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“Merciless, intellectually lacerating, and brutal-
ly funny, Native Believer is not merely a Gonzo 
panorama of Muslim America—it’s one of the 
most incisive novels I’ve ever read on Amer-
ica itself. Eteraz paints our empire with the 
same erotic longing and black, depraved wit 
that Nabokov used sixty years ago in Lolita. But 
whereas Nabokov’s work was set in the heyday 
of America’s cheerful upswing, Eteraz sets the 
country in the new, fractious world order. Here, 
sex, money, and violence all stake their claims 
on treacherously shifting identities—and neither 
love nor god is an escape.”

—Molly Crabapple, contributing editor VICE, 
author of Drawing Blood

Ali Eteraz’s much-anticipated debut novel is the story of M., a supportive husband, adventureless dandy, lapsed believer, and second-generation im-
migrant who wants nothing more than to host parties and bring children into the world as full-fledged Americans. As M.’s life gradually fragments 
around him—a wife with a chronic illness; a best friend stricken with grief; a boss jeopardizing a respectable career—M. spins out into the pulsating 
underbelly of Philadelphia, where he encounters others grappling with fallout from the War on Terror. Among the pornographers and converts to 
Islam, rappers and wrestlers, M. confronts his existential degradation and the life of a second-class citizen. Darkly comic, provocative, and insightful, 
Native Believer is a startling vision of the contemporary American experience and the human capacity to shape identity and belonging at all costs.

Order from:
Amazon

B&N
Indiebound

The debut novel by Ali Eteraz
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Vows
I couldn’t believe my eyes when Jaineba Mbaye stepped into my office. She looked 

exactly like Aminata. Just as beautiful, she could be Aminata’s younger sister. 
Jaineba called saying she had a problem with her dissertation director, Wilson Jen-
kins—an arrogant and self-important prig, if there ever was one. She said that she 
had heard from other Senegalese students that I had lived in their country and was 
kind and fair to Senegalese. 

Andrew Hogan
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	 As the Associate Dean for Research of 
the College of Veterinary Medicine, I regu-
larly met with students about disputes with 
faculty members regarding their research. 
Usually, it had something to do with who 
owned what idea, who got to publish what 
result, or whose name went first or de-
served to be included as a coauthor. From 
what I had heard so far, Jaineba Mbaye’s case 
seemed to be only a minor variant on these 
major themes.
	 “Salamaleikum, Professor Austin.” Her 
voice was like music. She even sounded like 
Aminata.
	 “Aleikum Salam, Mademoiselle Mbaye,” 
I said.
	 Jaineba smiled, her teeth shining white 
against her jet-black skin. I could feel some-
thing stirring in me that I had not felt since 
leaving Senegal.
	 “It is true. You speak our language.” She 
smiled as she sat down. She wore a wrap-
around skirt of brightly colored West Afri-
can material. The skirt was hemmed below 
the knees: quite modest by American stan-
dards, but it would have been risqué to wear 

outside of the European quarter in Dakar. I 
couldn’t help thinking that Aminata would 
have never worn such provocative dress in 
public.
	 “It’s been more than twenty years since 
I left Senegal. I’m only capable of a few pleas-
antries,” I said.
	 “Would you mind my asking what you 
did in my country?”
	 “I was a medical missionary with the 
Dominican order.”
	 “Where, may I ask?”
	 “My order had a dispensary in Foundi-
ougne, not too far from Kaolack.”
	 “I know the place. You have to take the 
ferry to cross the river. My family lives in 
Saint-Louis, but I have visited the Parc Na-
tional du Delta du Saloum.”
	 “Do you have any relatives in the 
south?” I wanted to know if she could possi-
bly have a family relationship with Aminata.
	 “Not at the present.”
	 “Well, perhaps you should tell me about 
your situation. I have another meeting in 
half an hour.”
	 “Of course. Thank you for seeing me. 

As I explained, I am being dismissed by 
Professor Jenkins from his lab. I developed 
a staining technique to identify the concen-
tration of Ghanaian Monkey Fever virus in 
lung tissue. I want to write this up as a jour-
nal article and finish my dissertation. Now, 
Professor Jenkins has dismissed me as his 
research assistant and is resigning as my dis-
sertation advisor because, he claims, I am 
incompetent and insubordinate. I will need 
a new dissertation advisor, and I was hoping 
that you would consider taking me on.”
	 I knew unless Jaineba Mbaye found 
another faculty member to become her 
dissertation advisor, she would shortly be 
disenrolled as a doctoral student in the Bio-
chemistry Department. I’d expected Jaineba 
to ask me to help her recruit another disser-
tation advisor, but not to become the advi-
sor. I still had a lab and maintained a joint 
appointment in the Biochemistry Depart-
ment, but I was only a part-time researcher 
because of my administrative duties. I was 
no longer at the forefront of my discipline. 
“That doesn’t seem like a good idea. I’m 
pretty busy with my administrative duties 
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and teaching, and I don’t actively supervise 
dissertation students any longer.”
	 Jaineba’s face deflated.  Her eyes nar-
rowed, filling with tears, and her cheeks 
contracted in pain. Aminata had given me 
the same look when I told her the Order was 
returning me to America for spiritual reha-
bilitation. I loved her, I told her, but it was 
wrong for me to stay with her the way we 
had; she was too young. Aminata had pro-
tested that fourteen-year-old girls like her 
were usually already married, but I told her 
in my country she was too young. And, of 
course, I had taken a vow of celibacy. It was 
a vow I had broken with her. So I left her in 
the village and never heard from her again.
	 I couldn’t bear to look at Jaineba’s face. 
My memories of abandoning Aminata were 
too painful. I knew I would never be able to 
make reasonable judgments about Jaineba’s 
situation. I needed to send her away, but I 
couldn’t resist. 
	 “Let me think about it.” Jaineba’s face 
blossomed. “I can’t promise anything.” Now 
I was smiling back at her. “But we can prob-
ably find a way to help you out. Have you 

written anything on your staining method?”
	 “Oh, yes. I will bring by a draft of the 
paper I hope to submit to Tropical Hygiene. 
Perhaps you can help me ready it for publi-
cation,” Jaineba said.
	 “All right. I’ll look at it and get back to 
you early next week.” I watched her leave. 
Her hips swung just as Aminata’s had. I knew 
I had to find a way to end this relationship 
before it started. The Order had removed 
me from pastoral duties because of my affair 
with Aminata. The Order let me continue my 
education and earn a doctorate from Ameri-
can University in biochemistry, after which I 
came to Mastodon State University as an as-
sistant professor twenty-three years ago. I’d 
been donating most of my salary back to the 
Order, and in return I’ve been allowed to say 
Mass in the Plainview diocese when a local 
priest is on vacation or ill. I’m not allowed 
to hear confession or do any counseling, but 
I am permitted to administer last rites in 
emergency situations at the local hospitals. 
	 I dreaded the possibility my case could 
resurface, caught in the unfolding scandal of 
pedophile priests in the American Catholic 

Church. At fourteen, Aminata was a mature 
woman ready for marriage in her village 
outside of Foundiougne. I was older and, of 
course, western, but older men often took 
young girls for their wives—if they were 
from a prominent family and the bride price 
was respectable. Senegalese marriages are 
political or economic in their motivations, 
not based on physical attraction or love. In 
that sense my relationship with Aminata was 
different, even deviant, from the local norm.
	 I needed to suppress the feeling and 
memories Jaineba was resurrecting, or I 
would be going down the same path I had 
twenty-five years ago. I couldn’t afford to put 
my religious vocation, as atrophied as it was, 
in jeopardy again.

	 I spent the next week calling my friends 
in Biochemistry, trying to finagle a deal for 
someone else in the Department to take on 
Jaineba’s dissertation. Hetty Loury warned 
me Jaineba was not Ph.D. caliber and that 
I was wasting my time. Phil Razzo told me 
there had been problems with Jaineba’s mas-
ter’s thesis, failure to attribute her sources, 
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but the department had decided to let it go. 
Razzo said he had considered Jenkins a fool 
for becoming Jaineba’s dissertation advisor. 
But then everybody knew Jenkins was ar-
rogant, thinking he could accomplish any-
thing.
	 In the end, I was able to recruit Frank 
Sparkman and Henry Lobinsky for Jaineba’s 
dissertation committee but only as mem-
bers, not as the dissertation advisor chair-
ing the committee, and only then  after a 
fair amount of horse-trading for research 
support and assistantships for their students 
and staffs. Jaineba could not work in their 
labs. I would have to find a way to set her up 
in my lab. 
	 Now I was trapped in this situation with 
all the deals I had made. My only avenue of 
escape was to discourage Jaineba from going 
forward with her dissertation. Eight days 
later, she came to my office again.
	 “Jaineba, sit down, please.” A look came 
over her face as if she were going to receive a 
terminal diagnosis. This time I steeled myself 
to maintain a grim expression. “I’ve checked 
around, and there is only a very slim chance 

I might be able to arrange for a new disserta-
tion committee.”  Jaineba’s face lit up imme-
diately. I tried to tamp down her excitement. 
“I think this is a long shot. It will be very 
difficult. Are you sure you want to continue 
your studies? It could take a long time, and 
the outcome is uncertain.”
	 “Oh, yes. I want to finish. It will mean 
so much to my family and my country.”
	 I decided to postpone making a final 
commitment for another week on the chance 
I would find the courage to turn her away or 
that some miraculous event would save me. 
“Well, if you come back next week, I’ll try to 
finalize the details. I just wanted to be sure 
that you understood that completing your 
dissertation will be long and difficult.”
	 “I just knew you could save me,” she 
said. “You are a good person. You want to 
help people.”
	 “Let’s meet a week from today.  We’ll 
need to work on your staining paper first. 
This can be the basis for your dissertation 
proposal, if I can assemble a new commit-
tee.”
	 “Oh,” she said, “You will be my disser-

tation advisor?”
	 “I’m not yet sure who your advisor will 
be. I’ll be able to tell you next week.”
	 “Do you think we can prepare the stain-
ing paper for publication in Tropical Hy-
giene? I would be happy if you would co-au-
thor it with me.”
	 “That wouldn’t be appropriate. I didn’t 
do any of the research on it, but if it would 
help I could write a cover letter to the journal 
editor. I met him a few years ago at a meet-
ing.”
	 “Oh, that would be wonderful. Do you 
think Professor Jenkins will object? I asked 
him before he dismissed me if he thought we 
could publish the staining paper, but he said 
he wasn’t interested. I thought he wanted to 
publish it without me. You know he has a 
start-up company that he uses to sell his in-
ventions.”
	 “Before we send it out for review, we’ll 
show the paper to Professor Jenkins and ask 
if he wants to be part of it. After all, it was 
his research project that paid for your time 
and the laboratory equipment you used to 
develop the staining process. But it would be 
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wrong for him to take your idea and use it 
without giving you credit.”
	 “I am so happy. I will see you next 
week.”
	 After she left, I sat for a long time at 
my desk. A smile crept onto my face as I 
thought about her and then about Aminata. 
After Aminata, I had never had intercourse 
again. I hadn’t masturbated in ten or fifteen 
years; I don’t remember. Now I was frown-
ing, sliding backwards into the same quick-
sand that trapped me before. The image of 
Jaineba brought back memories of Aminata, 
and I started the cycle again.

	 Our meetings often exceeded their al-
lotted time, and I eventually cleared a slot 
for Jaineba on my calender. Jaineba and I 
readied the manuscript on her staining tech-
nique for submission to Tropical Hygiene. 
The methods discussed were outside of my 
area of expertise, but the technical discus-
sion seemed generally plausible. The next 
step was to send a copy of the draft to Wilson 
Jenkins. Jenkins could either get on board as 
a co-author with Jaineba or let her publish 

solo. Because Jenkins was such a fuss-buck-
et and regular critic of university adminis-
trators, I decided to call Vice-President for 
Research George Baker to review the issue.
	 “George, I have a problem involving 
Will Jenkins. One of his former students, to 
be precise.”
	 “Jenkins again. What’s he complaining 
about this time?”
	 “Well, he dismissed one of his students, 
an African girl named Mbaye, who was 
working on the monkey virus project. She 
developed a staining method that was to be 
the basis for her dissertation. Just as she was 
getting it ready to publish, Jenkins decided 
to fire her from her assistantship and resign 
as her dissertation director. She claims he’s 
planning to commercialize her technique 
through his spin-off company.”
	 “Well, he better not try to get a patent 
without giving us our cut. Martin, I’d love 
to catch that arrogant bastard with his eth-
ical pants down. He’s been on my case ever 
since I took this job, making out that we are 
greedy mercenaries willing to pull any shady 
maneuver for a few more bucks.”

	 “I know what you mean, George. Jen-
kins thinks he’s entitled to everything just 
for the asking. He has no idea where all the 
money comes from for new buildings and 
equipment and laboratories. In this case, 
though, I think he’s gone too far. Seems to 
me a graduate student has an academic free-
dom right to publish the results of her own 
research, even if her faculty supervisor does 
not agree with it.”
	 “I agree, Martin. And it would be sweet 
to take Jenkins down a peg or two. I’d like 
to see Jenkins make an issue of the scholar-
ly aspirations of a graduate student who was 
both a minority and a woman in a discipline 
where her race and gender were under-rep-
resented.”
	 “The student has prepared a paper for 
publication in Tropical Hygiene. My plan is 
to send it to Jenkins and ask him if he wants 
to be a co-author.”
	 “Ha. The arrogant bastard will never 
agree to be second fiddle. He wouldn’t accept 
a second-authorship, even if it were War and 
Peace,” Baker said.
	 “That’s the beauty of the plan. His ego 
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won’t let him play on equal terms, but if he 
doesn’t he loses control of the paper.”
	 “Are you planning on co-authoring 
with the student, what’s her name, Mbaye?” 
Baker asked.
	 “No. I’ll just ease the process by send-
ing a cover letter supporting the paper to the 
editor of Tropical Hygiene.”
	 “Great. That way you’ll maintain your 
independent, unbiased position as an asso-
ciate dean. Jenkins can’t criticize you for be-
ing self-serving,” Baker said.
	 “I’ll send the memo with the draft pa-
per over to Jenkins tomorrow. You can watch 
for the smoke rising from the biochemistry 
building when he gets it.”
	 “I wish I could be there to watch his 
head explode, but as you say it won’t be long 
before I hear of it. I’ll assure him that I will 
give it my careful consideration, refer him 
to the graduate student handbook regarding 
academic freedom and promise to respond 
expeditiously.”
	 “Maybe in two or three weeks,” I said.
	 “Oh, it could take a month for such a 
complicated issue, don’t you think?”

	 “Easily,” I said. “I look forward to being 
copied on it. Thanks, George.”
	 I arranged with the Biochemistry De-
partment to take over as Jaineba’s advisor, 
and I sent a memo to Wilson Jenkins, re-
questing he review the enclosed draft and 
determine what role, if any, he would like to 
play in publishing the article.

	 Wilson Jenkins’ response to my memo 
had been curt and negative, “This paper 
should not be published.” I took this as a 
refusal to participate, as did Vice President 
Baker,  so Jaineba’s paper was submitted to 
Tropical Hygiene with my cover letter. A few 
months later it was accepted for publication, 
which was a very quick turnaround, and for 
her success Jaineba was congratulated at the 
department meeting. Not a week later I re-
ceived a call from Assistant Vice-President 
for Research Services, Benedict Homeruk. 
	 “Martin, I’ve received an allegation of 
research misconduct from Wilson Jenkins 
against you, Frank Sparkman and Hen-
ry Lobinsky and against your dissertation 
student, Jaineba Mbaye. You’ll be getting a 

memo and a copy of the allegation this af-
ternoon by messenger,” Homeruk said. “I 
discussed this with Vice President Baker. He 
said he knew all about it and thought that 
you were in the clear. Even so, under federal 
regs I need to conduct a formal assessment 
of the allegation. Given the nature of the al-
legation, it will probably have to go to an in-
quiry panel. I’ve already lined up Janos Du-
rechek to chair the panel.”
	 Janos was my counterpart, associate 
dean for research in the college of medicine, 
and an old friend. I would certainly get a fair 
hearing from him. 
	 “Thanks for the heads up, Ben,” I said. 
“I thought we had covered our bases with 
Wilson before submitting the paper to Trop-
ical Hygiene.”
	 “As regards the Tropical Hygiene paper, 
Martin, I think the allegation looks a little 
weak,” Homeruk said. “In other circum-
stances I would probably dismiss it myself. 
It’s the removal of the tissues samples from 
Jenkins’s lab that’s more problematic. NIH 
is pretty picky about maintaining the integ-
rity of research materials. After you have a 
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chance to review the allegation, give me a 
call.”
	 “Will do,” I said.

	 A couple of weeks passed, and Ben 
Homeruk had referred the allegation to an 
inquiry panel composed of my friend, Janos 
Durechek, Mildred Bohen, a faculty mem-
ber in Microbiology, and an environmen-
tal sciences grad student named Theodore 
Schneider. The panel had begun its inqui-
ry last Friday by interviewing Jaineba. That 
Sunday after I had just finished saying Mass 
at St. Pancras Church in West Plainfield, 
Janos came into the sacristy. 
	 “Bless me, Father, for I have sinned,” 
Janos said, as I started removing my vest-
ments.
	 “Janos, I’m not authorized to hear con-
fession in this diocese.”
	 “I know. I just want to tell you some-
thing, and I want to make sure we can keep 
our conversation confidential. You know 
Jenkins. He’s perfectly capable of suing over 
the handling of this misconduct case. I want 
this conversation protected by confessional 

privilege.”
	 “What’s this about?” I said.
	 “The inquiry panel interviewed Mbaye 
on Friday about Jenkins’ allegation against 
her and you and the other dissertation 
committee members. There’s something I 
thought you should know about before your 
interview next Tuesday.”
	 “Oh?” I said, untying the cinture and 
pulling the alb over my head.
	 “Mbaye is making it look like you ap-
proved her removal of the tissue samples 
from Jenkins’ lab. The rest of the panel feels 
pretty strongly, and I agree with them, that 
the principal investigator of a federal grant 
needs to maintain control over all research 
materials. Millie Bohen really got on Mbaye’s 
case about this. She trapped Mbaye into say-
ing that it would be improper to remove the 
research notebooks, and then Millie pressed 
her on why it would be okay to take the tis-
sue samples out of the lab. Millie finished 
her off by asking Mbaye how the PI of a 
grant could assure the integrity of research 
materials if he couldn’t maintain control of 
them, you know, if anybody could remove 

those materials from the lab without the PI’s 
permission.”
	 I folded the alb and rolled the cinture 
into a careful circle while placing them back 
in the drawer of the vestment cabinet. My 
first instinct was to try to argue Jaineba’s case 
and to state it more eloquently than perhaps 
she had been able. But I heard in Janos’ voice 
that the decision had already been made 
about Jaineba’s guilt. 
	 “Maybe she didn’t really understand?”
	 “That’s the problem, Martin. She was 
quite defiant about her right to take the tis-
sue samples and your support of it.”
	 I realized Jaineba had made a crucial 
mistake and was now on her way to expul-
sion. People like Vice-President Baker or 
even my friend Janos would never under-
stand my tolerating behavior that might 
compromise the university’s relationship 
with a major funder. In fact, they would sus-
pect something was going on between me 
and Jaineba, probably something sexual, 
because she, like Aminata, had the kind of 
beauty men lust for.
	 “Well, thanks, Janos. I really didn’t un-
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derstand how she was representing her ac-
tions to others. I will meet with Bill Davis 
about this in preparation for my interview.”
	 “I figured she might be doing some-
thing like that. From what I’ve heard she’s 
gotten a long way on her looks,” Janos said. 
“Who knows, maybe on her back?” Janos saw 
the pained look come over my face. “Sorry, 
Martin. Of course, I didn’t mean you. Well, I 
am sorry to have said it here in the church.”
	 “That’s all right. You’re forgiven. Thanks 
again, Janos.” I blessed him with the sign of 
the cross, ending his confession

	 “Ben Homeruk has really screwed this 
up,” William Davis said. He’d come to my of-
fice for a final review the documents in the 
packet assembled by the inquiry panel. The 
interview with the panel would start after 
lunch. “You know, I’ve been working over in 
the VP for Research’s Office on developing 
a position for a research standards officer 
whose sole responsibility would be handling 
these kinds of allegations. Ben just has too 
many things on his plate.”
	 “I don’t understand what you mean,” I 

said. 
	 “President Merton is very concerned 
about losing Jenkins’ grant. He has been 
pressuring Baker to find a way to keep Jen-
kins happy ... and here on campus. Since I 
became your faculty counsel, I don’t get to 
sit in on these meetings anymore, but office 
scuttlebutt is that they are going to sacrifice 
Jaineba, but you and the other dissertation 
committee members will be exonerated.”
	 I couldn’t discuss my feelings with an 
insider like Bill Davis, because this would 
lead to a revelation of my affair with Amina-
ta that could jeopardize both my collegiate 
and clerical careers. 
	 “It seems a little cold-hearted to sacri-
fice an innocent graduate student who was 
doing nothing more than trying to further 
her career by following the advice that uni-
versity administrators like me gave her,” I 
said.
	 “I was surprised that you didn’t know 
about the problems with her master’s the-
sis. The graduate school made it all go away, 
the student being a minority woman from 
another culture. Maybe she didn’t really un-

derstand that copying other people’s works 
without attribution was plagiarism. So they 
reprimanded her and let her get her degree 
with the idea that no one in the Biochemis-
try Department would ever take her on as 
a doctoral student. But nobody in the ad-
ministration bothered to tell Jenkins about 
Mbaye’s history.  They figured, let the arro-
gant bastard find out the hard way. In a way, 
they are kind of happy for what has hap-
pened to Jenkins. If he knew how to play the 
game, somebody who knew Mbaye’s history 
would have warned him off. That’s why I was 
surprised that you hadn’t heard anything; 
you’ve got good relations with people who 
know what’s really going on?”
	 “I guess I didn’t talk to the right people,” 
I said. “It still seems unfair that she should 
be punished for following our advice.”
	 “In this case, we’re a lot like the IRS; the 
advice you get when preparing your tax re-
turn doesn’t protect you from paying penal-
ties when the advice is wrong. Ben Homeruk 
has done his best to keep your conversation 
with George Baker out of this. That will min-
imize the embarrassment to the university, 
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but when Mbaye took the tissue samples out 
of Jenkins’ lab, she crossed the line. I think 
we can show that neither you nor VP Baker 
had any knowledge of or involvement in this 
action. So the administration won’t be found 
culpable, and NIH will be assuaged.”
	 “What about publishing the article in 
Tropical Hygiene? That’s one of the main 
points of Jenkins’ allegation.”
	 “Actually, that turns out to be more of an 
embarrassment than a problem. Office scut-
tlebutt is the inquiry panel has determined 
that the article contains a number of serious 
scientific deficiencies arising from incompe-
tence, not intentional fraud. Jenkins makes 
no claim that he would have wanted his 
name on the article, so plagiarism isn’t the 
problem. Tropical Hygiene dropped the ball 
when they sent the manuscript to the wrong 
reviewer, who clearly stated in her com-
ments that, although she liked the paper, she 
didn’t feel competent to evaluate the under-
lying science. Somehow the editor at Tropi-
cal Hygiene did not pick up on the mistaken 
reviewer assignment and published a scien-
tifically flawed article. I’m sorry to say, but it 

makes you look bad as a dissertation advisor 
and as an associate dean for research.”
	 “Do you think my job is in jeopardy?”
	 “I don’t know for sure, because I’m not 
in on the meetings anymore, but it looks like 
your past service will carry you through this 
storm. But we’ve got to respond to this in-
vestigation in a way that will give the admin-
istration as much cover as possible from any 
charges of mishandling this case and remove 
any threat to NIH funding.”


	 It was a late fall afternoon. Steel gray 
clouds raced across the low horizon, just 
clearing the top of the biomedical research 
building and casting a premature dusk along 
with a chill. I was sitting in my office sorting 
through mail; it was the time when Jaineba 
would have been meeting with me about her 
dissertation. 
	 After the release of the inquiry panel 
report exonerating me, Sparkman and Lo-
binsky, an investigative committee, had been 
formed and quickly found Jaineba guilty 
of misappropriation of university research 
materials: ‘a serious deviation of practic-

es commonly accepted in the discipline for 
conducting research.’ After appealing the 
decision to President Merton, Jaineba was 
promptly expelled from the biochemistry 
graduate program. She had left the universi-
ty without ever speaking to me again. 
	 President Merton had mistakenly 
hoped that Jaineba’s expulsion would ap-
pease Wilson Jenkins, but Jenkins had al-
ready begun the process of transferring his 
$8 million grant to a collaborator at another 
university and was pressing the federal Of-
fice of Scientific Integrity to review the case 
against me and Sparkman and Lobinsky. I 
had dutifully made my penance and given 
cover to the Vice President Baker regard-
ing the embarrassing matter of the article in 
Tropical Hygiene. 
	 The phone rang just as I was picking up 
a postcard with a picture of a green bridge 
crossing a large expanse of water to a city in 
the background. I’d been on that bridge. 
	 “Hello.” I said into the telephone. I 
flipped over the card and read the caption, 
‘Le pont Faidherbe à Saint Louis de Langue 
de Barbarie.’ The card was postmarked Saint 
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Louis, Senegal, 4 avril 1997. I remembered 
walking across this bridge when I visited my 
Order’s Senegalese headquarters near L’ Eg-
lise de Saint Anne Marie Javouhey on the Ile 
de Saint Louis.
	 “Martin, Bill here.” I heard William Da-
vis’ voice talking to me. Without waiting for 
a reply he continued, “I don’t know if you 
heard, but Ben Homeruk was diagnosed 
with prostate cancer.”
	 “Oh, sorry to hear that,” I said, as I 
squinted at the scrawl of rudimentary French 
written on the left side of the postcard.
	 “Yeah, unfortunate, but I guess it hasn’t 
spread. He should be all right.”
	 Slowly I translated the scrawl, “Pere 
Martin, Why you not help my niece after you 
make whore of me. You not really love me. 
Aminata’’
	  “Martin, you there?”
	 “Yeah, sorry, Bill.” I’d dropped the card 
on the floor. I bent over to pick it up. “Ah, 
that’s good it’s treatable.”

	 “Well, it gives Ben an excellent excuse 
to downsize his responsibilities as Assistant 
Vice-President for Research Services. Oth-
erwise, it might have been embarrassing to 
ease him out of his duties for conducting 
research misconduct investigations. They’re 
going to be reassigned to a new position, the 
University Research Standards Officer.”
	 “I hope they are going to pick some-
body good.”
	 “They have. Yours truly.”
	 I forced the postcard out of my mind 
for a second. “Oh, well, congratulations, Bill. 
You certainly seem to know you way around 
these investigations.” 
	 “Thanks, Martin.”
	 “I hope I can return the many favors 
you have done for me as my faculty counsel 
in the Jenkins case.”
	 “As a matter of fact, a case has just come 
across my desk that you might be able to help 
me with. It also involves a female graduate 
student. Can we meet tomorrow in my new 

THANKYOUFORPUTTINGYOURFACEUPTOTHISMAGAZINE.
Love, your pals at Bedlam Publishing.

office in the administration building? It’s the 
office on the left just as you get off the eleva-
tor. Say, ten o’clock? ”
	 “I’ll see you then, Bill.” 
	 I flipped over Aminata’s postcard to the 
front. On the bridge, an older woman in the 
yellow djellaba is walking next to a younger 
woman in a blue tunic and a white scarf go-
ing toward the city. A man in black clerical 
garb is passing them going in the opposite 
direction, away from the city.
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