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w i l l k n o w th i s . A n d whe ther M i s s B r y h e r e v o l v e d 
i n d e p e n d e n t l y he r ideas of t r an s l a t i on , or d e r i v e d 
t h e m f r o m the F r e n c h a n d the P o e t s ' T r a n s l a t i o n 
Series, is no t i m p o r t a n t . T h e great t h i n g is t h a t 
she is o n the r i g h t t r a c k ; a n d w i t h a l l the d i scourag
i n g mass of the L o e b classics, the " c o p i o u s " pe
d a n t r y of a lmos t eve ry ex t an t ve r s ion of H e l l e n i c 
p o e t r y , i t is r ea l ly a de l igh t fu l surpr ise to f ind some 
one w h o cares more for l i t e ra tu re t h a n for p h i l o l o g y , 
w h o has the swif t sp i r i t t o k i n d l e a t the p o e t r y r a the r 
t h a n the d u l l b r a i n to p l o d after i t . 

T h i s t r a n s l a t i o n is no t p e r f e c t ; i ndeed there is no 
such t h i n g as a perfect t r a n s l a t i o n ; b u t i t con ta ins 
beaut i fu l p h r a s e s : 

" P e r s e p h o n e , t h o u a r t s t ronger t h a n I , a l l t ha t is 
beau t i fu l has fa l len to thee . " 

" Y o u are dead , thr ice-des i red , a n d m y l o v e is 
gone as a d r e a m . " 

" R e s t h i m a m o n g the soft cover ings where he was 
w o n t to s lumber , where n igh ts s l i pped b y i n h a l l o w e d 
sleep w i t h thee u p o n a couch of g o l d . " 

R I C H A R D A L D I N G T O N 

ULYSSES* 
B y J A M E S J O Y C E 

E P I S O D E I I 
" You, Cochrane , w h a t c i t y sent for h i m ! " 

" T a r e n t u m , s i r . " 
" V e r y good. W e l l ? " 

" T h e r e was a ba t t le , s i r . " 
" V e r y good. W h e r e ? " 
T h e boy ' s b l a n k face asked the b l a n k w i n d o w . 
F a b l e d b y the daughters of m e m o r y . A n d ye t 

i t was i n some w a y i f no t as m e m o r y fab led i t . A 
phrase, then , of impat ience , t h u d of B l a k e ' s wings 
of excess. I hear the r u i n of a l l space, shat tered glass 
a n d t o p p l i n g masonry , a n d t i m e one l i v i d final flame. 
W h a t ' s left us then? 

" I forget the place, sir . 279 B . C . " 
" A s c u l u m , " S tephen sa id , g l anc ing at the name 

a n d yea r i n the gorescarred book. 
" Y e s , sir . A n d he sa id : 'Another victory like that 

and we are done for.'" 
T h a t phrase the w o r l d h a d remembered . A d u l l 

ease of the m i n d . F r o m a h i l l above a corpsestrewn 
p l a i n a general , speak ing to his officers, leaned u p o n 
his spear. A n y general to a n y officers. T h e y l e n d 
ear. 

" Y o u , A r m s t r o n g , " S tephen sa id . " W h a t was 
the end of P y r r h u s ? " 

" E n d of P y r r h u s , s i r ? " 
" I k n o w , sir . A s k me, s i r , " C o m y n sa id . 
" W a i t . Y o u , A r m s t r o n g . D o y o u k n o w any

t h i n g about P y r r h u s ? " 
A bag of figrolls l a y snugly i n A r m s t r o n g ' s satchel . 

H e cur led t h e m between his pa lms at whi les a n d 
swal lowed t h e m sof t ly . C r u m b s adhered to the 
tissues of his l i p s . A sweetened boy ' s b rea th . W e l l 
off people, p r o u d t h a t the i r eldest son was i n the 
n a v y . V i c o R o a d , D a l k e y . 

" P y r r h u s , sir? P y r r h u s , a p i e r . " 
A l l l aughed . M i r t h l e s s h i g h ma l i c ious laughter . 

A r m s t r o n g l o o k e d r o u n d at his classmates, s i l l y glee 
i n profi le . I n a m o m e n t t h e y w i l l l a u g h more l o u d l y , 
aware of m y l a c k of ru le a n d of the fees the i r papas 
p a y . 

" T e l l m e n o w , " S tephen sa id , p o k i n g the boy ' s 
shoulder w i t h the book , " w h a t is a p i e r . " 

" A p ier , s i r , " A r m s t r o n g sa id . " A t h i n g ou t i n 
the water . A k i n d of br idge . K i n g s t o w n pier , s i r . " 

* As pr in t ing difficulties have made i t impossible to publ ish 
Ulysses in ful l i n serial form, a series of extracts from i t w i l l be 
pr inted i n T H E E G O I S T during the next few months. The 
form i n which the work is written—chapters for the most part 
complete i n themselves—favours such a procedure.— E D I T O R . 

Some l aughed aga in : mi r th less b u t w i t h mean ing . 
T w o i n the back bench whispe red . Y e s . T h e y 
k n e w : h a d never learned nor ever been innocent . 
A l l . W i t h e n v y he w a t c h e d t he i r f a ce s : E d i t h , 
E t h e l , Ge r t i e , L i l y . T h e i r l i k e s : t h e i r breaths , too, 
sweetened w i t h tea a n d j a m , the i r bracele ts t i t t e r i n g 
i n the s truggle. 

" K i n g s t o w n p i e r , " S tephen sa id . " Y e s , a dis
a p p o i n t e d b r i d g e . " 

T h e words t r o u b l e d t he i r gaze. 
" H o w , s i r ? " C o m y n asked . " A br idge is across 

a r i v e r . " 
F o r H a i n e s ' s chapbook . N o one here to hear . 

T o n i g h t def t ly a m i d w i l d d r i n k a n d t a lk , to pierce 
the po l i shed m a i l of his m i n d . W h a t then? A 
jester a t the cour t of his master , i n d u l g e d a n d dis-
esteemed, w i n n i n g a c lement master ' s praise. W h y 
h a d t h e y chosen a l l t ha t p a r t ? N o t w h o l l y for the 
smoo th caress. F o r t h e m too h i s t o ry was a ta le 
l i k e a n y o ther too often heard , the i r l a n d a pawnshop . 

H a d P y r r h u s not fal len b y a be ldam's h a n d i n 
A r g o s or J u l i u s Caesar not been k n i f e d to dea th . 
T h e y are not to be though t a w a y . T i m e has b r anded 
t h e m a n d fet tered t hey are l odged i n the r o o m of the 
inf in i te poss ib i l i t ies they have ousted. B u t can those 
have been possible seeing tha t t hey never were? 
O r was tha t o n l y possible w h i c h came to pass? 
W e a v e , weaver of the w i n d . 

" T e l l us a s tory , s i r . " 
" O h , do, sir. A ghos t s to ry . " 
" W h e r e do y o u begin i n t h i s ? " S tephen asked, 

open ing another book . 
"Weep no more,''' C o m y n sa id . 
" G o on then , T a l b o t . " 
" A n d the s tory , s i r ? " 
" A f t e r , " S tephen sa id . " G o on , T a l b o t . " 
A s w a r t h y b o y opened a book a n d p r o p p e d i t n i m b l y 

under the breas twork of his satchel . H e rec i ted jerks 
of verse w i t h o d d glances a t the t ex t . 

Weep no more, woeful shepherd, weep no more 
F o r Lyc idas , your sorrow, is not dead, 
Sunk though he be beneath the watery floor. 

I t mus t be a m o v e m e n t then , a n a c t u a l i t y of the 
possible as possible. A r i s t o t l e ' s phrase fo rmed i tse l f 
w i t h i n the gabb led verses a n d floated out i n t o the 
s tudious silence of the l i b r a r y of Sa in t Genev ieve 
where he h a d read, shel tered f rom the s in of P a r i s , 
n igh t b y n igh t . B y his e lbow a del icate Siamese 
conned a handbook of s t ra tegy. F e d a n d feeding 
bra ins about m e : a n d i n m y m i n d ' s darkness a s lo th 
of the u n d e r w o r l d , r e luc tan t , shy of brightness, shift
i n g he r d ragon scaly folds. T h o u g h t is the though t 
of though t . T r a n q u i l br ightness . T h e soul is i n a 
manne r a l l t ha t i s : the soul is the fo rm of forms. 
T r a n q u i l l i t y sudden , vas t , candescen t : fo rm of forms. 

T a l b o t r e p e a t e d : 

Through the dear might of H i m that walked the waves 
Through the dear might . 

" T u r n o v e r , " S tephen sa id q u i e t l y . " I don ' t see 
a n y t h i n g . " 

" W h a t , s i r ? " T a l b o t a sked s i m p l y , bend ing 
fo rward . 

H i s h a n d t u r n e d the page over . H e leaned back 
a n d wen t on aga in , h a v i n g just r emembered of H i m 
t h a t w a l k e d the waves . H e r e also over these c raven 
hearts his shadow lies, a n d o n the scoffer's hear t a n d 
l ips a n d o n m i n e . I t l ies u p o n the i r eager faces who 
offered h i m a co in of the t r ibu te . T o Caesar w h a t is 
Caesar 's , to G o d w h a t is G o d ' s . A l o n g look f rom 
da rk eyes, a r i d d l i n g sentence to be w o v e n a n d w o v e n 
o n the church ' s looms . A y . 

Ridd le me, riddle me, randy ro. 
M y father gave me seeds to sow. 

T a l b o t s l i d h i s c losed b o o k i n t o his satchel . 
" H a v e I h e a r d a l l ? " S t ephen asked. 
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" Y e s , s i r . H o c k e y a t t en , s i r . " 
" H a l f d a y , s i r . T h u r s d a y . " 

" W h o can answer a r i d d l e ? " S tephen asked. 
T h e y b u n d l e d the i r books a w a y , penci ls c l a c k i n g , 

pages r u s t l i n g . C r o w d i n g together t h e y s t rapped a n d 
b u c k l e d t he i r satchels, a l l g a b b l i n g ga i ly : 

"A r i d d l e . A s k me, s i r . " 
" O , ask me, s i r . " 
" A h a r d one, s i r . " 
" T h i s is the r i d d l e , " S tephen sa id : 

The cock crew, 
The sky was blue : 
The bells in heaven 
Were s t r ik ing eleven. 
'T i s t ime for this poor soul 
T o go to heaven. 

" W h a t is t h a t ? " 
" W h a t , s i r ? " 
" A g a i n , s i r . W e d i d n ' t hear . " 
T h e i r eyes grew bigger as the l ines were repeated. 
A f t e r a silence Cochrane sa id : 
" W h a t is i t , s i r ? W e give i t u p . " 
S t ephen , h is t h roa t i t c h i n g , a n s w e r e d : 
" T h e fox b u r y i n g h is g randmothe r under a h o l l y -

b u s h . " 
H e s tood u p a n d gave a shout of nervous laughter 

t o w h i c h the i r cries echoed d i smay . 
A s t i ck s t ruck the door a n d a voice i n the cor r idor 

c a l l e d : 
" H o c k e y . " 
T h e y b r o k e asunder, s id l ing out of the i r benches, 

l e a p i n g t h e m . Q u i c k l y t hey were gone a n d from the 
l u m b e r r o o m came the r a t t l e of s t icks a n d c l amour of 
t h e i r boots a n d tongues. 

Sargent w h o alone h a d l ingered came fo rward s lowly 
s h o w i n g a n open copybook . H i s t h i c k ha i r a n d 
scraggy neck gave witness of unreadiness a n d t h r o u g h 
h i s m i s t y glasses weak eyes l ooked u p p lead ing . O n 
h i s cheek, d u l l a n d bloodless, a soft s t a in of i n k l a y 
date-shaped, recent a n d d a m p as a snail 's bed. 

H e h e l d ou t his copybook . T h e w o r d Sums was 
w r i t t e n o n the headl ine . B e n e a t h were s loping 
figures a n d at the foot a c rooked signature w i t h b l i n d 
loops a n d a b lo t . C y r i l Sargent : his name a n d seal. 

" M r D e a s y t o l d me to wr i t e them out a l l a g a i n , " 
he sa id , " a n d show them to y o u , s i r . " 

S t ephen t o u c h e d the edges of the book. F u t i l i t y . 
" D o y o u unde r s t and h o w to do them n o w ? " he 

asked . 
" N u m b e r s e leven to fifteen," Sargent answered. 

" M r D e a s y sa id I was to copy t h e m off the board , s i r . " 
" C a n y o u do t h e m y o u r s e l f ? " Stephen asked. 
" N o , s i r . " 
U g l y a n d f u t i l e : l ean neck a n d t h i c k ha i r a n d a 

s t a in of i n k , a snai l ' s bed. Y e t someone h a d l o v e d 
h i m , borne h i m i n her arms a n d i n her heart . B u t 
for her the race of the w o r l d w o u l d have t r a m p l e d 
h i m u n d e r foot, a squashed boneless sna i l . She h a d 
l o v e d h is weak w a t e r y b l o o d d ra ined f rom her o w n . 
W a s t ha t then real? The o n l y true t h i n g i n life? 
She was no m o r e : the t r e m b l i n g skeleton of a t w i g 
b u r n t i n the fire, an odour of rosewood a n d we t t ed 
ashes. She h a d saved h i m f rom be ing t r a m p l e d under 
foot a n d h a d gone, scarcely h a v i n g been. A poor 
sou l gone to h e a v e n : a n d on a hea th beneath w i n k i n g 
stars a fox , r e d reek of rapine i n his fur, w i t h merciless 
b r i g h t eyes scraped i n the ear th , l i s tened, scraped u p 
the ear th , l i s tened, scraped a n d scraped. 

S i t t i n g at his side S tephen so lved out the p rob l em. 
H e proves b y algebra tha t Shakespeare 's ghost 
is H a m l e t ' s grandfather . Sargent peered askance, 
t h r o u g h his s l an ted glasses. H o c k e y s t i c k s r a t t l ed i n 
the l u m b e r r o o m : the h o l l o w k n o c k of a b a l l a n d calls 
f rom the field. 

A c r o s s the page the symbols m o v e d i n grave morr ice 
i n the m u m m e r y of the i r letters, wea r ing qua in t caps 
of squares a n d cubes. G i v e hands , t raverse, bow to 

pa r tne r : so : i m p s of f ancy of the M o o r s . G o n e too 
f rom the w o r l d , A v e r r o e s a n d Moses M a i m o n i d e s , 
da rk m e n i n m i e n a n d m o v e m e n t , flashing i n t h e i r 
m o c k i n g mi r ro r s the obscure sou l of the w o r l d , a 
darkness sh in ing i n br ightness w h i c h br ightness c o u l d 
not comprehend . 

" D o y o u unde r s t and n o w ? C a n y o u w o r k t h e 
second for y o u r s e l f ? " 

" Y e s s i r . " 
I n l o n g s h a k y strokes Sargen t cop i ed the d a t a . 

W a i t i n g a lways for a w o r d of he lp h i s h a n d m o v e d 
f a i th fu l ly the uns t eady symbo l s , a fa in t hue of shame 
flickering b e h i n d his d u l l s k i n . Amor mortis: subjec
t i v e a n d objec t ive gen i t ive . W i t h her weak b l o o d 
a n d wheysour m i l k she fed h i m a n d h i d f rom s ight 
of others his swadd l ingbands . 

L i k e h i m was I , these s lop ing shoulders , th i s grace-
lessness. M y c h i l d h o o d bends beside me . T o o far 
for me to l a y a h a n d of comfor t there, one or l i g h t l y . 
M i n e is far a n d his secret as ou r eyes. Secrets, s i len t , 
s tony, si t i n the d a r k palaces of b o t h o u r h e a r t s ; 
secrets wea ry of the i r t y r a n n y : t y r a n t s w i l l i n g t o be 
dethroned. 

T h e sum was done. 
" I t is v e r y s i m p l e , " S tephen sa id as he s tood u p . 
" Y e s , s ir . T h a n k s , " Sargent answered. 
H e d r i e d the page w i t h a sheet of t h i n b l o t t i n g 

paper a n d car r ied his copybook back to h is desk. 
" Y o u h a d bet ter get y o u r s t i ck a n d go o u t to the 

others ," S tephen sa id as he fo l lowed towards the d o o r 
the boy ' s graceless fo rm. 

" Y e s , s i r . " 
I n the cor r idor his name was heard , c a l l ed f r o m 

the p layf ie ld . 
" S a r g e n t . " 
" R u n o n , " S tephen sa id . " M r D e a s y is c a l l i n g 

y o u . " 
H e s tood i n the p o r c h a n d w a t c h e d the l a g g a r d 

h u r r y towards the scrappy field where sharp voices 
were i n strife. T h e y were sor ted i n teams a n d M r 
D e a s y came s tepping over wisps of grass w i t h ga i te red 
feet. W h e n he h a d reached the schoolhouse voices 
again contending ca l led to h i m . H e t u r n e d his a n g r y 
whi te moustache. 

" W h a t is i t n o w ? " he c r i ed c o n t i n u a l l y w i t h o u t 
l i s tening. 

" C o c h r a n e a n d H a l l i d a y are on the same side, s i r , 
S tephen cr ied . 

" W i l l y o u wa i t i n m y s tudy for a m o m e n t , ' M r 
D e a s y said, " t i l l I restore order here ." 

A n d as he s tepped fussi ly back across the field h i s 
o l d man ' s voice c r i ed s tern ly : 

" W h a t is the m a t t e r ? W h a t is i t n o w ? " 
T h e i r sharp voices c r i ed about h i m o n a l l sides : 

the i r m a n y forms closed r o u n d h i m , gar i sh sunshine 
b leaching the honey of his i l l d y e d head . 

Sta le s m o k y a i r h u n g i n the s tudy w i t h the s m e l l 
of d rab abraded leather of i t s chairs . A s on the first 
day he barga ined w i t h me here. A s i t was i n the 
beginning , is now. O n the s ideboard the t r a y of 
S tua r t coins, base treasure of a b o g : a n d ever s h a l l 
be. A n d snug i n the i r spooncase of p u r p l e p l u s h , 
faded, the twe lve apostles h a v i n g p reached to a l l 
the gentiles : w o r l d w i t h o u t end . 

A has ty step over the stone p o r c h a n d i n the 
corr idor . B l o w i n g out his rare mous tache M r D e a s y 
ha l t ed at the table . 

" F i r s t , our l i t t l e financial se t t l ement , " he sa id . 
H e brought out of h is coat a p o c k e t b o o k b o u n d b y 

a rubber thong . I t s lapped open a n d he took f r o m 
i t two notes, one of j o ined ha lves , a n d l a i d t h e m 
careful ly on the table . 

" T w o , " he sa id , s t r app ing a n d s t o w i n g h i s pocke t -
book away . 

A n d n o w his s t rongroom for the g o l d . S tephen ' s 
embarrassed h a n d m o v e d over the shells h e a p e d i n 
the c o l d stone m o r t a r : whe lks a n d m o n e y cowr ies 
a n d l eopa rd s h e l l s : a n d th is , w h o r l e d as a n e m i r ' s 
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t u r b a n , a n d th i s , the scal lop of sa in t J a m e s . A n 
o l d p i l g r i m ' s h o a r d , dead treasure, h o l l o w shells. 

A sovere ign fe l l , b r i gh t a n d new, o n the soft p i l e 
o f the t a b l e c l o t h . 

" T h r e e , " M r D e a s y sa id , t u r n i n g his l i t t l e savings 
b o x a b o u t i n his h a n d . " T h e s e are h a n d y th ings 
to h a v e . See. T h i s is for sovereigns. T h i s is for 
sh i l l ings , s ixpences, ha l fc rowns . A n d here c rowns . 
See . " 

H e shot f rom i t t w o crowns a n d t w o sh i l l ings . 
" T h r e e t w e l v e , " ne sa id . " I t h i n k y o u ' l l find 

tha t ' s r i g h t . " 
" T h a n k y o u , s i r , " S tephen sa id , ga the r ing the 

m o n e y together w i t h shy haste a n d p u t t i n g i t a l l i n 
a pocke t of his trousers. 

H i s h a n d , free aga in , went back to the h o l l o w shells, 
S y m b o l s too of b e a u t y a n d of power . A l u m p i n 

m y pocke t . S y m b o l s so i led by greed a n d mise ry . 
" D o n ' t c a r ry i t l i k e t h a t , " M r D e a s y sa id . " Y o u ' l l 

p u l l i t ou t somewhere a n d lose i t . Y o u jus t b u y one 
of these machines . Y o u ' l l find t h e m v e r y h a n d y . " 

A n s w e r someth ing . 
" M i n e w o u l d be often e m p t y , " S tephen sa id . 
T h a t same r o o m a n d hour , the same w i s d o m : a n d 

I the same. Three t imes now. Three nooses r o u n d 
me here. W e l l , I can break t h e m i n th is ins tant i f 
I w i l l . 

" B e c a u s e y o u don ' t save ," M r D e a s y said, p o i n t i n g 
his finger. " Y o u don ' t k n o w yet w h a t m o n e y is . 
M o n e y is power , w h e n y o u have l i v e d as l o n g as I 
have . I k n o w , I k n o w . I f y o u t h bu t knew. B u t 
wha t does Shakespeare say : Put money in thy purse" 

" I a g o , " S tephen m u r m u r e d . 
H e l i f t ed his gaze f rom the id le shells to the o l d 

man ' s stare. 
" H e k n e w w h a t money was , " M r D e a s y sa id . " H e 

made m o n e y . A poet, yes, b u t an E n g l i s h m a n too. 
D o y o u k n o w w h a t is the pr ide of the E n g l i s h ? D o 
y o u k n o w w h a t is the proudest w o r d y o u w i l l ever 
hear f rom an E n g l i s h m a n ' s m o u t h ? " 

T h e seas' ru le r . H i s seacold eyes l ooked on the 
e m p t y b a y ; i t seems h i s to ry is to b l ame : o n me 
a n d o n m y words , u n h a t i n g . 

" T h a t o n his e m p i r e , " S tephen sa id , " t h e sun 
never sets." 

" B a ! " M r D e a s y cr ied . " T h a t ' s not E n g l i s h . 
A F r e n c h Ce l t sa id t ha t . " 

H e t a p p e d his sav ingsbox against his t h u m b n a i l . 
" I w i l l t e l l y o u , " he sa id so lemnly , " w h a t is h is 

proudest boast . I paid my way." 
" G o o d m a n , good m a n . " 
"I paid my way. I never borrowed a shilling in 

my life. C a n y o u feel t ha t ? I owe nothing. C a n y o u ? " 
M u l l i g a n , n ine pounds , three pairs of socks, t ies. 

C u r r a n , t en guineas. M c C a n n , one guinea . F r e d 
R y a n , t w o shi l l ings . T e m p l e , t w o lunches, R u s s e l l , 
one guinea , Cousins , t en shi l l ings , B o b R e y n o l d s , ha l f 
a guinea , Köhler , three guineas, M r s M c K e r n a n , five 
weeks ' boa rd . T h e l u m p I have is useless. 

" F o r the momen t , n o , " S tephen answered. 
M r D e a s y s tared s te rn ly for some moment s over 

the m a n t e l b o x . 
" I k n e w y o u c o u l d n ' t , " he sa id j o y o u s l y . " B u t 

one d a y y o u mus t feel i t . W e are a generous people 
b u t we m u s t also be jus t . " 

" I fear those b i g w o r d s , " S tephen sa id , " w h i c h 
m a k e us so u n h a p p y . " 

M r D e a s y s tared s te rn ly for some moment s ove r 
the mante lp iece a t the shapely b u l k of a m a n i n 
t a r t a n fillibegs : A l b e r t E d w a r d , P r i n c e of W a l e s . 

" Y o u t h i n k me a n o l d fogey a n d a n o l d t o r y , " his 
t h o u g h t f u l vo ice sa id . " I saw three generations 
since O ' C o n n e l l ' s t i m e . I r emember the famine i n 
' 4 6 . D o y o u k n o w t h a t the orange lodges ag i t a ted 
for repeal of the u n i o n t w e n t y years before O ' C o n n e l l 
d i d o r before the prelates of y o u r c o m m u n i o n de
n o u n c e d h i m as a demagogue? Y o u fenians forget 
some t h i n g s . " 

S t ephen ske tched a b r ie f gesture. 
" I h a v e rebe l b l o o d i n me t o o , " M r D e a s y sa id . 

" O n the sp ind le side. I a m descended f rom s i r 
J o h n B l a c k w o o d w h o v o t e d agains t the u n i o n . W e 
are a l l I r i s h , a l l k i n g s ' sons." 

" A l a s , " S tephen sa id . 
"Per vias rectas," M r D e a s y sa id firmly, " was lug 

m o t t o . H e v o t e d against i t : a n d p u t o n his top-
boots to r ide to D u b l i n f rom the A r d s of D o w n to 
do so . " 

L a l - t h e - r a l - t h e - r a : the r o c k y r o a d to D u b l i n . A 
gruff squi re o n horseback w i t h sh iny topboots . Soft 
day , s i r J o h n . Soft day , y o u r honour . . . . D a y 
. . . . D a y . . . . T w o topboots jog j ang l ing o n to 
D u b l i n . La l - the - ra l - the - ra , la l - the-ra l - the-raddy. 

" T h a t r eminds m e , " M r D e a s y sa id . " Y o u can 
do me a favour , M r Deda lus , w i t h some of y o u r 
l i t e r a r y friends. I have a le t ter here for the press. 
S i t d o w n a momen t . I have jus t to copy the e n d . " 

H e went to the desk near the w i n d o w , p u l l e d i n 
his cha i r tw ice a n d read off some words f rom the 
sheet on the d r u m of his t ypewr i t e r . 

" S i t d o w n . E x c u s e m e , " he sa id over the shoulder, 
"the dictates of common sense. J u s t a m o m e n t . " 

H e peered f rom unde r his shaggy brows at the 
m a n u s c i i p t b y his e lbow and , mu t t e r i ng , began to 
p r o d the stiff bu t tons of the k e y b o a r d s lowly , some
t imes b l o w i n g as he screwed u p the d r u m to erase 
an error. 

S tephen seated h imse l f noiselessly before the p r ince ly 
presence. F r a m e d a r o u n d the wal ls images of 
van i shed horses s tood i n homage, the i r meek heads 
poised i n a i r : l o r d H a s t i n g s ' Repulse, the duke of 
Wes tmins t e r ' s Shotover, the duke of Beaufor t ' s Ceylon, 
prix de Paris, 1866. E l f i n r iders sat t hem, wa tch fu l 
of a s ign. H e saw the i r speeds a n d shouted w i t h the 
shouts of van i shed crowds. 

" F u l l s top , " M r D e a s y bade his keys . " But prompt 
ventilation of this all important question . . . ." 

W h e r e C r a n l y l e d me to get r i c h qu ick , h u n t i n g 
his winners a m o n g the mudsp lashed brakes, a m i d the 
bawls of bookies a n d reek of the canteen, over the 
m o t l e y s lush. E v e n money Fair Rebel. T e n to one 
the field. D ice r s a n d th imbler iggers we h u r r i e d b y , 
after the hoofs, the v y i n g caps a n d jackets a n d past 
the meatfaced w o m a n , a butcher ' s dame, n u z z l i n g 
t h i r s t i l y her c love of orange. 

Shouts r a n g s h r i l l f rom the boys ' p l ay f i e ld a n d a 
w h i r r i n g whis t le . A g a i n : a goal . I a m a m o n g 
t h e m , a m o n g the i r b a t t l i n g bodies i n a medley , the 
joust of l i fe . Y o u m e a n tha t k n o c k k n e e d mother ' s 
d a r l i n g who seems to be s l i gh t ly c r a w s i c k ? Jous t s . 
T i m e shocked rebounds, shock b y shock. Jous t s , 
s lush a n d up roa r of bat t les , the frozen deathspew of 
the s la in , a shout of spearspikes ba i t ed w i t h men 's 
b lood ied guts . 

" N o w t h e n , " M r D e a s y sa id r i s ing . 
H e came to the table , p i n n i n g together h is sheets. 

S tephen s tood u p . 
" I have p u t the ma t t e r i n t o a n u t s h e l l , " M r D e a s y 

sa id . " I t ' s abou t the foot a n d m o u t h disease. J u s t 
look t h r o u g h i t . There can be no t w o opinions o n 
the m a t t e r . " 

M a y I trespass o n y o u r v a l u a b l e space. T h a t 
doc t r ine of laissez faire w h i c h so often i n our h i s to ry . 
O u r ca t t le t rade . T h e w a y of a l l ou r o l d indus t r ies . 
L i v e r p o o l r i n g w h i c h j o c k e y e d the G a l w a y h a r b o u r 
scheme. E u r o p e a n conf lagra t ion . G r a i n supplies 
t h r o u g h the n a r r o w waters of the channe l . T h e 
pluterperfect i m p e r t u r b a b i l i t y of the depar tment of 
ag r i cu l tu re . P a r d o n e d a c lass ica l a l l u s ion . Cas
sandra . B y a w o m a n w h o was no bet ter t h a n she 
s h o u l d be. T o come to the p o i n t a t issue. 

" I d o n ' t m i n c e words , do I " M r D e a s y a sked as 
S t ephen r ead o n . 

F o o t a n d m o u t h disease. K n o w n as K o c h ' s 
p r epa ra t i on . S e r u m a n d v i r u s . Percentage of sa l ted 
horses. R inde rpes t . E m p e r o r ' s horses a t Mürzsteg, 
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l o w e r A u s t r i a . V e t e r i n a r y surgeons. M r H e n r y 
B l a c k w o o d P r i c e . Cour teous offer a fair t r i a l . D i c 
ta tes of c o m m o n sense. A l l i m p o r t a n t ques t ion . I n 
e v e r y sense of the w o r d t ake the b u l l b y the horns . 
T h a n k i n g y o u for the h o s p i t a l i t y of y o u r co lumns . 

" I w a n t tha t to be p r i n t e d a n d r e a d , " M r D e a s y 
s a i d . " Y o u w i l l see a t the next outbreak t hey w i l l 
put a n embargo o n I r i s h cat t le . A n d i t can be cured. 
I t is cu red . M y cous in , B l a c k w o o d P r i c e , wr i tes to 
m e i t is r e g u l a r l y t r ea ted a n d cured i n A u s t r i a b y 
ca t t l e doc tors there. T h e y offer to come over here. 
I a m t r y i n g to w o r k u p influence w i t h the depar tment . 
N o w I ' m go ing to t r y p u b l i c i t y . I a m sur rounded 
b y dif f icul t ies , b y . . . in t r igues b y . . . . " 

H e ra i sed h is forefinger a n d beat the a i r o d d l y before 
h i s vo i ce spoke. 

" M a r k m y words , M r D e d a l u s , " he sa id . " E n g l a n d 
is in the hands of the jews. I n a l l the highest p l a c e s : 
he r finance, her press. A n d t h e y are the signs of a 
na t ion ' s decay . W h e r e v e r t h e y gather they eat u p 
t h e na t ion ' s v i t a l s t rength . I have seen i t c o m i n g 
these years . A s sure as we are s t and ing here the jew 
merchan t s are a l r eady at the i r work of des t ruc t ion . 
O l d E n g l a n d is d y i n g . " 

H e s tepped swi f t l y off, h is eyes c o m i n g to b lue l ife 
as t h e y passed a b r o a d sunbeam. H e faced about 
a n d b a c k aga in . 

" D y i n g , " he sa id , " i f no t dead b y n o w . " 

The harlot 's c ry from street to street 
Sha l l weave o ld England's windingsheet. 

H i s eyes open wide i n v i s i o n s tared s tern ly across 
the sunbeam i n w h i c h he ha l t ed . 

" A m e r c h a n t , " S tephen sa id , " i s one who buys 
cheap a n d sells dear, jew or gent i le , is he n o t ? " 

" T h e y s inned against the l i g h t , " M r D e a s y sa id 
g r a v e l y . " A n d y o u can see the darkness i n the i r 
eyes. A n d tha t is w h y they are wanderers on the 
ea r th to th is d a y . " 

O n the steps of the P a r i s s tock exchange the go ld-
s k i n n e d m e n q u o t i n g prices on the i r gemmed fingers. 
G a b b l e of geese. T h e y swarmed loud , uncou th , 
a b o u t the t e m p l e the i r heads t h i c k p l o t t i n g under 
m a l a d r o i t s i l k hats . N o t t h e i r s : these clothes, th is 
speech, these gestures. T h e i r f u l l s low eyes be l ied 
the words , the gestures eager a n d unoffending, b u t 
knew the rancours massed about t h e m a n d k n e w thei r 
zeal was v a i n . V a i n pat ience to heap a n d hoard . 
T i m e sure ly w o u l d scat ter a l l . A h o a r d heaped b y 
the roads ide : p l u n d e r e d a n d pass ing on . T h e i r eyes 
k n e w the i r years of w a n d e r i n g and , pa t ient , k n e w the 
d i shonours of the i r flesh. 

" W h o has n o t ? " S tephen sa id . 
" W h a t do y o u m e a n ? " M r D e a s y asked. 
H e came f o r w a r d a pace a n d s tood b y the table . 

H i s unde r j a w fe l l s ideways open unce r t a in ly . Is th is 
o l d w i s d o m ? H e wai t s to hear f rom me. 

" H i s t o r y , " S tephen said, " i s a n igh tmare f rom 
w h i c h I a m t r y i n g to a w a k e . " 

F r o m the p l ay f i e ld the boys ra ised a shout. A 
w h i r r i n g whi s t l e : goal . 

" T h e w a y s of the Crea tor are not our w a y s , " 
M r D e a s y sa id . " A l l h i s t o ry moves towards one 
geat goal , the mani fes ta t ion of G o d . " 

S t ephen j e r k e d his t h u m b towards the w i n d o w , 
s a y i n g : 

" T h a t is G o d . " 
H o o r a y ! A y ! W h r r w h e e ! 
" W h a t ? " M r D e a s y asked. 
" A shout i n the street ," S tephen answered, shrug

g i n g his shoulders . 
M r D e a s y l o o k e d d o w n a n d he ld for a whi le the 

wings of his nose t w e a k e d be tween his fingers. L o o k i n g 
u p again he set t h e m free. 

" I a m happ i e r t h a n y o u are ," he sa id . " W e have 
c o m m i t t e d m a n y errors a n d m a n y sins. A w o m a n 
b r o u g h t s in i n t o the w o r l d . F o r a w o m a n who was 
no bet ter t h a n she shou ld be, H e l e n , the r u n a w a y 

wife of Mene laus , t en years the Greeks made w a r o n 
T r o y . A faithless wife first b rough t the s t rangers 
to our shore here, O ' B o u r k e ' s wi fe , P r i n c e of B r e f f n i . 
A w o m a n too b rough t P a r n e l l l o w . M a n y errors , 
m a n y fai lures bu t not the one s in . I a m a s t r agg le r 
now at the end of m y days . B u t I w i l l fight for t h e 
r igh t t i l l the e n d . " 

F o r Uls ter w i l l fight 
A n d Uls ter w i l l be right. 

Stephen ra i sed the sheets i n his h a n d . 
" W e l l , s i r , " he began. 
" I foresee," M r D e a s y sa id , " t h a t y o u w i l l no t 

r ema in here v e r v l o n g at th is w o r k . Y o u were no t 
bo rn to-be a teacher, I t h i n k . Pe rhaps I a m w r o n g . 

" A learner ra the r , " S tephen sa id . 
A n d here w h a t w i l l y o u l ea rn m o r e ? 
M r D e a s y shook his head . 
" W h o k n o w s ? " he sa id . " T o l e a rn one m u s t 

be h u m b l e . B u t l i fe is the great teacher ." 
S tephen rus t l ed the sheets aga in . 
" A s regards these," he began. 
" Y e s , " M r D e a s y sa id . " Y o u have t w o copies 

there. I f y o u can have t h e m p u b l i s h e d a t once . " 
Telegraph. Irish Homestead. 

" I w i l l t r y , " S tephen sa id , " a n d le t y o u k n o w 
tomor row. I k n o w t w o editors s l i g h t l y . " 

" T h a t w i l l d o , " M r D e a s y sa id . " T h e r e is no 
t ime to lose to the M r F i e l d , M . P . The re is a m e e t i n g 
of the cat t le t rade associat ion t o d a y at the C i t y 
A r m s H o t e l . I asked h i m to l a y m y le t t e r before t he 
meet ing. Y o u see i f y o u can get i t i n t o y o u r t w o 
papers. W h a t are t h e y ? " 

" T h e Evening Telegraph . . . ." 
" T h a t w i l l d o , " M r D e a s y sa id . " T h e r e is n o 

t ime to lose. N o w I have to answer tha t le t te r f rom 
m y cous in . " 

" G o o d m o r n i n g , s i r , " S tephen sa id p u t t i n g the 
sheets i n his pocket . " T h a n k y o u . " 

" N o t at a l l , " M r D e a s y sa id as he searched the 
papers on his desk. " I l i k e to b reak a lance w i t h 
y o u , o l d as I a m . " 

" G o o d morn ing , s i r , " S tephen sa id aga in , b o w i n g 
again to his bent back . 

H e went out b y the open p o r c h a n d d o w n the 
g rave l p a t h under the trees, hea r ing the cries of 
voices a n d crack of s t icks f rom the p l ay f i e ld . T h e 
l ions couchant on the p i l l a r s as he passed out t h r o u g h 
the g a t e ; toothless terrors. S t i l l I w i l l he lp h i m i n 
his fight. M u l l i g a n w i l l dub me a new n a m e : the 
bu l lockbef r iend ing b a r d . 

" M r D e d a l u s ! " 
B u n n i n g after me. N o more le t ters I hope . 
" J u s t one m o m e n t . " 

Y e s , s i r , " S tephen sa id , t u r n i n g h a r d a n d swa l 
l o w i n g his b rea th . 

" I just w a n t e d to say , " he sa id . " I r e l a n d , t h e y 
say, has the honour of be ing the o n l y c o u n t r y w h i c h 
never persecuted the jews. D o y o u k n o w t h a t ? 
N o . A n d do y o u k n o w w h y ? " 

H e f rowned s te rn ly o n the b r i g h t a i r . 
" W h y , s i r ? " S tephen asked, b e g i n n i n g to smi l e . 
" B e c a u s e she never le t t h e m i n , " M r D e a s y s a id 

so lemnly . 
A coughba l l of l augh te r l eaped f rom his t h r o a t 

d ragging after i t a r a t t l i n g c h a i n of p h l e g m . H e 
t u r n e d back q u i c k l y , coughing , l a u g h i n g , h is l i f t e d 
arms w a v i n g to the a i r . 

" S h e never le t t h e m i n , " he c r i ed aga in t h r o u g h 
his l aughter as he s t amped o n ga i te red feet o v e r the 
grave l of the p a t h . " T h a t ' s w h y . " 

O n h is wise shoulders t h r o u g h the c h e c k e r w o r k of 
leaves the sun flung spangles, d a n c i n g coins . 

N o t i c e 
A s announced i n ou r last issue the p r ice of T H E E G O I S T 
on account of h e a v i l y increased p r i n t i n g expenses is 
ra ised th i s yea r to ninepence. T h e new s u b s c r i p t i o n 
rates appear o n page 1 6 . 


