-
tem	of	study	works,	we	can	
still	appreciate	the	ideas	or	
principles	behind	the	science.	
However,	we	obviously	can-
not	consume	all	the	informa-
tion	that	is	being	reported	(let	
alone	published)	on	a	daily	
basis.	The	time	just	isn’t	there.	
Instead	we	do	what	human	be-
ings	are	very	good	at:	filter	the	
incredible	amount	of	incoming	
information	to	include	only	the	
important	stuff.		But	just	what	
makes	a	discovery	important?

I	believe	that	as	savvy	con-
sumers,	we	have	an	expecta-
tion	that	important	scientific	
advances	must	be	purpose-
ful,	not	just	novel.	When	we	
read	about	cotton	candy	being	
used	as	a	template	for	con-
structed	blood	vessel	networks	
or	induced	pluripotent	stem	
cells	being	explored	as	possible	
ways	to	regenerate	lost	cellular	
function,	we	pause	and	say:	
“Aha!	Science	moves	forward!”	
But	what	about	the	rest	of	it?	

By	‘the	rest	of	it’	I	mean	dis-
coveries	that	are	novel,	but	
perhaps	not	apparently	pur-
poseful.	These	advances	may	
be	reported	on	to	poke	fun	at	
the	researchers	for	foolishly	
pursuing	that	particular	goal,	
but	they	are	not	seriously	con-
sidered	by	most	people	to	be	
real	scientific	advances.	Why	is	
there	so	much	judgment	about	
what	is	worthy	science?	

Perhaps	we	need	to	start	dis-
tinguishing	between	science	
and	Science.	Science	is	the	
wondrous,	magical	idea	halo	
that	we	have	about	research:	

groundbreaking,	sexy,	and	
startling.	You	might	find	your-
self	wondering,	“Can	I	really	
make	blood	vessels	from	cot-
ton	candy?	Can	I	really	grow	
a	new	eyeball?”	We	marvel	at	
the	mystical	progress	of	Sci-
ence	and	worship	at	the	Tem-
ple	of	Progress	by	reading	the	
Scrolls	of	the	Journal.

As	much	as	I	poke	fun	at	this	
reverence	of	Science,	I	think	
it’s	a	great	thing:	we	should	be	
excited	by	progress.	However,	
I	think	that	all	the	attention	on	

Science	has	an	inherent	dan-
ger	of	showing	up	the	science.		
What	kind	of	science	am	I	
referring	to?	

One	example	is	given	by	Dr.	
Georg	Steinhauser	of	Vienna	
University	of	Technology.	Dr.	
Steinhauser	has	been	in	the	
news	recently	for	spending	
three	years	studying	bellybut-
ton	lint.	That’s	right.	Three	
years.	Bellybutton	lint.	His	
research	included	the	exami-
nation	of	over	�00	pieces	of	his	
own	bellybutton	lint.	As	a	re-
sult	he	has	published	his	find-
ings	about	the	special	type	of	
body	hair	that	traps	and	draws	
lint	into	your	bellybutton	in	the	
journal	Medical Hypotheses.	
There’s	even	a	nice	analysis	of	
all	the	delightful	things	the	lint	
is	composed	of.	Did	you	know	

that	lint	is	made	from	bits	of	
skin,	dust,	and	cloth	residue	
that	is	held	together	by	fat	and	
sweat?	Fascinating,	right?

Now,	you	might	be	ask-
ing	yourself,	“But	what’s	the	
point?”	There	is	no	point.	
That’s	the	point.	As	ridiculous	
as	it	might	sound,	I	admire	
experiments	like	these	because	
they	are	science:	discovery	for	
its	own	sake.	Somebody	was	
curious	about	how	something	
worked	and	they	spent	their	
valuable	time	and	money	try-

ing	to	figure	it	out.	There	was	
no	grant	scheme	or	purpose,	
just	the	anticipated	thrill	of	
discovery.	

This	desire	to	solve	the	mun-
dane	is	not	only	exhibited	by	
Dr.	Steinhauser	(who	has	also	
explored	the	erosion	of	his	
wedding	ring).	On	the	subject	
of	bellybuttons	and	lint,	there	
has	been	an	earlier	Australian	
study	of	samples	from	�,000	
people.	This	study	concluded	
that	the	typical	carrier	of	navel	
fluff	is	‘a	slightly	overweight	
middle-aged	male	with	a	hairy	
abdomen’.	Really?	You	don’t	
say...

Nor	is	mundane	science	spe-
cific	to	bellybutton	lint.	One	
organization	that	has	dedi-
cated	itself	to	the	celebration	

The Science of the Mundane
 By Marzyeh Ghassemi
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of	mundane	science	is	the	
funny	scientific	magazine	An-
nals of Improbable Research,	
which	parodies	the	Nobel	Prize	
awards	each	year	by	giving	out	
Ig	Nobel	Prizes.	There	are	ten	
prizes	awarded	per	year;	one	
each	in	categories	that	include	
physics,	engineering,	biology,	
literature,	and	peace.	Some	

recent	
winners	
include	
intrepid	
research-
ers	that	
have	
stud-
ied	the	

physics	of	hula-hooping,	the	
comparative	jumping	capac-
ity	of	cat-based	fleas	versus	
dog-based	fleas	(dog-based	
fleas	win!),	and	an	analysis	of	
the	geometry	and	elasticity	of	
crumpled	sheets.	Important	to	
note	is	that	each	of	these	was	
published	in	a	peer-reviewed,	
respected	scientific	journal	
(see	references	at	end).

If	you	are	a	Science	person,	
you	may	be	shaking	your	head	
in	disgust	right	about	now	and	
asking,	“why.”	But	if	you	are	
a	science	person,	you	know	
why.	Because	it	was	unknown.	
In	his	recent	(April	2008)	let-
ter	to	Cell,	Martin	A.	Schwartz	
wrote	about	the	importance	of	
stupidity	in	scientific	research,	
saying:	“One	of	the	beautiful	

things	about	
science	is	that	
it	allows	us	to	
bumble	along,	
getting	it	wrong	
time	after	
time,	and	feel	
perfectly	fine	
as	long	as	we	
learn	something	
each	time...	
The	more	
comfortable	we	
become	with	
being	stupid,	
the	deeper	we	
will	wade	into	
the	unknown	
and	the	more	

likely	we	are	to	make	big	dis-
coveries.”

Saying	that	science	is	the	art	
of	feeling	stupid	may	seem	
counterintuitive,	but	Schwartz	
has	it	completely	right.	What	
else	is	science	(or	Science	for	
that	matter)	but	a	regular	ex-
ploration	of	things	that	we	are	
ignorant	(stupid)	about?	Work-
ing	through	this	stupidity	can	
be	tough,	so	scientists	need	
to	be	motivated	by	something	
to	drive	them	through	the	dry	
spells.	But	what?	

Scientists	can	be	motivated	
either	by	the	sheer	joy	of	new	
discovery	(science)	or	the	
desire	to	address	a	pressing,	
glamorous	problem	(Science),	
but	either	way	we	should	
respect	both	as	valiant	at-
tacks	on	our	collective	lack	
of	knowledge	about	the	uni-
verse.	Notice	that	I	said	lack	of	
knowledge,	not	lack	of	excit-
ing,	publishable	knowledge.	
Focusing	only	on	the	fun	stuff	
would	be	a	huge	disservice	to	
mankind	because,	honestly,	it’s	
such	a	small	sub-section	of	the	
possible	research	that	could	be	
done.

So	what	am	I	asking	for?	It’s	
not	like	I	want	the	exciting	sci-
ence	to	lose	the	fight	and	the	
mundane	science	to	get	the	
girl.	In	fact,	I	don’t	think	that	
they	should	be	fighting	over	

the	same	girl	at	all.	I’m	just	
looking	for	some	balance.	If	
we	could	ease	up	on	expecting	
practical	application	from	all	
progress,	there	just	might	be	
a	place	for	science	and	Sci-
ence	both	to	live	together	in	
harmony.	After	all,	the	more	
science	we	do,	the	more	these	
mundane	little	discoveries	can	
be	transformed	into	major	Sci-
ence!	So	the	next	time	you	are	
reading	about	a	recent,	sexy	
breakthrough	with	important	
real	world	applications,	take	
some	time	to	think	about	the	
thousands	of	boring	and	mun-
dane	discoveries	that	lie	un-
derneath	it.	And	who	knows?	
Maybe	you’ll	catch	yourself	
wondering	about	the	myster-
ies	of	bellybutton	lint	and	the	
physics	of	hula-hooping.

References:
“Coordination	Modes	in	the	
Multisegmental	Dynamics	of	
Hula	Hooping,”	Balasubramani-
am,	R.	and	Turvey,	M.;	Biologi-
cal	Cybernetics,	vol.	90,	no.	�,	
March	2004,	pp.	176-90.

“A	comparison	of	jump	per-
formances	of	the	dog	flea,	
Ctenocephalides	canis	and	the	
cat	flea,	Ctenocephalides	felis,”	
Cadierguesa,	Marie	Christine;	
Jouberta,	Christel;	and	Franc,	
Michel;	Veterinary	Parasitology	
(Elsevier	Science),	vol.	92,	no.	
�,	October	2000,	pp.	2�9–41.

“Conical	Surfaces	and	Cres-
cent	Singularities	in	Crumpled	
Sheets,”	Cerda,	E.;	Physical	
Review	letters,	vol.	80,	no.	11,	
March	1998,	pp.	2��8.

Scientists can be moti-
vated either by the sheer 
joy of new discovery (sci-
ence) or the desire to ad-
dress a pressing, glamor-
ous problem (Science), 
but either way we should 
respect both as valiant 
attacks on our collective 
lack of knowledge about 
the universe.
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On	February	14th,	I	attended	a	conference	on	
identity	in	Sudan	here	in	Oxford.	Just	the	week	
before,	the	news	had	been	full	of	the	Interna-
tional	Criminal	Court	(ICC)	procedures	against	
El	Bashir,	and	I	went	to	the	event	fully	expect-
ing	the	matter	to	be	much	discussed	by	the	
various	political	groups	there.

I	was	sorely	mistaken.	

The	communists,	hounded	for	decades	as	athe-
ists	by	El	Bashir	and	his	party,	did	not	mention	
it.	The	SPLA	representative,	whose	organization	
had	fought	a	recently-ended	twenty-year	civil	
war	against	the	government,	spoke	of	other	
things.	

The	man	from	
the	Beja	Peo-
ple’s	Confer-
ence,	another	
would-be	splin-
ter	movement,	
veered	around	
the	topic,	while	
the	representa-
tives	of	the	
Darfurian	rebel	
movements	did	
not	even	turn	
up	to	the	con-
ference.	The	
person	who	
actually	did	
raise	the	issue	
was	an	Ameri-
can	student,	
but	his	com-
ments	found	
little	resonance	
with	the	mainly	
Sudanese	par-
ticipants:	one	
had	the	feeling	
that	this	was	
disruptive	talk	
at	an	event	focused	on	mutual	understanding	
and	co-operation.

Two	weeks	later,	the	ICC	carried	out	its	indict-
ment	of	El	Bashir,	which	the	president	himself	

dismissed	as	a	neocolonial	attack	on	Muslim/
African	autonomy.	The	global	reaction	to	these	
events	reminded	me	of	the	American	student	
and	his	uncomfortable	question.	The	African	
Union,	spearheaded	by	Libya	and	Egypt,	called	
for	the	UN	security	council	to	stop	the	proceed-
ings,	insisting	that	this	was	an	African	affair,	
and	that	an	African	solution	was	called	for:	Af-
ricans	(represented	by	the	AU)	would,	in	co-op-
eration	with	El	Bashir,	work	to	produce	account-
ability	in	Sudan.	

The	ICC,	with	its	actions,	was	recklessly	rock-
ing	the	boat.	Despite	the	more	toned-down	
language,	here	was	an	echo	of	El	Bashir’s	ac-
cusations,	and	a	demand	for	the	Euro-Ameri-

can	world	to	let	
Africa	sort	out	
its	own	political	
schisms.
	
According	to	
this	view,	the	
so-called	in-
ternational	
community	is	
at	best	a	blun-
dering	fool,	a	
troublemaker	at	
the	negotiation	
table	ruining	
delicate	under-
standings	with	
rigid	and	unrea-
sonable	pro-
nouncements,	
and	at	worst	a	
club	of	sinister	
neo-colonialists	
enforcing	the	
political	he-
gemony	of	the	
Euro-American	
world.	

I	believe	this	
is	rather	uncharitable,	for	one	because	of	how	
worn	the	neocolonialist	argument	is.	It	is	a	
handy	strategy	periodically	used	by	African	
elites	against	unwelcome	foreign	analyses	or	
intrusions:	to	call	the	outside	faction	neocoloni-

The Brash Boatmen 
of the Hague 

By Arttu Ahava 
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alist,	and	
thus	deny	
any	legiti-
macy	for	
its	pres-
ence	in	
Africa.	This	
strategy	
is	some-

times	also	used	against	fellow	countrymen	
(he	is	too	“white”;	he	is	betraying	the	country	
in	favour	of	the	colonial	powers),	and	always	
for	one	purpose:	to	stake	out	a	monopoly	on	
who	is	allowed	to	represent	the	continent.	It	
is	not	merely	a	question	of	Africans	speaking	
for	Africa,	but	of	certain	Africans,	members	of	
the	elite,	claiming	the	sole	right	to	speak	for	
their	countrymen.	Thus,	any	challenges	to	the	
methods	of	their	rule	can	be	deflected	with	at-
tacks	on	the	legitimacy	of	the	speakers,	be	they	
foreign	or	not.

Thus,	when	the	ICC,	like	the	ill-advised	Ameri-
can	student,	raised	its	coarse	voice	above	the	
gentle	susurrus	of	peaceful	negotiations,	it	
was	no	surprise	that	it	was	met	by	the	cries	of	
colonialist	aggression	and	disruption	of	peace.	
Nevertheless,	one	must	question	the	AU’s	own	
approach	to	the	problem.	

While	subtle	negotiations	and	shared	under-
standings	have	their	place,	years	and	even	dec-
ades	of	such	efforts	have	done	little	to	produce	
accountability	on	the	part	of	the	Sudanese	gov-
ernment	for	the	atrocities	of	the	last	war	from	
198�-200�,	not	to	mention	the	one	happening	
in	Darfur	right	now.	Similarly,	the	Sudanese	
parties’	internal	negotiations	have	done	little	
to	build	a	more	equal	and	democratic	state,	
just	as	the	conference	on	identity	produced	no	
consensus.	

For	that	matter,	the	AU’s	belief	in	El	Bashir’s	
capacity	for	reform	seems	rather	surprising	
considering	that	the	man	has	a	two-decade	
track	record	of	repression,	during	which	his	
government	has	been	increasingly,	rather	than	
decreasingly,	ready	to	visit	atrocities	on	the	ci-
vilian	population.	His	reaction	to	the	indictment	
was	telling:	secure	in	the	support	of	large	parts	
of	the	world,	he	announced	that	the	judgement	
was	worth	less	than	the	ink	it	was	printed	with,	
and	ejected	thirteen	major	aid	organizations	
from	Darfur,	putting	over	a	million	aid	recipients	
in	danger	of	starvation.

How,	then,	are	we	to	view	the	matter?	Are	
quiet	voices	and	gentle	counsel	better	than	
brash	and	disruptive	action	by	outsiders?	While	
it	is	true	that	the	ICC’s	actions	were	perhaps	
ill-considered	and	have	aggravated	the	already	

tense	political	situation	in	the	area,	we	must	
ask	ourselves:	if	those	more	directly	involved	in	
a	conflict	are	not	willing	to	raise	difficult	issues,	
should	it	not	be	the	duty	of	an	outside	faction	
to	do	so?	What	else	does	the	international	com-
munity,	the	UN,	the	ICC	stand	for	if	not	a	com-
mitment	to	defending	the	rights	of	people	being	
massacred	by	their	own	state,	even	where	such	
a	defence	is	inconvenient	and	disruptive?	

While	the	long	term	effects	of	the	ICC’s	pro-
nouncement	still	remain	to	be	seen,	one	must	
applaud	their	willingness	to	take	a	stand	on	a	
difficult	matter	likely	to	upset	a	great	number	
of	people.	Despite	the	very	real	crisis	caused	
by	the	aid	organizations	being	expelled	from	
the	country,	I	am	less	inclined	to	blame	the	ICC	
than	El	Bashir	himself	for	his	petty	ruthlessness	
in	putting	over	a	million	of	his	own	citizens	in	
mortal	danger	as	a	retaliation	for	a	personal	
attack.	Sometimes,	when	people	are	too	closely	
invested	in	a	situation	to	be	able	to	rock	the	
boat,	someone	else	can,	and	should,	do	so.	

	

We must ask ourselves: 
if those more directly in-
volved in a conflict are 
not willing to raise dif-
ficult issues, should it 
not be the duty of an 
outside faction to do so? 
What else does the in-
ternational community, 
the UN, the ICC stand for 
if not a commitment to 
defending the rights of 
people being massacred 
by their own state.
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I	stand	fixed.		At	17:09	the	afternoon	sun	still	
manages	to	drag	five	refracted	beams	across	its	
face	to	push	aside	its	wispy	coiffure,	flashing	a	
hint	of	collegial	eye	contact	before	dipping	into	
the	great	beyond:

Fosforece la luna sobre las aguas errantes.
Andan días iguales persiguiéndose.*

The	Sun	(Latin:	Sol)	is	
the	star	at	the	center	
of	our	Solar	System,	
circumnavigated	by	the	
Earth	along	an	ellipti-
cal	path	at	an	approxi-
mate	mean	distance	of	
149,600,000	kilometers.		
The	Earth	also	rotates	in	
its	orbit,	exposing	dif-
ferent	sections	of	itself	
to	the	Sun	at	different	
times	and	in	cyclical	
fashion,	resulting	in	al-
ternating	periods	of	light	
(day)	and	dark	(night),	
with	some	polar	excep-
tions.

*****

Now	is	a	difficult	time	
for	those	of	us	in	the	
arts	and	humanities.		
Amid	a	global	economic	
crisis,	as	the	logic	goes,	
who	has	the	time,	ener-
gy,	or	money	to	read	novels?		With	people	los-
ing	their	jobs,	their	homes,	and	their	retirement	
funds,	what	good	are	publicly	funded	muse-
ums?		In	shrinking	job	markets	for	which	differ-
entiation	from	one’s	competitors	often	requires	
the	acquisition	of	highly	specialized,	technical	
skills,	who	can	afford	to	study	philosophy?

In	fact,	the	arts	have	spent	more	than	just	
these	past	few	years	of	economic	downturn	
occupying	the	margins	of	public	concern.		Tech-
nologies	that	make	faulty	hearts	beat	regularly,	

produce	clean	energy,	or	carry	us	safely	and	
swiftly	from	Manila	to	Caracas	produce	tangible	
and	immediate	solutions	to	salient	problems,	
such	that	the	benefits	of	these	kinds	of	tech-
nologies	are	more	widely	and	easily	understood	
in	the	broader	public.		

By	contrast,	historical	relationships	between	
art,	beauty,	and	pleasure	still	threaten	to	class	

the	study	of	arts	as,	if	not	
the	supplemental	prerog-
ative	of	privileged	indi-
viduals,	certainly	that	of	
privileged	societies.		Thus,	
for	many,	the	arts	are	not	
a	means	of	addressing	
tangible	social	problems,	
but	a	supplement—a	set	
of	purely	aesthetic	prac-
tices—to	be	enjoyed	only	
after	a	society	has	tended	
to	more	important	issues:	
the	economy,	the	war,	
the	famine,	the	drought.		
What	tangible	solutions	
do	humanities	scholars	
have?		What	problems	are	
we	even	equipped	to	ad-
dress?		

Attempts	to	answer	these	
kinds	of	questions	in	
defense	of	the	arts	typi-
cally	fall	into	two	rela-
tively	extreme	categories,	

constitutive	of	a	counter-
productive	(and	false)	dichotomy	at	worst,	and	
ineffectual	at	best.		Either	the	arts	are	beauti-
ful,	pleasurable,	and	useless,	to	be	enjoyed	by	
those	looking	for	a	pleasurable	retreat	from	‘re-
ality,’	or	the	arts	are	primarily	useful,	especially	
in	educational	settings,	as	a	means	of	teaching	
a	widely	applicable	set	of	analytical	and	com-
munication	skills.		

The	value	of	the	first	defense	lies	in	its	ability	
to	show	that	the	arts,	by	virtue	of	their	alleged	
autonomy,	may	provide	a	kind	of	benefit	that	

Why the Arts Matter 
By Aaron Hanlon
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one	cannot	get	elsewhere.		The	downfall	of	this	
defense,	however,	is	its	tendency	to	lapse	into	
circuitous	arguments	about	the	beauty	of	pleas-
ure	and	the	pleasure	of	beauty,	its	appeals	to	
‘useless’	knowledge	mainly	for	those	who	can	
afford	to	neglect	use-value	(or	market	value)	as	
a	concern,	and	its	failure	to	address	the	many	
ways	in	which	knowledge	and	its	pursuit	can	be	
both	beautiful	and	useful.		

Though	it	demonstrates	some	of	the	more	im-
mediate	practical	advantages	of	arts	training,	
the	second	defense	is	also	shortsighted	in	its	
desire	to	reduce	the	study	of	humanities	to	
just	another	of	many	types	of	market-oriented,	
vocational	training,	most	of	which	(computer	
programming	courses,	engineering	courses)	
out-compete	humanities	courses	to	begin	with	
in	job	markets.		

Within	the	framework	of	these	two	defenses,	
the	humanities	are	either	an	ethereal	source	
of	pleasure	whose	value	otherwise	is	lost	on	
anyone	unfamiliar	with	aesthetic	philosophy	
from	roughly	Horace	to	Kant,	or	a	half-way-vo-
cational	group	of	programs	no	longer	primarily	
concerned	with	their	namesake	object	of	study,	
humans,	in	all	their	complexity.

Rather	than	isolating	the	arts	and	attempting	to	
define	and	justify	them	in	and	of	themselves,	
we	would	do	better	to	understand	the	astro-
nomical	value	of	these	fields	in	relation	to	an-
other	set	of	fields,	the	sciences,	whose	benefits	
are	already	well	understood.		

The	arts	are	not	an	airy	supplement	to	be	
plucked	from	the	stratosphere	when	times	are	
good,	but	an	essential	complement	required,	
in	conjunction	with	the	sciences,	for	the	fullest	
understanding	and	amelioration	of	the	human	
condition	at	all	times.		In	this	complementary	
relationship,	the	sciences	provide	us	with	an	
understanding	of	how	the	world	is,	and	what	we	
are	and	are	not	capable	of	doing	within	it.		The	
arts	and	humanities	provide	us	with	an	under-
standing	of	how	we	relate	to	and	experience	the	
world,	and	what	we	should	and	should	not	do	
with	our	continually	fluctuating	capabilities.		

Humans,	whose	limited	faculties	lead	us,	per-
haps	sometimes	for	the	better,	to	near-constant	
misapprehension	and	error,	are	the	embodi-
ment	of	bad	science.		We	see	this	perhaps	as	
strongly	as	ever	now,	in	the	wake	of	widespread	
miscalculations	and	failures	of	critical	and	ethi-
cal	judgment	among	political	and	industrial	
leaders.	For	this	reason	we	measure	and	model	
with	machines	whenever	possible;	and	none-
theless	we	cannot	obviate	human	fallibility.		

What	we	know	is	continually	dissociated	from	
who	we	are.		The	value	of	the	humanities	lies,	
then,	in	this	disjunction	between	the	way	the	
world	is	(accuracy)	and	the	way	we	experience	
it	(humanity).		

Skeptics	interested	in	observing	this	phenom-
enon	need	only	stand	fixed,	feet	planted,	armed	
with	knowledge	of	astronomy	and	relativity,	
and	observe	the	movement	of	that	wholly	hu-
man	and	wholly	inhuman	object	as	it	makes	its	
way	across	the	sky	and	eventually	beneath	the	
horizon,	giving	us	cues	to	eat,	drink,	and	sleep	
in	anticipation	of	rising	with	it	again	and	again	
and	again	until	one	of	the	lights	goes	out,	its	or	
yours,	whichever	comes	first.

It	is	this	easy	to	witness	the	duality	of	truth,	
or	the	aporia	at	the	heart	of	what	is	and	what	
appears	to	be.		It	is	this	easy	to	understand	
thereby	the	need	for	dual	enquiry	through	the	
sciences	and the arts.

*From	Pablo	Neruda,	Twenty Love Poems and A 
Song of Despair,	“Aquí	Te	Amo.”	

The arts are 
not an airy sup-
plement to be 
plucked from 
the stratosphere 
when times are 
good, but an es-
sential comple-
ment required, in 
conjunction with 
the sciences, for 
the fullest un-
derstanding and 
amelioration of 
the human condi-
tion at all times.
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Japan: Ancient Traditions and 
Modern Misfits 

Article and Photos by Heidi Kikoler

For	years	I	dreamt	about	visiting	Japan.	I	did	everything	I	could,	apart	from	visiting	the	country,	
to	immerse	myself	in	its	modern	culture.	I	ate	sushi	every	week.	And	at	the	displeasure	of	my	
wallet,	sometimes	multiple	times	a	week.	I	studied	the	language	for	a	few	months.	Not	my	forte,	
but	it	did	leave	me	with	a	better	understanding	of	Japanese	words	at	sushi	bars.	I	watched	Mem- 
oirs of a Geisha	and	The Ring.	And	yes,	I	will	admit,	I	own	one	or	two,	okay,	three,	Hello	Kitty	
items	(No	shame!).
	
I	finally	visited	Japan	last	August	and	my	high	expectations	were	blown	out	of	the	water.	The	sushi	
was	fantastic,	no	matter	if	it	was	consumed	at	5	a.m.	at	Tokyo’s	famed	Tsukiji	Fish	Market	or	at	11	
p.m.	in	a	small	sushi	bar	down	a	side	alley	in	Osaka.	My	language	skills	proved	abysmal.	However,	
not	a	problem	as	the	Japanese	turned	out	to	be	quite	keen	to	communicate	with	hand	gestures	
and	smiles.	The	geisha	turned	out	to	be	real.	In	fact,	walking	at	night	in	the	Gion	district	of	Kyoto	
at	times	felt	like	I	had	stepped	onto	the	Memoirs of a Geisha	film	set.	And	my	visit	opened	up	a	
whole	new	world	of	‘kawaii,’	Japanese	for	cute,	toys	from	smiling	pieces	of	burnt	toast	to	oddly	
amusing	tofu	characters.
	
While	my	original	fascination	with	Japan	leaned	more	towards	the	wonders	of	its	modern	culture,	
what	struck	me	while	I	was	there	was	the	stark	contrast	between	traditional	Japan	and	modern	
Japan.	The	following	pages	contain	a	short	photo	essay	that	depicts	the	wonderful	mix	of	Japan’s	
ancient	traditions	and	modern	misfits.	

Statue	in	the	Okunoin	Cemetary	in	Koyasan
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Cosplayer	at	the	Kyoto	International	Manga	Museum	

Cosplay,	short	for	costume	play,	is	a	favorite	pastime	for	a	large	number	of	Japanese	girls	who	
dress	up	and	adopt	the	persona	of	their	favorite	manga	or	anime	characters.	As	an	outsider	to	this	
sub-culture,	it	is	an	unbelievable	sight	to	see.
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A	Shingon	Buddhist	monk	does	his	early	morning	prayers,	Koyasan

Waiting	for	the	salarymen	to	arrive	at	the	geisha	house,	Kyoto



1�

Ancient	Buddha	meets	modern	lights,	Koyasan A	dramatic	display	of	Japanese	nail	art,	Tokyo

Traditionally	dressed	girls	enjoying	modern	conveniences,	Nara
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�80,000		

The	average	number	of	new	users	Skype,	now	launching	Skype	for	i-Phone,	enlists	per	day	(“Sky-
pe	Growing	by	380,000	Users	a	Day,”	PCWorld.com,	Tuesday	10	February	2009).

44,000,000,000		
Amount,	in	US	dollars,	that	the	United	States	government	spends	per	annum	on	its	“War	on	
Drugs,”	which	targets	illegal	drug	trade	(Jeffrey	Miron,	Senior	Lecturer	in	Economics,	Harvard	Uni-
versity,	CNN.com,	24	March	2009).

��,000,000,000		
Amount,	in	US	dollars,	that	the	United	States	government	forfiets	in	potential	tax	revenue	on	le-
galized	drugs	by	maintaining	drug	prohibition	(Jeffrey	Miron,	Senior	Lecturer	in	Economics,	Har-
vard	University,	CNN.com,	24	March	2009).

�	minutes,	�4	seconds	

The	time	it	took	the	men’s	Oxford	Blues	boat	to	reach	the	mile	mark	in	the	2009	Oxford	&	Cam-
bridge	Boat	Race,	won	by	Oxford	(theboatrace.org).

�	minutes,	4�	seconds		

The	time	it	took	world	record	holder	Hicham	El	Guerrouj	of	Morocco	to	run	the	mile	
(wikipedia.org).
	

Numerology
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Ingredients:

�00g	goat	or	mutton	 	 1	tsp	turmeric	 	 	 1	cinnamon	stick
2	large	onions	 	 	 1-2	tsp	ginger	powder	 	 40g	butter	&	oil
�-6	cloves	garlic	 	 	 1	tsp	coriander	seed		 	 pineapple,	cubed
1	scotch	bonnet	chilli	 	 1	tsp	pepper	corns	 	 	 basmati	rice
½	tube	tomato	puree	 	 1	tbsp	curry	powder		 	 desiccated	coconut
1	tin	of	kindey	beans	 	 1	lime	(optional)	 	 	 natural	yoghurt	(optional)
10-12	cardamoms
(removed	from	pod)

To make the marinade:

	 •	 Roast	some	coriander	seed,	peppercorns,	10-12	cardamom,	1	cinnamon	stick		 	
	 	 and	grind	up	in	pestle	and	mortar.
	 •	 Rub	the	marinade	into	the	diced	goat	(or	mutton)	and	also	add	in	a	decent		 	
	 	 amount	of	turmeric	and	ginger	powder.	Massage	the	spices	into	the	goat.
	 •	 Ideally,	leave	overnight	in	the	fridge,	or	for	at	least	2	hours	in	a	sealed	container			
	 	 at	room	temperature.	Adding	some	lime	juice	might	help	tenderise	the	meat	and		
	 	 speed	up	cooking	time.

To make the curry itself:

	 •	 Melt	about	40g	butter	with	some	oil	(grapeseed/sunflower/olive).
	 •	 Chop	1	scotch	bonnet	very	finely,	and	3-6	cloves	of	garlic.
	 •	 Fry	until	the	garlic	starts	to	turn	brown	and	then	add	the	meat	(complete	with		 	
	 	 spices).	When	adding	the	meat,	also	add	in	a	fair	amount	of	curry	powder.
	 •	 Fry	the	meat	for	a	few	minutes	until	it’s	sealed,	and	then	add	enough	water	to		 	
	 	 completely	cover	the	meat.
	 •	 Braise	the	meat	for	about	�0-60	mins,	and	then	add	in	2	large	onions,	quartered			
	 	 and	chopped.	If	necessary,	add	some	more	water	to	cover.
	 •	 After	the	onions	have	gone	soft	(but	not	completely	cooked),	add	in	about	½		 	
	 	 tube	of	tomato	puree	and	the	kidney	beans.
	 •	 Reduce	the	curry	down	until	the	sauce	is	nice	and	thick	and	the	meat	is	tender.
	 •	 Add	some	yoghurt	if	the	curry	melts	your	face.

To make the accompanying rice:

	 •	 Boil	some	rice	(basmati	is	my	personal	favourite)	with	some	desiccated	coconut.			
	 	 Drain	and	rinse	with	boiling	water.
	 •	 Get	some	more	desiccated	coconut	and	reconstitute	with	some	water.
	 •	 Chop	some	pineapple	slices	into	1cm	cubes,	and	fry	with	some	olive	oil.
	 •	 Once	the	pineapple	is	tender,	add	the	rice	and	reconstituted	coconut	and	cook		 	
	 	 until	it’s	nice,	warm	and	well-mixed.
	

Original Recipe
Mick Craig’s

Jamaican Goat Curry à la Mick
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New Items

The	Common	Room	has	secured	two	very	health-friendly	procrastination	devices,	both	of	which	
are	now	available	for	use.	The	gym	is	now	outfitted	with	a	new elliptical machine,	while	the	TV	
room	contains	a	Nintendo Wii	wiith	actiive	games	such	as	tenniis	and	boxing.	To	sign	out	a	key	
for	Wii	access,	visit	the	porter’s	lodge.			

Social

Trinity	term	is	going	to	be	even	better	than	last	term:	highlights	include	sumo	suit	wrestling	bbq,	
old	school	sports	day	with	jelly	and	ice	cream,	and	a	murder	mystery	evening	at	Quod.	Prepara-
tions	for this year’s Linacre ball	are	in	full	swing,	so	put	
the	date	in	your	diary	(27th	June)	and	get	shopping	for	
those	glamourous	outfits!		Find	out	more	and	buy	your	tick-
ets	at	the	launch	party,	Friday	1st	May.

Environmental

The	OC	Tanner	and	Abraham	buildings	now	have	new, 
more efficient boilers	to	reduce	our	energy	consumption.	
These	boilers	are	capable	of	using	sun	collectors	to	produce	
warm	water.	While	Linacre	does	not	yet	have	sun	collectors,	
the	boilers	were	carefully	chosen	to	meet	possible	future	
needs,	indicating	the	direction	in	which	Linacre	is	heading	
environmentally.	Other	projects	on	the	horizon	include	the	
installation	of	double-glazed	windows	and	low-energy	light	
bulbs	in	the	OC	Tanner	Building.

Sarah	Womack	and	Dr.	John	Holmes	have	successfully	initi-
ated	the Linacre Sustainability Committee,	and	are	now	
joined	by	a	second	fellow	and	three	students	to	comprise	
the	Committee.	Its	aim	is	to	develop	an	environmental	
road-map	for	Linacre,	and	to	advise	the	College	administra-
tion	as	it	defines	short-term	and	long-term	goals	to	reduce	Linacre’s	environmental	impact.

Charity

Want	to	volunteer?	The	Oxford	Hub	offers	volunteer	inductions	and	coordinator	workshops	for	a	
variety	of	charitable	activities.	E-mail	volunteermanager@oxfordhub.org	or	call	0186�	40���1	to	
ask	questions	and	get	involved.

Li(n)es

Interested	in	becoming	part	of	Linacre Li(n)es?	E-mail	Aaron	at	lines@linacre.ox.ac.uk.

Community
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Last Word: A Short Story 
By Pierre Menard, autor del Quijote 

Last	word.1	

�	 M—	trifled	with	a	menu	
corner	where	the	laminate	
was	flayed,	his	fingers	think-
ing	they	might	peel	it	back	far	
enough	to	get	at	the	paper	in-
side,	the	rest	of	him	not	think-
ing.	He	concluded	moments	
earlier	that	sanity	is	a	matter	
of	statistics,	and	thought	the	
matter	settled.	He	was	a	sam-
ple	of	one.

The	pub	was	three	blocks	from	
S—’s	flat	on	the	same	street	
where	the	two	of	them	cooked	
dinner	together.	He	did	the	
chopping,	she	the	frying.	They	
made	fajitas.	He	went	there	af-
ter	work,	half	six.	She	greeted	
him.	No	avocado	he	said.	Back	
out	for	the	avocado.	

He	drank	from	his	pint	with	
alacrity,	sipping	compulsively	
and	pausing	only	to	acknowl-
edge	the	working	of	his	fingers	
on	the	menu,	his	thumbnail	
thrust	in	the	shallow	groove	
of	the	split	corner,	his	other	
thumb	and	forefinger	pressed	
together	like	a	pincer,	grasping	
at	the	thin	curl	of	plastic.	

M—	came	up	the	lift	with	the	
avocado	and	made	his	way	
down	the	hall.	S—	was	rus-
tling	about	in	the	kitchen,	
sounding	busy.	The	door	was	
ajar	enough	for	M—	to	catch	
glimpses	of	her	mechanical	
movements	as	he	approached:	
a	piece	of	rigid	arm	as	she	piv-
oted	back	toward	the	refrigera-
tor,	the	pink	line	of	her	calf.

Halfway	through	the	pint	it	
occurred	to	M—	what	he	had	
done.	His	fingers	were	now	
busy	on	a	scrap	of	menu	paper	
he	had	accessed	and	torn	off,	
pulling	it	into	small	pieces	and	

collecting	the	pieces	in	a	tidy	
pile.	He	sat	tearing	with	his	
forearms	rested	on	the	table	
and	the	half-empty	pint	glass	
in	the	center	between	his	torso	
and	his	outstretched	arms,	
giving	the	appearance,	from	
his	point	of	view,	of	an	amber	
snow	globe	as	he	sprinkled	the	
torn	bits	of	white	paper	into	his	
pile	behind	the	beer.	M—	was	
experiencing	gravity.

He	plodded	loudly	as	he	ap-
proached	the	door	to	avoid	
startling	S—,	whose	peram-
bulations	about	the	kitchen	
were	always	so	frenetic,	her	
changes	of	mind	and	direction	
so	abrupt,	that	spooking	her	
could	easily	mean	catching	an	
incidental	frying	pan	or	salsa	
bowl	in	the	teeth.	Her	body	
was	tense,	he	thought;	ma-
chine-like.	M—	called	her	name	
(for	good	measure)	as	he	
came	through	the	threshold.								

He	was	staring	through	the	
pint	glass	at	the	bits	of	white	
paper	when	he	felt	the	first	
advances	of	feeling,	which	
after	only	a	few	moments	
heightened	to	full-on	assault.	
His	stomach	was	cold;	the	
pressure	was	welling	up	in	his	
esophagus.	His	feet	picked	up	
like	timed	automata	where	his	
fingers	left	off	and	began	tap-
ping	and	fidgeting	under	the	
table.	He	had	to	move.	

Back	with	the	avocado,	I	see.	
Acknowledging	his	arrival,	
S—	came	to	a	jerking	halt	a	
few	feet	in	front	of	him	with	
a	chopping	knife	in	one	hand	
and	a	bowl	of	cilantro	in	the	
other.	She	wore	a	thin	smile,	
a	camisole,	and	a	pair	of	heels	
which,	though	high	enough	
to	bring	her	to	his	eye	level,	

were	not	quite	stiletto	in	di-
ameter.	Her	hair	was	still	wet	
from	the	shower;	she	looked	
good,	he	thought.	She	always	
looks	good.	I	started	chopping,	
S—	said.	What	took	so	long?		
Queues.					

M—	acquiesced	to	his	feet,	
swung	his	legs	out	from	un-
der	the	table,	and	walked	as	
inconspicuously	as	he	could	
toward	the	bathroom.	Inside,	
he	avoided	the	urge	to	gaze	
at	himself	in	the	mirror	like	so	
many	film	characters	in	mo-
ments	of	macabre	mea	culpa	
before	or	after	something	
irreconcilable	takes	place.	He	
scrubbed	his	hands	in	the	sink	
two	or	three	separate	times—
he	wasn’t	certain—and	dried	
them	in	the	stall	with	a	mass	
of	toilet	tissue.	Where	to	go	
now?

He	finished	the	chopping;	she	
began	frying	and	warming	the	
tortillas	in	the	oven.	He	poured	
two	glasses	of	white	zinfandel	
from	a	box	in	the	refrigerator	
and	put	two	plates	on	the	ta-
ble.	She	put	the	warm	tortillas	
on	the	plates,	then	the	fried	
mixture	on	top.	He	folded	her	
tortilla	for	her,	as	always,	into	
a	sturdy	pouch.	He	folded	his	
own.	How	was	your	day?		Fine.	
Yours?		Good.	
					
She	came	out	of	the	shower	as	
he	arrived.	Give	me	a	minute,	
she	said,	as	though	it	were	a	
bad	time.	He	set	the	avocado	
on	a	chair.	When	she	emerged	
from	the	bathroom	in	a	towel	
her	shoulders	and	collar	bone	
were	wet	from	her	still-saturat-
ed	hair.	She	dropped	the	towel	
and	sat	on	the	bed	at	once	in	a	
fluid	motion.	M—	felt	a	famil-
iar	coldness	in	his	stomach	as	
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he	joined	her	on	the	bed.	She	
took	his	hand	and	pressed	it	
flat	on	a	spot	at	the	base	of	
her	neck	where	the	droplets	
of	water	from	her	hair	began	
their	slow	descent.	M—	was	
experiencing	gravity.	He	leaned	
into	her	and	let	his	weight	
go;	they	fell	into	the	bed	in	
tandem	and	made	love.	Hazy	
about	what	he	had	done,	he	
dressed	himself	hastily	and	left	
her	flat	in	a	panic.	Where	to	go	
now?		There	was	a	pub	across	
the	street.	He	walked	in,	took	
a	corner	table.	Pint	of	lager,	
please.	He	began	fingering	the	
menu	at	the	corner	where	the	
laminate	was	flayed.	Not	the	
flat;	not	now.

M—	was	in	bed,	restless.	He	
tried	to	close	his	eyes	with-
out	seeing	her	laying	there	
and	feeling	the	coldness	in	
his	stomach.	His	feet	began	
to	stir.	He	had	to	move.	Out	
to	the	kitchen	for	a	glass	of	
water.	Dishes	in	the	sink.	The	
knife.	He	went	back	to	bed.	His	
stirring	was	enough	to	keep	
S—	awake.

‘Trouble	sleeping?’

‘I’m	feeling	kind	of	ill.	I	think	
the	avocado	was	overripe.	
Must	be	the	avocado.’

‘I’m	sure	it’s	the	avocado.’		

S—	leaned	into	him	now	and	
put	a	hand	over	his	stomach,	
still	wearing	the	camisole.	With	
her	other	hand	behind	her	she	
reached	through	the	dark	to-
ward	the	night	stand	until	her	
fingertips	found	cold	steel.	She	
knew	it	wasn’t	the	avocado.	
She	was	purring	in	his	ear	
now.	He	was	enjoying	it.

‘Is	there	something	I	can	do	to	
help	you	sleep,	my	dear?’

He	inhaled	sharply	as	she	ran	
her	hand	under	his	t-shirt.	

‘Yes.’




