
“That’s noble of you, 
my Captain,  but it’s not 
an ‘either or’ type of 
situation.” 

“Doing injustice won’t 
prevent you from dying. 
You can betray your 
entire philosophy and die 
anyway.” 

“So you may as well 
do injustice. You’ve got 
nothing to lose.” 

“You could squeeze out 
one last egg after you 
drink the hemlock and die 
happy in the knowledge 
some human will die at 
breakfast.” 

“It is possible that 
because of the chance 
effect of Brownian 
motion on egg and 
breakfast materialisation, 
the dead human could be 
Donald Trump.” 

“Actually you’ll be dead.” 
“Not really. Brownian 
motion displaces matter 
rather erratically. The 
chances are you could kill 
Prince Harry instead.” 

“In this you are not alone, 
my Captain. Brownian 
motion gives everyone the 
shits. Hence the name.” 

“I would rather die than do 
injustice, Mudlark!”

“Either or?” “Oh.” “What did you have in mind, 
Mudlark?”

“What would be the good in 
that, pray tell?”

“Brilliant. Me, the chook that 
laid Donald Trump’s Breakfast! 
 I shall be famous.”

“Dead but famous. It’s worth 
it. Can we be sure Brownian 
motion will get my egg into the 
White House?

“Brownian motion gives me 
the shits, Mudlark.”


