
Rupert Murdoch Teaches His Grandson Long Division 
 
“First, draw a one-sided grave. 
Flip it over.  
Now, it’s kind of a barn. 
See. 
 
Over here in this margin,  
you’ll have some people gathered, 
scaredy-cats, your basic-type people. 
They’re just standing there.  
Don’t know how they got there. 
 
Rattle the paper.  
Hard.  
Tell everyone a storm is coming; 
no, say, superstorm. Use words like 
torrential, flood, deluge.  
 
Offer to let everyone go into the barn. 
Once they go in, count them, numeralize them 
so they can’t move, pin them each in a stall 
using either a toilet or a TV. 
There are no windows or doors they can look out. 
 
Now, it’s going to be easier going forward 
if we just pretend the people are horses.  
It will make the rest make more sense. 
Call them your dividend.   
 
Rattle the paper some more. Keep it up.  
 
Good boy. 
 
Say there are some wild mice that come 
from this other margin.  
Desperate creatures, closer to the ground, 
they feel your storm more.  
They felt it as it was forming, 
when it was a thought  
tickling your hand’s nerves, 
in the warm, truffly sack of their mother, 
in the tenderly jointed marrow sprigs  
of their unborn mice bones. 
 
Let some of the mice in  



under the locked barn door. 
Call them your divisor.  
 
Some of the horses will stampede 
and fall down. Count the thuds. 
 
Let more mice in.  
 
Count the thuds. 
 
Let more mice in, etc. 
 
Think of each step in dividing 
as a question in an interrogation.  
A good mathematician always wants to know 
how much of something something else 
can take.  
 
For each series of thuds, for each 
batch of fallen horses, an owl comes 
and perches on the top beam of the barn, 
to scan for emerging mice. 
A troop of saucer-eyed owls 
grips the top like a headline,  
makes your answer,  
called a quotient.  
 
Are you listening, boy? 
Don’t look down.  
Look to the owls. 
This is not a drill. 
 
This is a story about hunger and storms.  
This is a story about feeding and killing.  
 
Anyone can get an A in this stuff. 
 
What did you say? Some leftover? 
Sure, that happens  
from time to time. 
If you open the door.  
You’ll run out of mice. 
Some will survive. Rag tag 
rapscallions, tattletales.  
We call that sad fracas 
a remainder. 



 
What you do with them  
is up to you. You can 
turn them back into people,  
put them in quarantine, 
put a bar across their tongues,  
make them be a fraction. 
But it doesn’t make  
as nice a story, does it? 
 
(No one reads past  
the fifth paragraph anyway.) 
 
Me, personally, I like to  
rub out their faces  
with my eraser and  
make the shavings  
skip across the page 
like a pink dandelion head 
blown flat.  
 
If you do that, don’t forget  
to add one, to fatten the quotient. 
 
Remember, my child,  
remember that, in life,  
you can always just 
round up.”  
 
 


