View metadata, citation and similar papers at core.ac.uk brought to you by fCORE

provided by Bard College

B ar Bard College

Bard Digital Commons

Senior Projects Spring 2018 Bard Undergraduate Senior Projects

Spring 2018

A Mere Heart of Stone: The Anti-Biography of Charles Darwin

Anna Rose Sones
Bard College, arsones@gmail.com

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/senproj_s2018

b Part of the Creative Writing Commons

This work is licensed under a Creative Commons Attribution-Noncommercial-No Derivative Works 4.0 License.

Recommended Citation

Sones, Anna Rose, "A Mere Heart of Stone: The Anti-Biography of Charles Darwin" (2018). Senior Projects
Spring 2018. 318.

https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/senproj_s2018/318

This Open Access work is protected by copyright and/or
related rights. It has been provided to you by Bard
College's Stevenson Library with permission from the
rights-holder(s). You are free to use this work in any way
that is permitted by the copyright and related rights. For
other uses you need to obtain permission from the rights-
holder(s) directly, unless additional rights are indicated by
a Creative Commons license in the record and/or on the

work itself. For more information, please contact B
digitalcommons@bard.edu. ar


https://core.ac.uk/display/232616096?utm_source=pdf&utm_medium=banner&utm_campaign=pdf-decoration-v1
http://www.bard.edu/
http://www.bard.edu/
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/senproj_s2018
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/undergrad
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/senproj_s2018?utm_source=digitalcommons.bard.edu%2Fsenproj_s2018%2F318&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
http://network.bepress.com/hgg/discipline/574?utm_source=digitalcommons.bard.edu%2Fsenproj_s2018%2F318&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
https://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/4.0/
https://digitalcommons.bard.edu/senproj_s2018/318?utm_source=digitalcommons.bard.edu%2Fsenproj_s2018%2F318&utm_medium=PDF&utm_campaign=PDFCoverPages
mailto:digitalcommons@bard.edu
http://www.bard.edu/
http://www.bard.edu/

A Mere Heart of Stone:

The Anti-Biography of Charles Darwin

Senior Project Submitted to
The Written Arts Program

of Bard College

by

Anna Sones

Annandale-on-Hudson, New York

May 2018






Acknowledgements

Thank you to Ben Hale, my academic and Senior Project advisor, for giving me the con-
fidence, tools, and advice to complete this project. Thank you Alice Stroup, for your gift of Janet
Browne’s two-volume biography of Charles Darwin, without which this project would be entire-
ly different. Thank you to my Senior Project board, and to all the family members and friends

who looked over my drafts and gave me feedback and support.

Dedication

To Devin J. Ayers






’
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Prologue

30 June, 1860—Oxford, England

My father could not be at Oxford that day due to his ill health. If he had been, I have no
doubt that things would have transpired quite differently. Still, I think it very much worked out in
his favor.

The British Association for the Advancement for Science was a mere thirty years old. Its
goal of bringing scientific discovery to the public had flourished into a full six days of talks and
activities attended by thousands. Families travelled miles to stay in inns or with acquaintances.
That week, they spent their mornings socializing, their evenings feasting, and their afternoons on
organized excursions to walk Bristol’s new suspension bridge, or see Derbyshire’s caves by can-
dlelight.

And then of course there was the science. In 1860, something called a phonautogram
recorded the human voice. Men discovered and named acetylene, caesium, and cocaine. In a
month there would be an eclipse. In Oxford that year, Messrs. Herchel and Whewell presented on
their revision of the nomenclature of the stars. The Earl of Ross demonstrated his large reflecting
telescope. John William Draper, somehow a chemist and a historian, tied them both together to
speak on human development. The Prince Consort was there, and Lord Wrottesley, a lauded as-
tronomer, was president. How grand it must have been to be in Oxford that summer: Oxford with
its gleaming cream-colored stone, all the buildings tall and carved like Rome or Alexandria. One

can tell it is a learned place just from the clean air and the manners of the people. It is the



best city for a British Association Meeting, and the best in which to have discussed my father’s
work.

Of course he could not present it, but there were a few notable talks which nodded to his
new book, the most notable of course an essay by John William Draper entitled “On the Intellec-
tual Development of Europe, considered with reference to the views of Mr. Darwin and others,
that the Progression of Organisms is determined by Law.” It is odd that he was placed in Section
D—Zoology and Botany, including Physiology—but he would have been happy to be there con-
sidering it was always the most popular. That particular day—a Saturday, it was—the size of the
crowd obliged the dons to move the talk to the library in the new Natural History Museum. It
being so last minute and the museum being as yet unfinished, the carpenters were installing
benches right up until the talk began at noon.

It was a splendid room. The benches sat round great grey columns from which arches
sprouted and interwove on the ceiling like spider’s webs. Into it poured seven hundred men of
science, Cambridge dons, travelers and their wives, and rowdy undergraduates. Despite its great
size the room soon filled up with heat. Of course I was not there to feel it, I myself being at that
time only twelve years old, but I have heard it from Miss Brewster, whose mother was there that
day. She and Mr. David Brewster took a bench towards the front of the room where Mrs. Brew-
ster, pregnant at the time with Miss Brewster, could have a bit of space. From there they could
see the platform. At the back of it was the chairman, John Stevens Henslow, Oxford’s botanist
and priest and a great friend and mentor of my father. Henslow tugged at his collar and his white
curls, and waved his hand as though he were pushing a stake into a garden bed. Someone

laughed, someone coughed, and then there was silence. He welcomed the attendees and intro-



duced Professor Draper. Draper was middle aged and American, and had a round face with white
hair and sideburns flying up and away so that he looked like a half-sheared sheep. He had been
born in England and moved away at a young age, and the dons leaned back in their seats to de-
termine if he would merit his heritage.

A great man of science he might have been, but a great speaker he was not. He read his
paper verbatim in the tone of a child learning to read, his head and eyes tracking the page from
his right hand to his left and back again, until even the sharpest dons in the room were half
asleep. They were only kept from being fully asleep by his grating American accent. Imagine it:
an audience of avid learners squeezed into a room still smelling of paint and sawdust, the sun
seeping in through the high windows and mixing with the heat of so many bodies. Mrs. Brewster
flicking open her fan and crossing, uncrossing, and recrossing her legs while Professor Draper
turned yet another page.

The thesis of Professor Draper’s essay, as I understand it, was that “man in civilization
does not occur accidentally or in a fortuitous manner, but is determined by immutable law.”
There is proof of the dominance of immutable law, he maintained, in the development of an or-
ganism from birth to death, in the series of animals that have lived on earth, and in the slow
shaping of the earth. In all of these processes, said he, life is refined from sheer automatism, to
instinct, to intelligence, and this holds true for society as well as it does for the individual, the
two being inextricably connected, and he chose the Ancient Greeks as his example. It was at this
point that he embarked on nearly half an hour’s recounting of Greek history, from the lonians to
the Pythagoreans to the Eleatic philosophers to the Sophists, on to the Socratics and Platonics,

who were doubted by the Sceptics, and on and on until Mrs. Brewster could hardly remember



why they were learning about the Greeks at all. She fanned her face a little harder and sat up in

her chair. Draper did, at long last, bring his argument back to Europe, and somehow worked out
that out of the five stages of life, we are only in the fourth. If Draper’s later works are any clue,

this last step likely had something to do with the vanquishing of religion by science.

When Draper at last ceded the platform, Mrs. Brewster clapped her hands to wake herself
up, took a moment to wipe the sweat from her brows, and looked at the program while Henslow
took a few questions from the listeners. Then he settled his gaze upon Huxley. Many these days
will know Thomas Henry Huxley as a great proponent and interpreter of my father’s work, coin-
er of the phrase “survival of the fittest,” looking somewhat like a macaque for the excessive
white sideburns and pursed upper lip, but at that time he was still young, and when Henslow
looked at him and raised an eyebrow, Huxley declined to speak. Huxley had not wanted to be
there at all that day. He had only changed his mind at the very last moment.

The man who got to his feet instead was Samuel Wilberforce, Bishop of Oxford. Now, in
the days leading up to this event, Mrs. Brewster had heard a rumor going round that certain indi-
viduals—namely Professor Richard Owen and Bishop Wilberforce—had designs to use Draper’s
talk to criticize my father’s book, On the Origin of Species. They knew, too, that certain of his
enemies, namely Huxley and Joseph Hooker seated beside him, would likely rebuke them. The
attendance of so many people was due to this rumor, thought Mrs. Brewster—or at least her own
attendance certainly was. Professor Owen did not attend, but Wilberforce was cool as he took the
platform. Mrs. Brewster’s eyes followed his robes as they billowed and swayed to stillness. The
puffed sleeves of his white bishop’s shirt crinkled like muscles. His dark widow’s peak pointed

to his small sharp nose, and a small mouth which unfurled into a smile upon the audience. Bish-



op Wilberforce was known as a great speaker. He had the confidence of such a man. He had no
reason to rush. He began graciously enough, with that smooth style of delivery which Benjamin
Disraeli once called unctuous.

“It is a most readable book,” he said, “full of facts in natural history, old and new, of his
collecting and of his observing; and all of these are told in his own perspicuous language, and all
thrown into picturesque combinations, and all sparkle with the colors of fancy and the lights of
imagination. But,” he said, and this was the part Mrs. Brewster was waiting for, “with Mr. Dar-
win's ‘argument’ we may say in the outset that we shall have much and grave fault to find.”

Bishop Wilberforce’s issues with my father’s book were these: Firstly, that he could find
no historical evidence that any new species had developed. “From the early Egyptian habit of
embalming,” he said, “we know that for four thousand years at least the species of our own do-
mestic animals, the cat, the dog, and others, has remained absolutely unaltered.”

Second, while he admitted that selection could have an effect on individuals, there was no
proof of it eliciting a new species. Here he hit upon a subject very close to my father’s heart,
namely pigeon fancying, and declared that “with all the change wrought in appearance, with all
the apparent variation in manners, when removed from the care and tending of man, they lose
rapidly the peculiar variations which domestication had introduced amongst them, and relapse
into their old untamed condition.” And moreover, the sterility of hybrids disproved altogether the
idea that one species could develop from another. “Is it credible that all favourable varieties of
turnips are tending to become men?”

Wilberforce then turned (and this I am sure my father would denounce wholeheartedly if

he could) to the description of the slave-making habits of Formica polyerges over a smaller



species of black ant. “There seems to be no limit here to the exuberance of his fancy,” he re-
marked, “and if we had Mr. Darwin in the witness-box, and could subject him to a moderate
cross-examination, we should find that he believed that the tendency of the lighter-colored races
of mankind to prosecute the negro slave-trade was really a remains, in their more favored condi-
tion, of the ‘extraordinary and odious instinct’ which had possessed them before they had been
‘improved by natural selection.”” Mrs. Brewster plucked at the cloth round her midriff and felt
the whispers of the crowd like flies in thick air. “Mr. Darwin writes as a Christian, and we doubt
not that he is one. We do not for a moment believe him to be one of those who retain in some
corner of their hearts a secret unbelief which they dare not vent. Now, we must say at once, and
openly, that such a notion is absolutely incompatible not only with single expressions in the word
of God, but, with the whole representation of that moral and spiritual condition of man.” I per-
sonally believe that the bishop would have done well at this time to remember that my father was
as much an abolitionist as he.

“But,” he allowed, coming back to the theory of the book, “we are too loyal pupils of in-
ductive philosophy to start back from any conclusion by reason of its strangeness. If Mr. Darwin
can demonstrate to us our fungular descent, we shall dismiss our pride, and avow, with the char-
acteristic humility of philosophy, our unsuspected cousinship with the mushrooms.” Riding a lit-
tle crest of laughter, Wilberforce then turned to Huxley and inquired, was it through his grandfa-
ther or his grandmother that he claimed to be descended from an ape?

The heat in the room seemed suddenly to increase. The fans flickered faster like a flock
of birds and all sorts of exclamations were uttered. Mrs. Brewster shifted in her seat and folded

her arms over her swollen belly, for she was not sure whether or not she had just heard some-



thing rather improper. She was feeling quite hot now, to the point of being short of breath. Ac-
cording to Miss Brewster, Huxley clapped his hand down on the leg of old Sir Benjamin Brodie,
who shook like a rope bridge, and declared, “the Lord hath delivered him into my hands.” With
that he stood up.

On the Origin of Species was not, he said, merely a hypothesis as Wilberforce had inti-
mated. “It is a schema of explanation and interpretation capable of organizing the phenomena of
natural history in a coherent and intelligible way.” It was, he said, the best explanation of the ori-
gin of species which had yet been offered. Then he turned to Wilberforce and said, “If then, the
question is put to me, would I rather have a miserable ape for a grandfather, or a man highly en-
dowed by nature and possessed of great means of influence and yet who employs those faculties
and that influence for the mere purpose of introducing ridicule into a grave scientific discus-
sion—I unhesitatingly affirm my preference for the ape.”

Imagine the room after such a comment: the laughter would have been raucous, the ex-
clamations deafening. The undergraduates rose and stood upon their seats, and no feat of archi-
tecture could contain the tempest of the crowd. What I do know, having been told by Miss Brew-
ster, is that it was at this moment that Mrs. Brewster fainted. Mr. Brewster and some other men
carried her out of the room, and everything was chaos.

“I regret...”

In a corner someone was shouting.

“...the publication of Mr. Darwin's book.”

Admiral Robert FitzRoy had stood and held aloft a Bible, which he was waving with the

agility of one of the fossils in the museum. A few people listened to him. Many did not. He



looked older than he was. His cheeks were sunken, and his eyes. “I used to expostulate with him,
on the ship. Things contrary to Genesis. It was mere entertainment.” His face crinkled even fur-
ther. “It causes me the acutest pain.”

It was so hard to hear him over the rumpus that some deny it happened. Then again, peo-
ple have said all sorts of things about Oxford. Wilberforce’s sons have claimed that Huxley
phrased it as, “If I had to choose between being descended from an ape or from a man who
would use his great powers of rhetoric to crush an argument, I should prefer the former,” or sim-
ply that he said he would rather be an ape than a bishop, but Huxley himself has denied this. I
have also heard that he said he did not see that it mattered much to a man whether his grandfa-
ther was an ape or not—or perhaps this was said at the Thursday meeting, now I am not certain.
As to Wilberforce, Canon Farrar says he did not address Huxley directly, that is “If anyone were
to be willing to trace his descent through an ape as his grandfather,” and so on, and according to
Professor Draper the exchange did not happen at all, but I do not believe that because if it were
true, Mrs. Brewster would not have fainted.

No matter. The importance of the story is not the transcript but, now nearly thirty years
later, how we remember it. When Henslow gave up and excused them with a God bless you all,
and the audience members shuffled out like school children, I imagine that the white Oxford
buildings were orangey with evening light, and before the people moved on to plans for supper
or the next day, I can be sure that they pondered a few things they would not have considered
that morning:

What kind of a creature is man?

And what kind of a man is Charles Darwin?



Unhealthy Country

20 July, 1817—The Mount, Shrewsbury, England

From up in the attic, the people looked like ants. The way the black skirts of the women
shook was like little insect legs moving. Even the way they walked in straight lines towards the
carriages waiting in the drive was like the ants filing towards the anthill in the garden. He pushed
down on the windowsill with his little hands to stand up on his little toes and look through the
window. At first they were indistinguishable from one another, the ant-people, but as they passed
out of the shadow of the house onto the drive, Charles could tell a few of them apart. His brother
and sisters were intertwined like peavines. Caroline was the one in the middle, and she was the
one who was crying, he guessed, because she was shaking, the same kind of shaking as from
laughing. The little man with the book was the priest, making movements of the mouth that were
meaningless to Charles from the attic window. And his father was a circle done over in shadows,
and he and the three other figures carrying the coffin looked just like an ant carrying a morsel
that was much too big.

It seemed an awfully long time since his mother had died. All the details of it had already
left his mind like pond water on a hot day. All the time between then and now had been spent
outside, in the greenhouse if it was rainy, and at the river if it was not. There was a tree by the
river bank that was hollowed out on one side by lightning, so that it was the shape of a cupped
hand. He would take the little rifle his father had gifted him and go down to the river and sit on
the hollow side of that tree. He would peer out as though he were under siege and practice his

shooting. He looked for hares and pheasants, mainly, and had yet to hit either. The idea was that
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if he shot a hare he could bring it back to his father who could give it to the cook, and maybe that
would be some sort of help. But mostly he just shot because he wanted to. When there were no
hares he would claw at the dirt with his fingernails for pill bugs and worms, or tug leaves off the
tree and pull them apart vein by vein. The time in between his mother’s death and her funeral he
had spent covered in dirt.

“Come and see your mother now,” Caroline had said, or perhaps it was the governess. It
was an afternoon. He was in the greenhouse, studying the roots that grew out of the bottoms of
the pots. It was unusual that he should go and see his mother before dinner, or that she should be
bothered when she had been sick so much. When he stood, covered in dirt, he had a vague notion
of duty, of solemnity, and nothing else that he could recall.

His mother’s room had been different than he remembered it; the furniture was all pushed
away and in the center was the doctor’s work table, a great strange thing with legs like an animal.
It was adorned with things of metal, things of glass, cloth with stains and smells. He could not
place the smells, neither then nor now. He wanted to pinch his nose but he had a notion that was
wrong.

“Come and see your mother,” they said, and so he approached the bed where she had lain
sweating for so long. It was a tall bed, and he, a child, could see little but a waxy hand lying
within the sleeve of a black velvet gown, a long gown, a thick gown, of heavy fabric almost blue
like nighttime. No wonder she had sweated so. He had never seen that gown before, and yet he
remembered it best of all. The gown best of all and his mother least of all. How it seemed so vast

it could almost be the bedsheet, how somewhere inside it her limbs were arranged unevenly, and
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the gown uneven too, draping off the bed and underneath her waxy hand, and above that, her
hair, maybe, frizzed like an old wig.

He remembered meeting his father and his siblings there, or perhaps they came in after
him, and they were all crying. How strange, the thought, that his father should ever cry. But
Charles did not want to cry. Why had that been again? Resolve to be strong for them, surely? Or
resignation not to compete with his tears against theirs? Caroline knelt, her skirts a puddle on the
floor, her hair a puddle on the bed, sobbing and grasping her mother’s hand as if she would feel
it. But Charles did not want to cry and he did not want to touch her; after all, his hands were still
dirty. Instead, he stood by the work table, toying with the cap to a bottle of medicine.

It seemed ages since his mother had died. It seemed longer still since she had lived. He
recalled that she did not like fish, and that she preferred her breakfast in bed, and that she thought
it was funny when he talked about the ants in the garden. But he did not recall if she had a nice
laugh, or whether she laughed often at all. He could scarcely recall the color of her hair, frizzed
or otherwise. Years of parties and evening teas, little complaints and visits to her bedroom, had
all been distilled to that single afternoon, to that train of blue-black velvet grazing the floor. The
white flowers on the first carriage in the line turned that same color when shadows fell on them.
That would please her. Or wouldn’t it?

His breath was fogging up the window and putting a gauze over his family and the rest of
the people on the drive. When he scrubbed it off with the heel of his hand he saw that all the
people had left the house now, and they were sliding his mother into the carriage with the flow-
ers. She was going to the church yard now. And so were his father and his sisters and brother and

all the other people on the drive, but he was not sure if he was. No one had told him where to be
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and he himself did not know. He had come up to the attic because he did not want to be outside
with the coffin and the priest, and now that they were leaving and they had yet to come for him,
he could not make up his mind. Maybe he would go down to the river, and crouch in the hollow
tree, and watch the water through the branches, and the sunlight through the spiders’ webs. He
could bring the rifle too.

But would his family miss him? Was he wrong to do that? Was he bad? Or was it best?
The horses were restless, and their tails swam through the air like the tails of little fish in the riv-
er. His sisters were helping their father into the carriage, its curved top like a beetle shell, and he

wondered, if they turned around and looked up at the attic window, what would they see?
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Tyrant-Flycatcher

10 February, 1825—University of Edinburgh, Scotland

“What’s to be done about his feathers, sir?”

John Edmonstone brushed a bit of sawdust off his fingers and went to look over Charles'
shoulder.

“That’s very good, Mr. Darwin,” he said.

“But doesn’t he look a bit...”

“A bit what?”

“It’s only, none of yours look quite so dead.”

Charles made eye contact with an enormous cat, lounging atop a shelf of books and
equipment, her spotted paw draped over the edge in a gesture of relaxation. On her tale was
perched a crested owl with wings spread, as if making to fly across the room to the windowsill,
where great grebes and tuco-tucos and capybaras were packed against the frost-covered window.
Outside it was winter in Scotland, where it had been so for as long as Charles could remember.
His nose was chapped, and his shoulders were hunched, if not from the cold then from classes,
and he squinted everywhere to keep snowflakes out of his eyes.

But inside 37 Lothian Street it was always humid and full of strange smells. There were
animals from more countries than Charles could name, done up so beautifully that they seemed
to be basking always in tropical sunlight.

“That’s because he isn’t finished yet.”
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Charles was holding in his hand a male vermillion flycatcher. Edmonstone had let
Charles have it as a special favor. Charles had found it on the shelf in the corner, smaller than the
palm of his hand, its chest and crest a daring scarlet red, even as a crumpled little specimen.
Charles had stared at the red, the brightest color he had seen all winter, and Edmonstone had
said, This is the bird you will work with. But now, after Edmonstone had shone him how to make
the incision in its breast bone, skin him, and clear away the fat—even after he had helped him
make a little replacement body out of soft wood—the flycatcher looked decidedly unanimated.
The stitches were visible on his chest, one wing hung lower than the other, and the feathers were
matted like those of any dead bird he found in his garden at home.

“Take this,” said Edmonstone, handing him a comb. “Brush him just like he were a little
doll.” Then he sat down to the adult rhea that was laid out on his desk.

“Are they related to ostriches, sir?”” asked Charles, eying the rhea at a side glance.

“Distantly, yes.” He pricked a scalpel into the breastbone and dragged it down across the
belly, and the rhea’s chest peeled open like butter. A fetid smell rose into the air and Charles be-
gan to breathe through his mouth as he slipped the comb around the flycatcher’s beak.

“Where do they come from?”

“Argentina. Brazil. All over South America.”

“Have you been there? To South America?”

“I was born there. In Demerara. There, he looks a little better already.” The flycatcher
looked smooth now, and pampered, like it was ready for its funeral. “Shall we wake him up
now?” Edmonstone brought over a few pieces of wire and took the flycatcher from Charles'

hand. He slid the wire under the wing and slowly coaxed it to open, like a paper fan. Then with a
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few pins and bends in the wire, he secured the wing in that open position. “You do the other
one,” he said, and sat down to skin the rhea. Charles picked up the other piece of wire.

“How did you come to be in Edinburgh?” It was a question that every student had, how
John Edmonstone came to be the only negro teaching at the University of Edinburgh. No one
knew how to ask it.

“I came here with my master. Charles Edmonstone.” Charles pulled the wire out and tried
again. “He taught me all of this. Then he moved here and he brought me with him, and then he
freed me.” He had said more than he needed to. He knew Charles was curious, and it made
Charles guilty. Edmonstone smiled at Charles, sprinkled some sawdust to absorb the blood, and
then pulled a shoulder bone out of the rhea. “What bone is this?”” Charles shook his head.

“But aren’t you taking anatomy? With Alexander Monroe?”

“I suppose I am.”

“Not enjoying it?”

“It’s only he’s so dull. And last week he lectured on phrenology.”

“The study of the shape of the human skull to determine the mental faculties. Yes, some
people think it is radical.”

“I think it’s absurd.”

Edmonstone measured the bone and put it down. “The humerus.”

To cover up the sound of flesh pulling away from bone, Charles asked, “What is South
America like?’

“It 1s a big continent.”

“In Demerara, say.”
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“It is hot. There is water everywhere—humid air, waterfalls. The land goes down and
turns into swamps and then the swamps become oceans.”

Charles looked over his shoulder at the snowflakes sticking on the windowpane like ticks.

“Could you find a rhea like that?”

“No, but you could find one like her.” He pointed with his scalpel at the cat eying them
from the shelf.

“Pumas?”

“Jaguars. But pumas South America has, too. I once had a puma I got from a man in
Brazil who found it in his sitting room. Look how nice he looks!”

Charles had finally pulled out the other wing and fixed the wire. Little brown wings that
framed the bright red crest and belly. Edmonstone took the bird from Charles and fixed one more
wire through the stitches, which he used to attach the bird to a tree branch already flocked with
birds. With its wings out and its feathers reflecting the white light from the window, it looked, if
not like a live bird, then like a painting of one. It looked proud of itself.

“Wouldn’t it be nice to keep one as a pet. To look at through the winter.”

Edmonstone shrugged. “They lose the red in captivity. Do try not to be late tomorrow.”

Charles put on his coat, his hat, his gloves, and said goodbye. The flat he shared with his
brother Erasmus was just up the street from 37 Lothian. The snow never stopped except to swap
with rain, and the ground was covered in a sad dirty slime. It stuck in the crevices on the stone
buildings and made the spires just a little bit taller. As he reached for the door handle to the flat,

cold snow burst on the back of his neck. Digging it out of his collar, he turned to face a man



17

slightly taller and older than he, and holding another snowball which he pounded into Charles'
chest as if it were a dagger.

“You missed Anatomy again.”

“I overslept.”

“You said that last time. Where were you 