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conviction. . He broaches truly a “new”, or at least contemporary
“pathetique’. He utters in original vein phases of consciousness =
whereinto we are more or less drifting, in measure of our proper '
sensibility. _ !
Quant 4 moi? Caveat! -
Beware of agglomerates. R

ULYSSES
James Joyce
Epistode-H

—\7OU, Cochrane, what city sent for him?
, & — Tarentum, sir.

— Very good. Well ?
* — There was a battle, sir.

— Very good. Where?

The boy’s blank face asked the blank window.

Fabled by the daughters of memory.~ And yet it was in some
way if not as memory fabled it. A phrase, then, of impatience, thud
of Blake’s wings of excess. I hear the ruin of all space, shattered
glass and toppling masonry, and time one livid final flame. What’s
left us then?

— 1 forget the place, sir. 279 B. C.

— Asculum, Stephen said, glancing at the name and year in
the gorescarred book, :

— Yes, sir. And he said: Another victory like that and we are
done for.

That phrase the world had remembered. A dull ease of the
mind. ' From a hill above a corpsestrewn plain a general, speaking to
his officers, leaned upon his spear. Any general to any officers.:
They lend ear.

: — You, Armstrong, Stephen said. What was the end of Pyrr-
us?

— End of Pyrrhus, sir? : SRR :
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They broke asunder, sidling out of their benches, leaping them.
Quickly they were gone and from the lumber room came the rattle
of sticks and clamour of their boots and tongues.,

Sargent who alone had lingered came forward slowly, showing an
open sopybook. His thick hair and scraggy neck gave witness of
unreadiness and through his misty glasses weak eyes looked up plead-
~ ing. On his cheek, dull and bloodless, a soft stain of ink lay, date-

shaped, recent and damp as a snail’s bed.

He held out his copybook. The word Sums was written on the
headline. Beneath .were sloping figures and at the foot a crooked
signature with blind loops and a blot. Cyril Sargent: his name and
seal.

: — Mr. Deasy told me to write them out all agam he said, and
show them to you, sir.

Stephen touched the edges of the book. Futlhty.

— Do you understand how to do them now? he asked. :

— Numbers eleven to fifteen, Sargent answered. Mr. Deasy
said I was to copy them off the board, sir.

— Can you do them yourself? Stephen asked.

— No, sir. .

Ugly and futile: lean neck and thick hair and a stain of ink, a
snail’s bed. Yet someone had loved him, borneshim in her arms and
in her heart. But for her the race of the world would have trampled
him under foot, a squashed boneless snail. She had loved his weak
watery blood drained from her own. Was that then real? The only
true thing in life? She was no more: the trembling skeleton of a
twig burnt in the fire, an odour of rosewood and wetted ashes. She
had saved him from being trampled under foot and had gone, scarce-
ly having been. A poor soul gone to heaven: and on a heath beneath
winking stars a fox, red reek of rapine in his fur, with merciless
. bright eyes scraped in the earth, listened, scraped up the earth, lis-
tened, scraped and scraped.

Sitting at his side Stephen solved out the problem. He proves
by algebra that Shakespeare’s ghost is Hamlet’s grandfather. Sar-
gent Peered askance, through his slanted glasses. Hockeysticks rat-
tled in the lumberroom: the hollow knock of a ball and calls from
the- field.

Across the page the symbols moved in grave morrice, in the
mummery of their letters, wearing quaint caps of squares and cubes,




