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“I’d like to have a kid,
but I’m not sure I’m ready to

spend 10 years of my life
constantly asking someone

where his shoes are.”
- Damien Fahey
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A-Bit happens here...
International Hummus Day: Celebrating the World's Favourite Dip

bserved on May 13, International Hummus Day honours the beloved Middle Eastern dish that has become a global
culinary staple. Made from chickpeas, tahini, olive oil, lemon juice, and garlic, hummus is celebrated for its rich flavour,
versatility, and nutritional value. From traditional mezze platters to modern wraps and bowls, the creamy dip continues to
inspire chefs and home cooks alike. The day encourages people to explore different variations, support local food
businesses, and appreciate the cultural roots of this simple yet iconic dish that brings people together through food.O
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t first glance, a pine
cone may seem like
a simple product of
nature, rough,
woody, and unas-
suming. But hidden
within its structure

is a remarkable mathematical
pattern that connects it to
flowers, seashells, hurricanes,
and even distant galaxies.
This shared pattern is rooted
in one of the most famous
sequences in mathematics:
the Fibonacci sequence.

The Fibonacci sequence is
a series of numbers in which
each number is the sum of the
two preceding ones:

0, 1, 1, 2, 3, 5, 8, 13, and so
on. While this sequence may
appear abstract, it plays a fun-
damental role in how many
natural forms grow and
organize themselves.

As plants develop, new
leaves, seeds, or scales do not
emerge randomly. Instead,
they form at a precise angle
relative to the previous
growth. This angle, known as
the golden angle, measures
approximately 137.5 degrees.
By growing at this angle, each
new structure avoids shading
or crowding the ones that
came before it, allowing for
maximum exposure to sun-
light, rain, and air. This effi-
cient spacing is not a matter
of aesthetics, it is a solution
shaped by physics and evolu-
tion.

In pine cones, this growth
rule produces a striking visu-
al result: interlocking spirals
that wind in opposite direc-
tions. When counted, these

spirals often correspond to
consecutive Fibonacci num-
bers, such as 8 spirals in one
direction and 13 in the other.
This arrangement allows the
cone to pack its scales tightly
while maintaining structural
stability, demonstrating how
mathematics and biology
work together to solve practi-
cal problems.

This same geometric
principle appears across the
natural world. Sunflower
heads display spiral seed
patterns that follow
Fibonacci numbers, maxi-
mizing the number of seeds
that can fit in a given space.
Nautilus shells and other
mollusks grow in expanding
spirals governed by similar
ratios. Even on vastly larger
scales, hurricanes and spiral
galaxies echo this form,
revealing how the same
mathematical rules can
shape phenomena from the
microscopic to the cosmic.

What makes this pattern
so profound is its universality.
From a pine cone held in your
hand to galaxies light-years
away, the same mathematics
repeats itself across different
scales of reality. Nature, it
seems, favours efficiency, and
the Fibonacci sequence pro-
vides an elegant framework
for balancing growth, space,
and energy.

In this way, the pine cone
becomes more than a natural
object. It is a quiet reminder
that mathematics is not mere-
ly a human invention, but a
language woven into the fab-
ric of the universe itself.

#MATHEMATICS
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What makes this pattern so profound
is its universality. From a pine cone to
galaxies light-years away, the same
mathematics repeats itself  

Inside A Pine Cone 

efore chocolate cakes
and ice cream sun-
daes, before pastries
and puddings, there
was Mersu, a sweet
treat enjoyed by the
ancient Sumerians

more than 4,000 years ago. Often
considered the oldest recorded
dessert in human history,
Mersu is a fascinating glimpse
into how ancient civilizations
satisfied their sweet tooth long
before sugar was discovered.

The Origins of Mersu
Mersu comes from ancient
Mesopotamia, a region often
called the cradle of civilization,
located in present-day Iraq and
parts of Syria and Kuwait. The
dessert is mentioned in
Sumerian cuneiform tablets
dating back to around 2100 BCE,
making it one of the earliest
documented recipes in the
world.

These tablets, inscribed
with wedge-shaped writing,
describe food offerings, trade
records, and temple rituals.
Among them, Mersu appears as
an offering to gods, especially
the goddess Inanna (Ishtar),
showing that even in ancient
times, sweets were considered
special and divine.

What Was Mersu 
Made Of?
Unlike modern desserts, Mersu
did not contain refined sugar,
milk, or butter. Instead, it relied
on the natural sweetness of
dates, one of the most abundant

and cherished fruits in ancient
Mesopotamia. Although the
exact recipe varied, most histor-
ical interpretations agree that
Mersu was made from:
 Mashed or chopped dates
 Groundnuts (such as pista-

chios or almonds)
 Grains or flour (like barley

meal or wheat)
 Sometimes flavoured with

sesame oil, spices, or honey
These ingredients were

rolled together into small balls
or cakes, a simple, nutritious,
and delicious combination.
Think of Mersu as the ancient
ancestor of today's energy balls
or date truffles.

A Dessert for Gods 
and Kings
Mersu wasn't just an everyday
snack; it had cultural and reli-
gious significance. Ancient
Sumerians offered Mersu to
their deities during rituals and
feasts. Temples recorded the
preparation of Mersu as part of

religious offerings, highlight-
ing its importance in spiritual
life. At the same time, it was
likely enjoyed by people of
higher status, priests, mer-
chants, or nobles, during ban-
quets. The use of dates and
nuts, both valuable commodi-
ties, made Mersu a luxurious
treat.

Mersu and the Birth of
Culinary Tradition
What makes Mersu so remark-
able isn't only its age but what it
represents, the beginning of
culinary creativity. By combin-
ing sweet, fatty, and grainy
ingredients, the Sumerians
were experimenting with
flavour and texture in ways that
laid the foundation for modern
desserts.

Mersu also reflects early
agricultural innovation.
Mesopotamia was one of the
first regions to cultivate date
palms and grains, and the com-
bination of these ingredients
shows how ancient people
learned to turn basic crops into
sophisticated food.

Modern Interpretations
Today, historians and chefs
have attempted to recreate
Mersu using the ingredients
described in ancient texts. A
common modern version
includes:
 Pitted dates blended into a

paste.
 Chopped nuts (almonds, pis-

tachios, or walnuts).
 A dash of honey or sesame

oil.
 Rolled into small balls and

coated with crushed nuts or
seeds.
The result is surprisingly

familiar, chewy, rich, and natu-
rally sweet, tasting much like
modern energy bites or Middle
Eastern date confections.

Mersu is more than a
dessert, it's a link between the
ancient and modern worlds,
proof that the human love for
sweetness spans millennia.
Long before sugar and ovens,
ancient Sumerians found joy in
simple ingredients from the
earth. In every bite of Mersu,
we taste history, a sweet
reminder that even the earliest
civilizations understood the
art of indulgence.

#DESSERT
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Divine Offering
Mersu: The World's Oldest Dessert

he shot him in broad
daylight on a Los
Angeles street. The all-
male jury took 20 min-
utes to set her free.
March 14, 1882.
Downtown Los Angeles.
A 40-year-old man is
walking down the
street, probably think-

ing about the horse race he'd just bet
on, maybe congratulating himself
on escaping an awkward situation.

Behind him, footsteps. Running.
A woman's voice calling his name.

Francisco "Chico" Forster turns
around. Lastania Abarta is standing
there, 18 years old, arm extended,
holding a revolver.

She fires once. The bullet enters
through his eye. He drops instantly,
dead before he hits the ground.

Witnesses freeze. Blood pools on
the dusty street. Lastania doesn't
run. She doesn't drop the gun. She
just stands there, waiting.

Within minutes, police arrives
and arrest her for murder. Open and
shut case. Dozens of witnesses.
Confession. Physical evidence.

Three months later, she walks
free. Not because she didn't do it.
Everyone knew she did it. But
because a jury of twelve men decid-
ed that Francisco Forster had it
coming, and that Lastania Abarta
couldn't be held responsible for
what happened when a man breaks
a promise to a woman he's "ruined."

This is the story of how 1882 Los
Angeles used junk science, sexual
double standards, and sympathy for
a "fallen woman" to acquit a killer.
And how one 18-year-old girl became
the center of a trial that exposed
everything California was trying to
pretend it wasn't.

Let's back up.
Los Angeles in 1882 was a city in

transition. It had been Mexican ter-
ritory until 1848, just 34 years earli-
er. The old Mexican land-grant fam-
ilies, the Californios, were losing
their holdings to American new-
comers who knew how to manipu-
late the new legal system.

The Forster family was among
those newcomers. Chico's father
was a wealthy land developer who'd
made a fortune acquiring former
Mexican lands, often through legal
maneuvers that the original owners
couldn't fight. One of his most sig-
nificant acquisitions came from Pio
Pico, California's last Mexican gov-
ernor, who lost thousands of acres
near San Diego.

Chico Forster grew up in this
wealth. At 40, he was known around
town as a gambler, a womanizer, a
man who spent his father's money
on horses and women. He wasn't
married. He didn't work. He had
time, money, and a reputation.

Lastania Abarta came from a
very different world.

At 18, she worked in her parents'
pool hall in the Mexican part of
town. She was known for her voice,
she sang and played guitar, enter-
taining customers. She was beauti-
ful, talented, and young.

Chico was a regular customer.
He noticed her.

What happened next depends on
who was telling the story. But here's
the version that came out at trial.

Chico invited Lastania to per-
form at a party hosted by Pio Pico
himself, the former governor whose
land Chico's father had taken. At the
party, according to testimony,
Lastania sang with improvised
lyrics that mocked Pico. Whether she
did this at Chico's encouragement or
on her own initiative, the perform-
ance was apparently humiliating
enough that Pico never forgot it.

After the performance, Chico
and Lastania left together.

They went to the Moiso Mansion
Hotel. And there, according to
Lastania's later testimony, Chico
made her a promise: if she gave her-
self to him, he would marry her. He
would come back with a ring and a
priest, and they would formalize
their union.

She believed him. In 1882 Los
Angeles, for a young Mexican
woman from a working-class family,
virginity was everything. It wasn't
just morality, it was currency. A
woman who lost her virtue outside
of marriage became unmarriage-
able, damaged goods, a source of
family shame.

Lastania wasn't naive. She knew
what she was risking. But Chico was
wealthy, charming, persistent. And
he promised marriage. So, she said

yes. Then, Chico disappeared. No
ring. No priest. No wedding. No
word at all. Lastania and her sister
Hortensia went looking for him.
They searched for days. Finally, they
found him at a race track, gambling,
laughing with friends, acting like
nothing had happened. When
Lastania confronted him, he
brushed her off. He had no intention
of marrying her. The promise had
been a lie to get what he wanted.

The sisters tried to force the
issue. They literally grabbed him
and pushed him into their carriage,
intending to take him to a church
and make him keep his promise. But
Chico wasn't going to be forced into
anything. During the carriage ride,
he escaped, jumped out while it was
moving and ran. Lastania chased
him on foot through downtown Los
Angeles. When she caught up to him
on the street, she pulled out a gun
and shot him dead.

The shooting happened in broad
daylight, on a public street, in front
of witnesses. There was no question
who pulled the trigger or whether
Chico died. The only question was
whether Lastania Abarta would
hang for it.

Chico's father was devastated
and furious. He used his consider-
able wealth and influence to ensure
that the district attorney prosecuted
aggressively. This wasn't going to be
some quiet case that disappeared.
His son's killer would face justice.

But Lastania's defense attorney
had a strategy. In 1882, the legal and

medical establishments were
obsessed with "female hysteria," a
diagnosis that basically blamed
women's uteruses for any emotional
or mental disturbance. The theory
was that women were controlled by
their reproductive organs, making
them prone to irrational behaviour,
especially related to sex and love.

It was junk science. Complete
nonsense. But it was widely believed
by doctors, lawyers, and judges.

Lastania's attorney argued that
she had been driven temporarily
insane by what Chico had done to
her. Not just the broken promise, the
loss of her virtue itself had unbal-
anced her mind. She literally could-
n't be held responsible for her
actions because her female biology
had made her irrational.

Dr. Joseph Kurtz, a physician,
testified that Lastania suffered from
"moral insanity" brought on by the
loss of her virginity and the betray-
al. He argued that in her hysteria,
she couldn't distinguish right from
wrong. She was, in that moment, not
criminally responsible.

This defense worked for two rea-
sons. First, it aligned with existing
pseudoscientific beliefs about
women. The all-male jury already
believed women were emotionally
unstable and controlled by their
biology. This just confirmed it.
Second, it let them punish Chico
without saying so directly.

Because here's the thing: the
jury sympathized with Lastania.
Not because they were progressive

or feminist. But because Chico had
violated the social code in a way that
even wealthy white men understood
was wrong. He'd seduced a young
woman with a promise of marriage,
that was the unforgivable part. The
broken promise, not the murder,
was what they couldn't excuse. In
their view, Chico had destroyed
Lastania's life. She had no future
now, no marriage prospects, no hon-
our. He'd ruined her and then aban-
doned her. So, when her defense
essentially argued "he deserved it,
and she was too crazy to be pun-
ished," the jury agreed.

They deliberated for twenty
minutes. Twenty minutes to decide
whether an 18-year-old girl who shot
a man in the street would hang. Not
guilty by reason of temporary
insanity. The courtroom erupted in
applause. Lastania Abarta walked
free. And then she vanished. We
don't know what happened to her
after the trial. She left Los Angeles
and disappeared from public
records. No marriage records, no
death records under that name,
nothing. She became a ghost,
famous for a moment, then erased.

The case itself became famous,
though. It was one of the first suc-
cessful uses of the "temporary
insanity" defense for a woman, and
it set a precedent that would be used
for decades. Women who killed their
seducers, their abusers, their hus-
bands, they could claim they'd been
driven mad by their emotions, by
their biology, by their inherently

fragile female nature. It was a
defense that both helped and
harmed women. It got some women
acquitted who might otherwise have
hanged. But it also reinforced the
idea that women were irrational,
controlled by their bodies, incapable
of full moral responsibility. And it
only worked for certain women.
Lastania was young, Mexican, work-
ing-class, but she was also portrayed
as virtuous before Chico "ruined"
her. The defense depended on paint-
ing her as an innocent girl destroyed
by a wealthy predator.

If she'd been older, if she'd had
previous relationships, if she could-
n't be framed as a virgin victim, the
defense wouldn't have worked.

The "temporary insanity"
defense was only available to
women who could perform inno-
cence convincingly enough.

Think about the absurdity of the
verdict. Lastania shot Chico Forster
in broad daylight, on a public street,
in front of dozens of witnesses. She
confessed immediately. There was
zero question about the facts.

And the jury said: not guilty.
Because they decided that he
deserved it. Not officially, of course.
Officially, they said that she was
temporarily insane and couldn't be
held responsible. But the subtext
was clear: Chico Forster broke a
promise to a young woman he'd
seduced, and that violation of hon-
our justified his death.

It was vigilante justice wrapped
in pseudoscience and delivered by
twelve men who couldn't punish
Chico legally but could refuse to
punish his killer.

The case also exposed the racial
and class tensions in Los Angeles.
Chico's family represented the new
American power structure that had
taken land from the old Mexican
families. Lastania represented the
Mexican working class that was
being pushed to the margins.

When the jury acquitted
Lastania, they weren't just sympa-
thizing with a wronged woman, they
were also, perhaps, expressing some
resentment towards the Forster
family's wealth and power. A small
act of resistance against the new
order. Or maybe, they just couldn't
bring themselves to hang an 18-year-
old girl for killing a 40-year-old wom-
anizer who'd broken a promise.
Either way, Lastania walked free.
kAnd Los Angeles went back to pre-

tending women were delicate, irra-
tional creatures controlled by their
biology, right up until those women
needed to work, raise families, and
survive without the men who'd
promised to protect them.

The irony is that the same socie-
ty that called women hysterical and
irrational also expected them to run
households, raise children, and
manage complex domestic
economies. Women were supposedly
too unstable to vote or own property,
but stable enough to be trusted with
literally everything else.

The "female hysteria" defense
exposed this contradiction. If
women were truly as irrational as
the diagnosis suggested, they
shouldn't be trusted with anything.
But society needed women to be
functional, so, the hysteria was con-
veniently temporary, triggered by
specific circumstances (usually
involving men and sex), and treat-
able by giving women what they
wanted.

Lastania Abarta got what she
wanted: freedom. Not marriage to
Chico, that was impossible now. But
freedom from hanging.

She took it and disappeared.
Somewhere, under a different

name, she might have lived a long
life. She might have married, had
children, died old and forgotten. Or
she might have died young, a casual-
ty of the same society that acquitted
her but couldn't actually protect
her. We'll never know.

What we know is that on March
14, 1882, an 18-year-old girl shot a 40-
year-old man dead on a Los Angeles
street because he broke a promise.
And twelve men decided that was
justice. Not because they believed in
women's rights or equality. But
because they believed in promises,
honour, and the idea that some
betrayals are unforgivable, even if
the only punishment available was
refusing to punish the killer.

Chico Forster is buried in Los
Angeles. His grave can still be visit-
ed. Lastania Abarta has no grave we
know of, no memorial, no marker.
She exists only in newspaper
archives and court records, frozen
at 18 years old, holding a gun.

She killed a man. She walked
free. She disappeared.

And history can't decide if that's
a tragedy or justice.
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She fires once. The bullet enters through his eye. He drops instantly, dead before he hits the
ground. Witnesses freeze. Blood pools on the dusty street. Lastania doesn't run. She doesn't drop
the gun. She just stands there, waiting. Within minutes, police arrives and arrest her for murder.
Open and shut case. Dozens of witnesses. Confession. Physical evidence. Three months later, she
walks free. Not because she didn't do it. Everyone knew she did it. But because a jury of twelve
men decided that Francisco Forster had it coming, and that Lastania Abarta couldn't be held
responsible for what happened when a man breaks a promise to a woman he's "ruined."

She Shot Him Dead In
Broad Daylight

Anjali Sharma
Senior Journalist &
Wildlife Enthusiast
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C hico invited Lastania to per-
form at a party hosted by Pio

Pico himself, the former governor
whose land Chico's father had
taken. At the party, according to
testimony, Lastania sang with
improvised lyrics that mocked
Pico. Whether she did this at
Chico's encouragement or on her
own initiative, the performance
was apparently humiliating
enough that Pico never forgot it.


