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Cain’s Jawbone. The most diabolical literary puzzle in the world.
Six killers and six victims: who killed who? The most diabolical literary puzzle in the world. A little gem of puzzles. In 1934 the "Observer" crossworder Edward Powys Mathers, under the pseudonym of the fearsome inquisitor Torquemada, published a literary enigma: 100 pages printed in no particular order, 6 murderers, 6 victims. The task of the reader is to accept the challenge, cut the pages of the book and arrange them in the correct sequence in order to solve the case. Only three people in almost a hundred years have managed to find the solution, the only one possible among the millions of combinations. "La jaw of Cain" is more than a game book, more than an intrigue that awakens ingenuity and tenacity; according to the Telegraph definition he is "the worthy literary son of James Joyce and Agatha Christie," with one caveat: he is terribly difficult and not for the faint of heart. In 2016, Patrick Wildgust of the Laurence Sterne Trust (a private museum dealing with non-linear fiction) brings this little gem of puzzles to life. In mid-November 2021, thanks to a video on TikTok by a young documentary assistant from San Francisco, the book sold out everywhere. To date, the views on TikTok are 12 million. 
Preface by Giancarlo Rossini
 
 
I sit down alone at the appointed table and take up my pen to give al whom it may concern an exact account of what may happen. Call me nervous, call me fey, if you will; at least this little pen, this mottled black and silver Aquarius, with its nib special y tempered to my order in Amsterdam, is greedy. It has not had much work since it flew so nimbly for the dead old man. As I watch the sea, Casy Ferris passes with down-dropped eyes. Of course, to-day is the day. Her father reminds me of a valetudinarian walrus. But she has, I suppose, to have somebody. St. Lazarus-in-the-Chine is full, no doubt, already. I think she is rash; but it is none of my business. Where about the graves of the martyrs the whaups are crying, my heart remembers how. 
Strange that he comes into my head so much to-day. I hope it’s over some flotsam fish that the birds are making whaupee. But al the nice gulls love a sailor. Ugh. 
 
NOTES
 
 
 
I plunged for the last time. The few remaining figures and letters swam as they came up to me. Then I took them in. There were no more. I glanced about me. I felt I was getting my money’s worth. London is like that; it accepts the wanderer home with a sort of warm indifference. The woman’s beauty was, I surmised, profound; her creamy dress, contrasting with her vivid colouring, showed to me, though more as white against a gay brick sepulchre than snow against roses. Yes it was a dreadful beauty, as far as I could see, and I recalled the stark phrases: Which swept an hundred thousand souls away; yet I alive. But he was not; the writer had strangely died to-day. And again they continued this wretched course three or four days: but they were every one of them carried into the great pit before it was quite filled up. Where was Henry? Ah, he was standing by her, close enough to touch the small buoyant face that topped her pillared neck most like a bell-flower on its bed. Would he appreciate? 
 
NOTES
 
At my meeting with Clement yesterday, he had been quite specific: less than twenty thousand yards as average-seventeen thousand six hundred to be exact-full ration of the assassin’s wonderful substance, a little act of justice at the end of less than a week, and then the glorious stuff galore for ever. I felt excel ent as I took my second pill. At least I was on my way, for I had come upon the major half of a publishing firm; they had always been very good to me, what with Austin Freeman, Oppenheim and Mary Roberts Rinehart. O my mother was loath to have her go away, al the week she thought of her, she watched for her many a month. And then there was a forgotten line. But the red squaw never came nor was heard of there again. I thought it a pity that Hodder was not there: what a sweet name for a village! My signs are a rain-proof coat, good shoes. No friend of mine takes his ease in my chair. I have no chair. 
 
NOTES
 
 
And I really think I would have preferred the Maestro Jimson’s title, now that this piled abomination is actually before me. But the queen can do no wrong. The rain that came heavily is drying off lightly. There, jauntily tripping from the edge of one puddle to another is crisp Sir Roland Mowthalorn, shuddering old thing, intent to buy the day’s buttonhole from gin-faced Annie behind the church. I remember clearly, perhaps because I ought to have my wits about me for another purpose, how Sir Roland’s father, Sir Weedon, once saw Henry taking the part of Lesurques and mixed him up with Le Cirque d’Hiver. Instead of really explaining, she points me gaily to a little boy about, she says, to tumble into the sea. Perhaps he has already tumbled in. In the snowy cumulus above the orange there seems to be now a hole. She tells me to mash al with a spoon. If she had said a mashie. But she is so beautiful. Can I suspect her? 
 
NOTES
 
 
 
I hated my eye for being caught by what didn’t concern me: the powerful grip of the new young man. But it was parading a couple of letters for al to see. Thomas Hardy had been, and my doctor uncle in the war had been just the reverse. And I would have to cut out the stops, I realised futilely, for something vaguely Buddhistic. He went on about Browning. I always used Bisto myself, and anyway Henry, the angel, was plying his intended fifth with Emperor’s Peg-equal parts of vitriol and applejack in his case-at the top of the ruined lighthouse. I incontinently powdered my nose. He told me that, as far as I could gather, a certain good-looking Evelyn Hope was dead. What Hopes? I meant, did one know the family? It was really the way he took it for granted that I would rather hear him talking about Cerebos and Cerebos and Cerebos or something than attend to poor Henry that irritated me beyond endurance. 
 
NOTES
 
 
 
 
I considered that venerable whose winter Achilles thought to take from the lips of Cressida. Why not? I set fire to one end of him, gloatingly, and my nerves benefited. Electric Febrifuge may be; but bad for life’s fitful fever. Its active ingredient had final y let me down. I was nothing if not generous. I started my fellow garden enthusiast on the foxgloves. He would appreciate that if he knew. Yes, I was doing my best for the dear girl. I wished I could make up (she would appreciate this) my mind about her. If we did decide- and that weighed with a girl-she would not have to change the initials on her parti-panties. I thought of the old spare-room in this very house, where Mrs. Gay used to lie upon her visits. When I was ill, I was put there, with the only dangling bel -wire in al the place, descending behind my head. I used of course to have nightmares of the Speckled Band, and awfully scream down the house. 
 
NOTES
 
 
 
 
I had gone to sleep the night before after rereading Typhoon. It had always struck me as a remarkable work. Now was the hour when Charles Victor Hugo Renard-Beinsky had risen untimely for the sake of the investigating judge. But the very phrase struck chill like the slap of the Firth of Forth above the heart, wading out over the coal dust in the morning. I had investigated; but who would believe an investigator who had not stirred from Baker Steet? I was a judge, but with no sombre little cap, and no machinery to make my judgements effective. I felt I needed something. Would I be comforted by a Jew’s lime and the concomitant odour? I tried, and felt relieved. Someone had advised me, a few days before, to read Conrad in search of his Youth, or in Search of a Father, was it? But I had always found Conrad unreadable, as far from English as the Poles, and did not mean to try again. 
 
NOTES
 
 
 
 
 
Could I be developing a green-eyed streak? I investigated the body before me with the aid of a powerful glass. At least I always thought of it as powerful, because I never could quite understand how it worked. I knew I ought to have the body as long as possible. At last I was satisfied. I measured the distance carefully with my eye: a good forty inches, I made it. I gathered from his talk that Guido looked his last to-day on the sausage place- furtively I knew how excellent- and that Kilmarnock and Belmerino completely lost their heads. But whether or not this was cause and effect I couldn’t make out. I wished for the hundredth time I had a better brain. Later she was wearing the same bow- I loathed bows myself- and that time he found them and trimmed the left end. Then he turned what he was holding a bit; so that it pushed its way right through. Then he twiddled the black knobby thing, and Mr. Hal burst in upon us. The knobby thing was black and red. 
 
NOTES
 
 
The sound of the bell, as of a boding gnat, just came to me.
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