
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Beasts of Prey 

By Jack H. McBride 

# 

 It was the end of summer, shortly before classes were to 

begin at Quill University for the academic year 2054-55. Walking 

in, Dr. Finnegan O’Connell felt even worse about his upcoming 

talk than he had on the drive over. He was an imposing man, of 

large stature and powerful build, but now he felt small - 

disembodied if it weren’t for a distant awareness of nausea.  

 “You just have to be yourself and speak openly, they are 

professors and school teachers not police officers or...” his 

wife Jane had struggled for what she wanted to say, “private 

eyes or something. They asked you to come and talk, they should 



be open to hearing new ideas and just talking about them with 

you.” 

 “I’m afraid that’s how academics want to be perceived my 

dear. Not how they actually are.” he responded without turning 

from the road.  

 “Oh? Then tell me ‘wise man’, what are they like?”  

 “I’m not wise. You’re funny though.” he responded with a 

brief smile. “They’re just like any other group of people that 

has something to prove.”  

 He suddenly remembered where he was, pulled out of the 

daydream by a voice. “Dr. O’Connell? You are free to begin.”  

 “Finn is fine.” He said absentmindedly as he made sure his 

folder was in order. 

 “Pardon?” The man said with a light lean forward. 

 He began to walk into the room where his lecture would be, 

“Call me Finn.” He said with a smile and a look back.  

 Now he stood facing most of Quill University’s tenured 

faculty; professors of the arts, esteemed researchers, 

philosophers, and any others who both had enough weight to 

receive the invite and found interest in what was sure to be, at 

the least, an entertaining speech. Briefly he fantasized about 

saying ‘Well, I’m not going to give you the show you want,’ and 

walking offstage. He instead looked up and saw his wife sat in 

the front row with a seemingly genuine smile of reassurance and 



confidence. He smiled in turn but his mouth remained a thin 

line. Now he looked up and, deciding it had already been too 

long since he took the stage for the silence to continue, he 

began.  

“Hello everyone. Thank you all for coming to hear me speak, 

and to President Fairbairn for extending the invitation in the 

first place. Some of you may already know of me and my history. 

How I came to be giving this, some might call unusual, talk; but 

I think in order to be understood the best I can I need to give 

you my own take on my history. You all know why I have come to 

speak here, in Ireland we do things somewhat differently than 

the rest of the civilized world, and I have recently decided to 

say what I think can be learned from us. For much of my life I 

was a veterinarian and doctor, it wasn’t until I aged and 

traveled that I realized there were far greater ills to treat 

than those afflicting any one individual.” He paused and scanned 

the crowd. The faces appeared attentive but, and perhaps it was 

his imagination, in some he thought he could already see the 

rebuttals welling in their mouths, the indignation burning in 

their eyes. 

“I was born and grew up in a time of great change for this 

world. Ireland had long lost the wolf, and had only one 

remaining population of native red deer. Climate change was on 

what seemed like an unstoppable race towards 3, 4, or even 6 



Celsius increase. All over the world, corporations had convinced 

everyone that the exploitation of the environment, animals, and 

people was okay; or else had given people as many excuses they 

could think of to stay willfully ignorant of reality. As a boy I 

lived near Killarney National Park. In my childhood I had the 

great pleasure of learning and growing from my interactions with 

beautiful people, animals, and friends that challenged, and 

worked with, me to pursue what would eventually become our 

common dream. That is a dream of humanity joined in unison with 

plants, animals, and all life on this planet.” Here he felt as 

if he had found his rhythm, he looked up into the faces of 

several audience members and offered a smile before continuing. 

“In Ireland there is a common blessing, one my grandfather 

would say to me before any obstacle, ‘May you have the hindsight 

to know where you've been, the foresight to know where you are 

going, and the insight to know when you have gone too far.’ 

Across the world, particularly in the West, we recognized that 

we had gone too far. Breakthroughs in clean technologies, 

climate control, and laboratory meat production have allowed us 

to leave factory farming far in the past. Along with several 

other more destructive technologies. This is something that 

pleases me as well as you.” He looked up with a serious 

expression on his face.  



‘This is the crucial part.’ Thought his wife, sitting 

anxiously in the front row. She had great faith in him and had 

high hopes for this talk, but knew why he was pessimistic. In 

the past decades, meat eating had become extremely taboo, 

considered savage. A second ‘enlightenment’ had occurred. With 

the development of powerful green technologies there was a shift 

in almost all realms of society. Scientific progress has hailed 

a new age – one where labor exploitation, animal cruelty, and 

‘dirty’ agricultural jobs and lifestyles were unnecessary. This 

new time, where much in the human world was saved by technology, 

bred a fervent faith in scientific exceptionalism. And – 

unfortunately in the minds of Finn and Jane – one in human 

exceptionalism as well. 

“I did not come here to mince words so I shan’t.” Finn 

continued. Becoming impassioned his voice grew louder and more 

clear. “I eat meat and am not a barbarian. For an immeasurable 

time, man has eaten meat, man’s ancestors ate meat, man’s 

closest relatives have almost all eaten meat, if not by 

necessity then opportunistically. Perhaps I should not say meat, 

as it has been noted how language served to distract people from 

the ugly realities of their consumption. No, I eat deer and pigs 

and have even eaten monkeys and dogs. I have traveled to the 

‘uncivilized’ places of this world and have eaten with their 

peoples. These people are not barbaric, and these people did not 



hate animals. In America, and I don’t mean to target America in 

particular but because of where I am I will, there has been a 

complete removal of animal cruelty, of animal killing, of 

exploiting animals for milk, for eggs, for clothing, for 

entertainment. After the advent of materialization technologies, 

allowing the production of non-sentient meat, leather, wool 

there has been a total switch away from animal industry. I 

applaud the closing of factory farms; I applaud the ending of 

calf-killing for veal. But, despite all the insight shown in 

realizing that animal use had gone too far, I fear this is 

another situation where you have gone too far and that you must 

use foresight to know where this path leads.” 

He seemed suddenly much more tired. There was a slight 

muttering from the audience. Jane felt increasingly tense. ‘Why 

is he being this antagonistic?’ 

 “The reason I have been invited here is for my art. Not my 

medical career, nor my more direct involvement in Irish 

political and economic revolution.  Inspired by the positive and 

negative effects of hedgerows in Ireland my friends – including 

the current Prime Minister – and I decided to work together on a 

project that did not focus on minimizing all violence and 

suffering, instead it focused on maximizing freedom and 

cooperation. I am sure many of you are familiar with the more 

famous responses to my paintings and writings. Animals have been 



quarantined into small colonies that are constantly shrinking. 

Eliminating zoos and making it illegal to intrude upon animal 

habitats for fear of infecting them with human presence has also 

eliminated all love for animals in the generation younger. These 

areas continue to shrink as humans continue to successfully 

expand and need fewer and fewer wild places to survive. By 

stopping all forms of violence you have stopped all forms of 

Affective communication, to borrow the term from Affect theory. 

There is no feeling exchanged, no embrace, no vision, no 

sensation.” Realizing the speed at which he was now talking he 

slowed himself with a quiet sigh. 

“I ask you to name any form of individual interaction 

between humans, between nations, between groups, that cannot be 

somehow linked to violence. We shroud it behind technological, 

political, and cultural mechanisms but it remains. There is 

constant violence in workplace exchanges, in international 

trade, even in loving relationships.” Another pause. 

“Many have ridiculed my vision. My paintings of a 

community, tiered spatially with advanced and primitive 

technologies intertwining. Where small farms exist and hunting 

is permitted depending upon season and the abundance of the 

year. This has only become the partial truth of Ireland. Some 

farms may still be unduly large and cramped, some hunting may be 

done upon species or individuals that are not in the proper 



order. But, I know that this is the way in which animals may 

thrive. There is no future for them in what the modern world has 

become. They are put on the fringes, they are forgotten. It is 

only by embracing them, risks and violence included, that they 

will be able to stand alongside us and face the future. Instead 

of removing the animal element from human habitat, and vice 

versa, there will be a melding of the two. I dream of a future 

where there is bonding of man and animal, love and respect and 

continued growth assured for one and the other. Not separation 

and sterilization. By isolating ourselves from them we only take 

away our ability to continue learning how the bird flies, how 

the insect communicates, how the elephant mourns. We also take 

away their ability to grow alongside us – how in days of old the 

raccoon would scavenge, the monkey would coerce, they too seek 

to grow alongside us if we give them but the smallest chance.” 

He looked visibly tired but his voice was steady.  

“I come here to say that there needs to be another path 

considered for the developed nations. In all likelihood the form 

of interspecies cooperation I desire will put Ireland and other 

likeminded places at an economic disadvantage, at least for a 

time. But I ask you, what is crueler: The relationship of the 

lion to the wildebeest? Or, the isolation and abduction of the 

leper by his fellow man? I fear for the future of humanity if 

this path is continued on, one of cleaning man of all animal 



tendencies or behaviors. I fear that we are Peyton Fahrquhar of 

“An Occurrence at Owl Creek Bridge.” And that, when the noose of 

animal cruelty and climate change was tied around our necks, we 

believed we freed ourselves by embracing science and turning 

away from our beastly sides. But that we will soon realize we 

did die that day. That by turning away from our other species 

kin and from the planet that gave us life we only hallucinated 

escaping the noose – still ensuring our own demise. Whether it 

be physical or otherwise. I do not wish to be Fahrquhar, 

feverishly believing that salvation was found when in reality 

his existence was ending. I want us to reach up and cut the 

noose while we still have the awareness and the strength.” 

‘I love you dear but I fear this is the wrong audience.’ 

Jane thought in the crowd, hearing a snicker. 

“For this reason I plead with you, academics of an 

institution renowned for introspection, to help lead your nation 

and future generations into a world where all of life is 

respected and ensured in mutual circles of cooperation, 

competition, and success, not one where life is sterilized in an 

effort to prevent anything that may seem negative.” Finn stopped 

and felt terribly old. He looked at his wife who gave a smile of 

sympathy. “Thank you for listening, I realize this speech may 

not sit well with all of you.”  



The man who had ushered him onstage came to his side “Thank 

you so much Dr. O’Connell for speaking to us today. Now he has 

agreed to field a small number of questions from the audience 

before leaving us. Would anyone like to begin?”  

A man who looked similarly late middle-aged to Finn stood 

up and spoke aloud, “We know that animals can suffer, that they 

can experience pain and anguish and suffering and any number of 

horrible things. Who are you, or any human, to say that this is 

ever a justifiable thing to do to them? What could possibly be a 

good reason to increase animal numbers only to increase the 

violence done upon them?”  

Finn felt drained, the first question looked as if it may 

too be the last. “I do not know if I can offer you a reason. I 

do not even know if there is a reason.” He paused and the man 

managed to look both smug and disappointed. “But I wish that I 

could ask the many indigenous people, even entire cultures, that 

have been made extinct whether or not they would desire a return 

to their ‘barbaric’ lifestyle of kill or be killed, sacrifice 

and exploitation or whether they would rather remain extinct. Or 

even better, never have existed at all.”  

 


