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V U L C A N O 

S e m p r e t u d i sp ie t a to , e fiero s e m p r e ! 

I L P O T E R E 

N o n è r i m e d i o i l p ianger lo . N o n d a r t i 
I n fa r cio che n o n g i o v a . I n u t i l pena . 

V U L C A N O 

O h min i s t e ro m i o , quan to io t i a b h o r r o ! 

ULYSSES 

B Y J A M E S J O Y C E 

E P I S O D E I I I 

I N E L U C T A B L E m o d a l i t y of the v i s i b l e : at 
least t ha t i f no more , t hough t t h r o u g h m y eyes. 
S igna tu res of a l l th ings I a m here to read, 

seaspawn a n d seawrack, the near ing t ide , t ha t rus ty 
boot . Snotgreen , b lues i lve r , r u s t : co loured signs. 
L i m i t s of the d iaphane . B u t he a d d s : i n bodies. 
T h e n he was aware of t h e m , bodies, before of t hem 
co loured . H o w ? B y k n o c k i n g his sconce against 
t h e m , sure. G o easy. B a l d he was a n d a mi l l i ona i r e , 
maestro di color che sanno. L i m i t of the diaphane i n . 
W h y i n ? D i a p h a n e , ad iaphane . I f y o u can p u t 
y o u r five fingers t h rough i t i t is a gate, i f not a door. 
S h u t y o u r eyes a n d see. 

S t ephen closed his eyes to hear his boots crush 
c r a c k l i n g w r rack a n d shells. Y o u are w a l k i n g th rough 
i t howsomeever . I a m , a s t r ide a t a t ime . A ve ry 
shor t space of t i m e t h r o u g h v e r y short t imes of space. 
F i v e , s i x : the Nacheinander. E x a c t l y : a n d tha t is 
the ine luc tab le m o d a l i t y of the audib le . O p e n y o u r 
eyes. N o . J e s u s ! I f I fe l l over a cliff t ha t beetles 
o 'er h is base, f e l l t h r o u g h the Nebeneinander 
i n e l u c t a b l y I a m ge t t ing on n ice ly i n the dark . M y 
ash s w o r d hangs a t ray side. T a p w i t h i t : t hey do. 
M y t w o feet i n his boots are at the end of m y two legs, 
nebeneinander. Sounds s o l i d : made b y the ma l l e t 
of L o s demiurgos . A m I w a l k i n g i n to e te rn i ty 
a l o n g S a n d y m o u n t s t rand? Crush , crack, c r i ck , 
c r i c k . W i l d sea money . D o m i n i e D e a s y kens t h e m 
a ' . 

Won't you come to Sandymount, 
Madeline the mare? 

R h y t h m begins, y o u see. I hear. Ca ta lec t i c 
t e t r amete r of i a m b s m a r c h i n g . N o , a g a l l o p : decl ine 
t he mare . 

O p e n y o u r eyes now. I w i l l . One moment . 
H a s a l l v a n i s h e d s i n c e ? I f I open a n d a m for ever 
i n the b l a c k a d i a p h a n a ! Basta. I w i l l see i f I can 
see. 

See n o w . There a l l the t i m e w i t h o u t y o u : a n d 
ever sha l l be, w o r l d w i t h o u t end . 

A i r s r o m p e d a r o u n d h i m , n i p p i n g a n d eager airs. 
T h e y are c o m i n g , waves . T h e w h i t e m a n e d seahorses, 
c h a m p i n g , b r i g h t w i n d b r i d l e d . 

I m u s t n ' t forget h i s le t ter for the press. A n d 
after? T h e S h i p , ha l f twe lve . B y the w a y go easy 
w i t h t ha t money l i k e a good y o u n g imbec i le . Y e s , 
I m u s t . 

H i s pace s lackened. H e r e . A m I going to A u n t 
Sara ' s or . n o t ? M y consubs tan t i a l father 's voice . 
D i d y o u see a n y t h i n g of y o u r ar t i s t b ro ther S tephen 
l a t e l y ? No? Sure he's not d o w n i n S t r a sburg 
ter race w i t h his aun t S a l l y ? C o u l d n ' t he s t r ike a 
b i t h ighe r t h a n tha t , eh? A n d a n d a n d a n d t e l l us 
S tephen , how is uncle S i ? O . weeping G o d , the 
th ings I m a r r i e d i n t o ! D e boys u p i n de hay lo f t . 
T h e d r u n k e n l i t t l e cos tdrawer and his brother , t he 
cornet p l a y e r . H i g h l y respectable gondo l i e r s ! A n d 
skeweyed W a l t e r s i r r i ng his father, no l e s s ! S i r . 
Y e s , s ir . N o , s i r . Jesus w e p t : a n d no wonder , 
b y C h r i s t ! 

I p u l l the wheezy b e l l of t he i r shu t t e red c o t t a g e : 
a n d wa i t . T h e y t a k e me for a d u n , peer ou t f r o m a 
co ign of van tage . 

—It ' s S tephen , s ir . 
— L e t h i m i n . L e t S tephen i n . 
A bo l t d r a w n back a n d W a l t e r welcomes me. 
— W e though t y o u were someone else. 
I n his b r o a d bed uncle R i c h i e , p i l l o w e d a n d 

b lanke ted , ex tends over the h i l l o c k of h i s knees a 
s t u r d y forearm. Cleanches ted . H e has washed the 
upper m o i t y . 

— M o r r o w , nephew. 
H e l ays aside the l a p b o a r d whereon he draf ts h is 

b i l l s of costs for the eyes of M a s t e r Goff a n d M a s t e r 
T a n d y , filing consents a n d c o m m o n searches a n d a 
w r i t of Duces Tecum. A bogoak frame over his b a l d 
h e a d : W i l d e ' s Requiescat. T h e drone of his mi s l ead ­
i n g whis t le br ings W a l t e r back . 

— Y e s , sir? 
— M a l t for R i c h i e a n d Stephen , t e l l mo the r . W h e r e 

is she? 
— B a t h i n g Criss ie , sir . 
Papa ' s l i t t l e l u m p of love . 
— N o , uncle R i c h i e . . . 
— C a l l me R i c h i e . W h u s k y ! 
— U n c l e R i c h i e , r e a l l y . . . 
— S i t d o w n or b y the l aw H a r r y I ' l l k n o c k y o u d o w n . 
W a l t e r squints v a i n l y for a cha i r . 
— H e has no th ing to si t d o w n on , sir . 
— H e has nowhere to pu t i t , y o u m u g . B r i n g i n 

our Chippendale chai r . W o u l d y o u l i k e a b i t e of 
some th ing? N o n e of y o u r d a m n e d l awdeedaw ai rs 
h e r e ; a rasher f r ied w i t h a her r ing? S u r e ? So 
m u c h the better. W e have n o t h i n g i n the house b u t 
backache p i l l s . 

All' erta! 
H e drones bars of Fe r r ando ' s aria di sortita. T h e 

grandest number Stephen, i n the whole opera . L i s t e n . 
H i s tunefu l whis t le sounds again , finely shaded, 

w i t h rushes of a i r , his fists b i g d r u m m i n g on his p a d d e d 
knees. 

Th i s w i n d is sweeter. 
Houses of decay, mine , his a n d a l l . Y o u t o l d the 

Clongowes gent ry y o u h a d an unc le a judge a n d a n 
uncle a general i n the a r m y . C o m e ou t of t h e m , 
Stephen. B e a u t y is not there. N o r i n the s tagnan t 
bay of Mar sh ' s l i b r a r y where y o u r ead the f a d i n g 
prophecies of J o a c h i m A b b a s . F o r whom? T h e 
hundredheaded rabble of the ca thedra l close. A 
hater of his k i n d r a n f rom t h e m to the w o o d of 
madness, his mane foaming i n the m o o n , h is eyeba l l s 
stars. H o u y h n h n m , horsenos t r i l led . T h e o v a l equ ine 
faces, Temple , B u c k M u l l i g a n , F o x y C a m p b e l l , 
L a n t e r n jaws. A b b a s father, fur ious dean, w h a t 
offence l a id fire to the i r b ra ins . P a f f ! Descende, 
calve, ut ne amplius decalveris. A g a r l a n d of g rey 
ha i r on his c o m m i n a t e d head see h i m now c l a m b e r i n g 
d o w n to the footpace, (descende), c l u t c h i n g a 
monstrance, bas i l i skeyed . G e t d o w n , b a l d p o l l ! A 
choi r gives back menace a n d echo, ass i s t ing abou t the 
a l tar ' s horns, the snor ted L a t i n of jackpr ies t s m o v i n g 
b u r l y i n the i r albs, tonsured a n d o i l e d a n d ge lded , 
fat w i t h the fat of the k idneys of wheat . 

A n d at the same ins tan t perhaps a pr ies t r o u n d the 
corner is e l eva t ing i t . D r i n g d r i n g ! A n d t w o streets 
off another l o c k i n g i t i n t o a p y x . D r i n g a d r i n g ! 
A n d i n a l a d y c h a p e l another t a k i n g house l a l l t o h i s 
o w n cheek. D r i n g d r i n g ! D o w n , u p , f o r w a r d b a c k . 
O c c a m though t of tha t , i n v i n c i b l e doc tor . A m i s t y 
E n g l i s h m o r n i n g the i m p t i c k l e d h is b r a i n . B r i n g i n g 
his host d o w n a n d knee l ing he hea rd t w i n e w i t h h i s 
second be l l the first b e l l i n the t ransept (he is l i f t i n g 
his) and , r i s ing , hea rd (now I a m l i f t i ng ) t h e i r t w o 
bells (he is kneel ing) t w a n g i n d i p h t h o n g . 

Cous in S tephen , y o u w i l l never be a sa in t . Is le 
of saints . Y o u were a w f u l l y h o l y , weren ' t y o u ? 
Y o u p r a y e d to the Blessed V i r g i n t h a t y o u m i g h t no t 
have a r e d nose. Y o u p r a y e d to the d e v i l i n 
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Serpent ine avenue t h a t the b u x o m w i d o w i n front 
m i g h t l i f t her clothes s t i l l more f rom the wet street. 
O si, certo! S e l l y o u r soul for tha t , do , d y e d rags 
p i n n e d r o u n d a squaw. M o r e t e l l me, more s t i l l ! 
O n the t o p of the H e w t h t r a m alone c r y i n g to the 
r a i n : naked women! naked women! W h a t abou t 
tha t , e h ! 

W h a t abou t w h a t ? w h a t else were t h e y i n v e n t e d 
f o r ? 

R e a d i n g t w o pages apiece of seven books every 
n igh t e h ? I was y o u n g . Y o u b o w e d to yourse l f 
i n the m i r r o r , s t epp ing f o r w a r d to applause earnest ly , 
s t r i k i n g face. H u r r a y for the G o d d a m n e d i d i o t ! 
H r a y ! No-one s a w : t e l l no-one. B o o k s y o u were 
going to wr i te w i t h let ters for t i t les . H a v e y o u read 
his F ? O yes, bu t I prefer Q . Y e s , b u t W is 
wonderfu l . O yes, W . R e m e m b e r y o u r epiphanies 
o n green o v a l leaves, deeply deep, copies to be sent i f 
y o u d i e d to a l l the great l ib rar ies of the w o r l d , 
i n c l u d i n g A l e x a n d r i a ? Someone was to read t h e m 
there after a few thousand years, a m a h a m a n v a n t a r a . 
P i c o de l la M i r a n d o l a l i k e . A y , v e r y l i ke a wha le . 
W h e n one reads these strange pages of one long gone 
one feels tha t one is a t one w i t h one who once . . . 

The g ra iny sand h a d gone f rom under his feet. 
H i s boots t r o d aga in a d a m p c r a c k l i n g mast , 
razorshells , squeak ing pebbles, t ha t on the u n ­
numbered pebbles beats, w o o d s ieved b y the ship-
w o r m , lost a rmada . Unwho le some sandflats wa i t ed 
to suck his t r ead ing soles, b rea th ing u p w a r d sewage 
brea th . H e coasted t hem, w a l k i n g w a r i l y . A porter-
bot t le s tood up , p i t t e d to i ts wais t , i n the cakey sand 
dough. A s e n t i n e l : isle of dreadful th i r s t . B r o k e n 
hoops on the s h o r e ; at the l a n d a maze of da rk 
cunn ing n e t s ; far ther a w a y cha lksc rawled back­
doors a n d on the higher beach a d r y i n g l i n e w i t h t w o 
crucif ied shir ts . R i n g s e n d : w igwams of b r o w n 
steersmen a n d master mar iners . H u m a n shells. 

H e ha l t ed . I have passed the w a y to aunt Sara ' s . 
A m I not go ing t h e r e ? Seems not . No-one about . 
H e t u r n e d northeast a n d crossed the firmer sand 
towards the Pigeonhouse . 

—Qui vous a mis dans cette fichue position? 
—C'est le pigeon, Joseph. 
P a t r i c e , h o m e on fur lough, l a p p e d w a r m m i l k w i t h 

me i n the ba r M a c M a h o n . Son of the w i l d goose, 
K e v i n E g a n of P a r i s . M y father 's a b i r d , he l a p p e d 
the sweet lait chaud w i t h p i n k y o u n g tongue, p l u m p 
b u n n y ' s face. L a p , lapin. H e hopes to w i n i n the 
gros lots . A b o u t the nature of w o m e n he read i n 
Miche l e t . B u t he mus t send me La Vie de Jésus b y 
M r Léo T a x i l . L e n t i t to his f r iend . 

—C'est tordant, vous savez. Moi, je suis socialiste. 
Je ne crois, pas à l'existence de Dieu. Faut pas le 
dire à mon pére. 

—Il croit? 
—Mon pére, oui. 
Schluss. H e laps . 
M y L a t i n quar te r ha t . G o d , we s i m p l y mus t dress 

the character . I w a n t puce gloves. Y o u were a 
s tudent , weren ' t y o u ? O f w h a t i n the o ther dev i l ' s 
n a m e ? P a y s a y e n n . P . C . N . , y o u k n o w : physiques, 
chimiques et naturelles. A h a . E a t i n g y o u r groats-
w o r t h of mou en civet, fleshpots of E g y p t , e lbowed b y 
be l ch ing cabmen . J u s t say i n the mos t n a t u r a l 
t o n e : when I was i n P a r i s I used to . Y e s , used to 
c a r r y p u n c h e d t i cke t s t o p rove an a l i b i i f t h e y arres ted 
y o u for m u r d e r somewhere. Ju s t i ce . O n the n igh t 
of the seventeenth of F e b r u a r y 1904 the pr i soner 
was seen b y t w o witnesses. O t h e r fe l low d i d i t : 
o ther me. H a t , t ie , overcoat , nose. Lui, c'est moi. 
Y o u seem to have en joyed yourself . 

P r o u d l y w a l k i n g . W h o m were y o u t r y i n g to w a l k 
l i k e ? F o r g e t : a dispossessed. W i t h mother ' s 
money order , e ight sh i l l ings , the ba r r i e r of the post 
office shut i n y o u r face b y the usher. H u n g e r t o o t h ­
ache. Encore deux minutes. L o o k c lock . M u s t get. 
Fermé. H i r e d d o g ! Shoo t h i m to b l o o d y b i t s w i t h 

a b a n g shot -gun, b i t s m a n spa t te red wa l l s a l l brass 
bu t tons . B i t s a l l k h r r r k l a k i n p lace c lack b a c k . 
N o t h u r t ? O , tha t ' s a l l r i gh t . Shake hands . See 
w h a t I mean t , see? O , tha t ' s a l l r i g h t . Shake a 
shake. O , t ha t ' s a l l o n l y a l l r i g h t . — 

Y o u were go ing to do wonders , w h a t ? M i s s i o n a r y 
to E u r o p e after fiery C o l u m b a n u s . P r e t e n d i n g to 
speak b r o k e n E n g l i s h as y o u dragged y o u r va l i se , 
por te r threepence, across the s l i m y p ie r at N e w h a v e n . 
Comment? R i c h b o o t y y o u b rough t b a c k ; five 
t a t t e r ed numbers of Pantalon Blanc et Culotte Rouge; 
a blue F r e n c h te legram, cu r io s i t y to s h o w : 

— M o t h e r d y i n g come home father. 

The aun t t h i n k s y o u k i l l e d y o u r mother . T h a t ' s 
w h y she w o n ' t . 

—Then here's a health to Mulligan's aunt 
And I'll tell you the reason why. 
She always kept things decent in 
The Hannigan famileye. 

H i s feet m a r c h e d in sudden p r o u d r h y t h m over 
the sand furrows, a long b y the boulders of the south 
w a l l . H e s tared a t t hem p r o u d l y , p i l e d stone m a m ­
m o t h sku l l s . G o l d l i g h t o n sea, on sand, on boulders . 
T h e sun is there, the slender trees, the l e m o n houses. 

P a r i s r a w l y w a k i n g , crude sun l igh t on her l e m o n 
streets. M o i s t p i t h of farls of bread, the froggreen 
w o r m w o o d , her m a t i n incense, cour t the a i r . P e l -
luomo rises f rom the bed of his wife's lover ' s wife, 
the kerchiefed housewife is ast i r , a saucer of acet ic 
a c i d i n her h a n d . I n R o d o t ' s Y v o n n e a n d Made le ine 
newmake there t u m b l e d beauties, sha t te r ing w i t h 
go ld tee th chaussons of pas t ry , the i r mou ths y e l l o w e d 
w i t h the pus of flan breton. Faces of P a r i s men go 
b y , the i r w e l l p leased pleasers, cu r l ed conquistadores. 

N o o n s lumbers . K e v i n E g a n rol ls gunpowder 
cigarettes t h r o u g h fingers smeared w i t h p r in te r ' s 
i n k , s i p p i n g his green fa i ry as P a t r i c e his w h i t e . 
A b o u t us gobblers fork spiced beans down the i r g u l ­
lets . Un demi setier! A jet of coffee s team f rom 
the burn i shed ca ld ron . She serves me at his beck. 
Y o u r pos tp rand ia l , do y o u k n o w t h a t w o r d ? Pos t ­
p r a n d i a l . There was a fe l low I k n e w once i n B a r c e ­
lona , queer fel low, used to c a l l i t h is pos tp rand ia l . 
W e l l : slâinte! A r o u n d the s labbed tables the tangle 
of w i n e d breaths a n d g r u m b l i n g gorges. H i s b rea th 
hangs over our saucestained plates, the green f a i ry ' s 
fang t h r u s t i n g between his l ips . O f I r e l and , the 
Dalcass ians , of hopes, conspiracies , of A r t h u r Gr i f f i th 
now. T o y o k e me as his yokefe l low, our cr imes o u r 
c o m m o n cause. H i s fus t ian sh i r t , sanguineflowered, 
t rembles i t s S p a n i s h tassels at h is secrets. M r D r u -
mont , famous journa l i s t , D r u m o n t , k n o w w h a t he 
ca l led queen V i c t o r i a ? O l d h a g w i t h the y e l l o w 
teeth . Vieille ogresse w i t h the dents jaunes. M a u d 
Gonne , la Patrie, M r Mülevoye, F e l i x F a u r e , k n o w 
h o w he d ied? L i c e n t i o u s men . T h e froeken w h o 
r u b b e d his nakedness i n the b a t h a t U p s a l a . Moi 
faire, she sa id . Tous les Messieurs. M o s t l i cen t ious 
cus tom. B a t h a mos t p r i v a t e t h i n g . I w o u l d n ' t 
le t m y brother , no t even m y o w n brother , mos t 
l a sc iv ious t h i n g . G r e e n eyes, I see y o u . F a n g , I 
feel. L a s c i v i o u s people . 

T h e b lue fuse burns dead ly between hands a n d burns 
clear. Loose tobaccoshreds ca t ch fire: a flame a n d 
a c r i d smoke l igh t s our corner . R a w facebones unde r 
his peep of d a y b o y ' s ha t . H o w the head centre got 
away , t rue ve r s ion . G o t u p as a y o u n g br ide , m a n , 
v e i l , orangeblossoms, d rove out the r o a d to M a l a h i d e . 
D i d , f a i t h . O f lost leaders, the be t rayed , w i l d 
escapes. Disguises , c l u t c h e d at, gone, no t here. 

S p u r n e d love r . I was a s t r a p p i n g y o u n g gossoon 
at t ha t t i m e , I t e l l y o u . I ' l l show y o u m y l ikeness 
one day . I was f a i t h . L o v e r , for her love he p r o w l e d 
wdth co lone l R i c h a r d B u r k e , t an i s t of his sept, unde r 
the wa l l s of C l e r k e n w e l l and , c rouch ing , saw a flame 
of vengeance h u r l t h e m u p w a r d i n the fog. S h a t t e r e d 
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glass a n d t o p p l i n g m a s o n r y . I n gay Paree he hides, 
E g a n of P a r i s , unsough t b y a n y save b y me. M a k i n g 
h i s d a y ' s s ta t ions , the d i n g y pr in t ingcase , his three 
t ave rns , the l a i r i n B u t t e M o n t m a r t r e he sleeps shor t 
n i g h t i n rue de la Goutte d'Or, damascened w i t h fly­
b l o w n faces of the gone. Love less , landless, wifeless. 
She is qu i te n icey comfy w i t h o u t her outcast m a n , 
m a d a m e , i n rue Git-le-Cœur, cana ry a n d two buck 
lodgers . P e a c h y cheeks, a zebra sk i r t , f r i sky as a 
y o u n g t h i n g ! S p u r n e d a n d undespa i r ing . Mon 
fils, so ld ie r of F r a n c e . I t augh t h i m to s ing The hoys 
of Kilkenny are stout roaring blades. K n o w tha t o l d 
l a y ? I t a u g h t P a t r i c e tha t . O l d K i l k e n n y : saint 
C a n i c c , S t r o n g b o w ' s castle on the N o r e . Goes l i k e 
t h i s . O , O . H e takes me, N a p p e r T a n d y , b y the 
h a n d . 

— O , O the boys of 
Kilkenny . . . 

W e a k w a s t i n g h a n d on mine . T h e y have forgot ten 
K e v i n E g a n , not he t h e m . R e m e m b e r i n g thee, O 
S i o n . 

H e h a d come nearer the edge of the sea a n d wet 
s a n d s l apped his boots . The new a i r greeted h i m , 
h a r p i n g i n w i l d nerves, w i n d of w i l d a i r of seeds of 
br ightness , H e r e , I a m not w a l k i n g out to the 
K i s h l i g h t s h i p , a m I? H e stood suddenly , his feet 
b e g i n n i n g to s ink s l o w l y i n the q u a k i n g so i l . T u r n 
back . 

T u r n i n g , he scanned the shore south , his feet 
s i n k i n g aga in slowdy i n new sockets. The co ld d o m e d 
r o o m of the tower wa i t s . T h r o u g h the barbacans 
the shafts of l i g h t are m o v i n g ever , s l owly ever as m y 
feet are s i n k i n g , c reeping d u s k w a r d over the d i a l 
floor. B l u e dusk, n igh t f a l l , deep blue night . I n 
the darkness of the dome they wa i t , t he i r pushedback 
chai rs , m y obe l i sk va l i se , a r o u n d a board of abandoned 
p la t te rs . W h o to clear i t ? H e has the key . I 
w i l l no t sleep there w h e n this n igh t comes. A shut 
door of a s i lent t ower e n t o m b i n g the i r b l i n d bodies, 
the pan the r sah ib a n d h is poin te r . C a l l : no answer. 
H e l i f t e d h i s feet u p f rom the suck a n d tu rned back 
b y the mole of boulders . T a k e a l l . M y sou l wa lks 
w i t h me, fo rm of forms. So i n the moon 's m i d -
watches I pace the p a t h above the rocks , i n sable 
s i lve red , h e a r i n g E l s ino re ' s t e m p t i n g flood. 

T h e flood is f o l l o w i n g me. I can w a t c h i t flow past 
f rom here. G e t back then b y the P o o l b e g road to 
the s t r a n d there. H e c l i m b e d over the sedge a n d 
eely oarweeds a n d sat o n a s tool of rock , res t ing his 
a shp l an t b y h i m . 

A b l o a t e d carcase of a dog l a y lo l l ed on bladder-
w r a c k . Befo re h i m the gunwale of a boat , sunk i n 
sand . Un coche ensablé L o u i s V e u i l l o t ca l l ed Gaut ie r ' s 
prose. These h e a v y sands are language t ide a n d w i n d 
h a v e s i l t ed here. A n d these, the stoneheaps of dead 
bu i lde r s , a wa r r en of weasel rats. H i d e go ld here. 
T r y i t . Y o u have some. Sands a n d stones. H e a v y 
of the past . S i r lou t ' s toys . M i n d y o u don ' t get 
one b a n g on the ear. I ' m the b loody we l l g igant 
ro l l s a l l t h e m b l o o d y w e l l boulders , bones for m y 
stepping-stones. Fee fawfum. I zmel lz de b loodz 
odz an I r i d z m a n . 

A p o i n t , l i v e dog, grew i n t o sight r u n n i n g across the 
sweep of sand . L o r d , is he go ing to a t t ack m e ? 
Respec t h is l i b e r t y . Y o u w i l l not be master of 
others o r t he i r s lave. I have m y s t ick . S i t t igh t . 
F r o m far ther away , w a l k i n g shoreward across f rom 
the crested t ide , figures, t w o . The t w o maries . 
T h e y have t u c k e d i t safe m o n g the bulrushes. Peek­
aboo. I see y o u . N o , the dog. H e is r u n n i n g back 
to t h e m . W h o ? 

G a l l e y s of the L o c h l a n n s r an here to beach, i n 
quest of p rey , the i r b loodbeaked p rows r i d i n g low 
o n a m o l t e n pewte r surf. D a n e v i k i n g s , torcs of 
t o m a h a w k s ag l i t t e r on the i r breasts w h e n M a l a c h i 
wore the co l l a r of go ld . A school of tu r leh ide whales 
s t r a n d e d i n ho t noon , spou t ing , h o b b l i n g i n the shal­

lows. T h e n f rom the s t a r v i n g cagework c i t y a ho rde 
of j e r k i n e d dwarfs , m y people, w i t h flayers' k n i v e s , 
r u n n i n g , sca l ing , h a c k i n g i n green b l u b b e r y w h a l e m e a t . 
F a m i n e , p lague a n d slaughters . T h e i r b l o o d is i n 
me, the i r lusts m y waves . I m o v e d a m o n g t h e m 
on the frozen L i f f ey , t ha t I , a change l ing , a m o n g the 
sp lu t t e r ing res in fires. I spoke to n o - o n e ; none to 
me. 

The dog's ba rk r a n t o w a r d h i m , s topped , r a n back . 
D o g of m y enemy. I jus t s i m p l y s tood pale , s i lent , 
b a y e d about . Terribilia meditans. A p r imrose doub­
let , for tune 's knave , s m i l e d o n m y fear. F o r t h a t are 
y o u p i n i n g , the ba rk of the i r a p p l a u s e ? P r e t e n d e r s : 
l i v e the i r l ives . T h e B r u c e ' s bro ther , T h o m a s F i t z ­
gerald , s i lken k n i g h t , P e r k i n W a r b e c k , Y o r k ' s false 
scion, i n breeches of s i lk of whi terose i v o r y , w o n d e r 
of a day , a n d L a m b e r t S i m n e l , a s cu l l i on c r o w n e d . 
A l l k ings ' sons. Parad i se of pretenders t hen a n d n o w . 
H e saved men from d r o w n i n g a n d y o u shake a t a 
cur 's ye lp ing . B u t the court iers w h o m o c k e d G u i d o 
i n O r san Michèle were i n the i r o w n house. H o u s e of 
. . . W e don ' t wan t a n y of y o u r m e d i e v a l abs t rus i -
osities. W o u l d y o u do w h a t he d id? A boa t w o u l d 
be near, a l i febuoy . Natürlich, p u t there for y o u . 
W o u l d y o u or w o u l d y o u n o t ? T h e m a n t h a t was 
d rowned nine days ago off M a i d e n ' s rock . T h e y are 
w a i t i n g for h i m now. T h e t r u t h , spi t i t o u t . I 
w o u l d wan t to . I w o u l d t r y . I a m no t a s t rong 
swimmer . W a t e r co ld soft. W h e n I p u t m y face 
in to i t i n the bas in at Clongowes . O u t q u i c k l y , 
q u i c k l y ! D o y o u see the t ide flowing q u i c k l y i n 
on a l l sides, sheeting the beds of sand q u i c k l y , shel l -
cocoacoloured? I f I had l a n d under m y feet. I 
wan t his life s t i l l to be his, mine to be mine . A d r o w n ­
i n g m a n . H i s h u m a n eyes scream to me ou t of 
hor ror of his death . I . . . W i t h h i m together 
d o w n . . . I cou ld not save her. W a t e r s : b i t t e r 
d e a t h : lost . 

A w o m a n a n d a m a n . I see her sk i r t ies . P i n n e d 
up, I bet. 

The i r dog a m b l e d about a b a n k of d w i n d l i n g sand, 
t ro t t i ng , sniffing o n a l l sides. L o o k i n g for some th ing 
lost i n a past l i fe . S u d d e n l y he made off l i k e a 
b o u n d i n g hare, ears flung back , chas ing the shadow of 
a l o w s k i m m i n g g u l l . T h e man ' s sh r ieked wh i s t l e 
s t ruck h is l i m p ears. H e tu rned , h o u n d e d back , 
came nearer, t ro t t ed o n t w i n k l i n g shanks. O n a field 
tenney a b u c k t r i ppan t , proper , u n a t t i r e d . A t the 
lacefringe of the t ide he h a l t e d w i t h stiff forehoofs, 
seawardpoin ted ears. H i s snout l i f t ed b a r k e d at the 
wave-noise. T h e y serpented towards h is feet, c u r l i n g , 
un fu r l i ng m a n y crests, every n i n t h , b r eak ing , p l a sh ing , 
f rom far, f rom far ther out , waves a n d waves . 

Cocklep ickers . T h e y w a d e d a l i t t l e w a y i n the 
water and , s tooping, soused the i r bags, and , l i f t i n g t h e m 
again, waded out . T h e dog y e l p e d r u n n i n g to t h e m , 
reared u p a n d p a w e d t hem, d r o p p i n g o n a l l fours, 
again reared u p a t t h e m w i t h m u t e bear i sh f a w n i n g . 
U n h e e d e d he kep t b y t h e m as they came towards the 
dr ier sand, a r ag of wolf ' s tongue r e d p a n t i n g f r o m h is 
jaws. H i s speckled b o d y a m b l e d ahead of t h e m 
a n d then set off at a calf 's ga l lop . T h e carcase l a y 
on his p a t h . H e stopped, sniffed, s t a l k e d r o u n d i t , 
brother , nos ing closer, went r o u n d i t , sniff l ing r a p i d l y , 
dogsniff, eyes on the g round , moves to one great 
goal . A h poor d o g s b o d y ! H e r e l ies dogsbody ' s 
body . 

— T a t t e r s ! O u t of t ha t y o u m o n g r e l ! 
The c ry brough t h i m s k u l k i n g back to h i s mas te r 

a n d a b l u n t bootless k i c k sent h i m u n s c a t h e d across 
a spi t of sand, crouched i n flight. H e s l u n k b a c k i n a 
curve . Doesn ' t see me. A l o n g b y the edge of the 
mole he dawdled , smelt a r o c k . S o m e t h i n g he b u r i e d 
there, his g randmother . H e roo ted i n the sand , 
d a b b l i n g a n d d e l v i n g a n d s topped to l i s t en t o the a i r ; 
scraped u p the sand aga in w i t h a f u r y of h i s c l aws , 
soon ceasing, a p a r d , a pan ther , got i n spouse-
breach, v u l t u r i n g the dead. 
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A f t e r he w o k e me u p las t n igh t same d ream or 
was i t ? W a i t . O p e n h a l l w a y . Street of har lo t s . 
E e m e m b e r . I a m a lmos t i ng i t . T h a t m a n l e d me , 
spoke. I was not af ra id . T h e m e l o n he h a d he 
h e l d agains t m y face. S m i l e d : c reamfru i t sme l l . 
T h a t was the ru le sa id . I n . C o m e . R e d carpet 
spread. Y o u w i l l see who . 

S h o u l d e r i n g the i r bags t hey passed. H i s b l u e d 
feet ou t of tu rned-up trousers s lapped the c l a m m y 
sand, a d u l l red muffler s t r ang l ing his u n s h a v e n 
neck. W i t h w o m a n steps she f o l l o w e d : the ruffian 
a n d his s t ro l l i ng mor t , spoils at her back . Loose sand 
a n d shel lgr i t c rus ted her bare feet. A b o u t her 
w i n d r a w face her h a i r t r a i l ed . B e h i n d her l o r d his 
helpmate , t r u d g i n g to R o m e v i l l e . W h e n n igh t hides 
her body ' s flaws c a l l i n g unde r her b r o w n shawl f rom 
an a r c h w a y where dogs have m i r e d . H e r f a n c y m a n 
is t r ea t ing two R o y a l D u b l i n s i n O ' L o u g h l i n ' s of 
B l a c k p i t t s . B u s s her, w a p i n rogues ' r u m l ingo , for, 
O, m y d i m b e r w a p p i n g de l l . A shefiend's whiteness 
under her r a n c i d rags. F u m b a l l y ' s lane tha t n igh t : 
the t a n y a r d smells . 

White thy fambles, red thy gan 
And thy quarrons dainty is 
Couch a hogshead with me then: 
In the darkmans clip and kiss. 

Morose de lec ta t ion A q u i n a s t u n b e l l y cal ls th is , 
frate porcospino. C a l l a w a y let h i m : t h y quarrons 
da in ty is . Language no w h i t worse t h a n his . M o n k -
words, marybeads jabber on the i r g i r d l e s : rogue-
words, t ough nuggets pa t te r i n the i r pockets . 

P a s s i n g now. 
A side-eye at m y H a m l e t hat . I f I were sudden ly 

n a k e d here as I s i t ? I a m not . Ac ros s the sands of 
a l l the w o r l d , fo l lowed b y the sun's flaming sword , 
to the west, to even ing lands . She trudges, schlepps, 
t ra ins , drags, t rascines her load . A t ide wester ing, 
m o o n d r a w n , i n her wake . T ides , m y r i a d i s l a n d e d , 
w i t h i n her, b lood not mine , oinopa ponton, a w ineda rk 
sea. B e h o l d the h a n d m a i d of the m o o n . I n sleep 
the wet s ign calls her hour , b ids her rise. B r i d e b e d , 
ch i ldbed , bed of death , ghostcandled . Omnis caro 
ad te veniet. H e comes, pale v a m p i r e , t h r o u g h s to rm 
his eyes, his ba t sails b l o o d y i n g the sea, m o u t h to her 
mou th ' s k iss . 

H e r e . P u t a p i n i n t ha t chap, w i l l y o u ? M y 
table t . M o u t h to her kiss . N o . M u s t be two of e m . 
Glue em w e l l . M o u t h to her mou th ' s kiss . 

H i s l ips l i p p e d a n d mou thed fleshless l ips of a i r : 
m o u t h to her m o o m b . O o m b , a l l w o m b i n g t o m b . 
H i s m o u t h m o u l d e d i s su ing brea th , u n s p e e c h e d : 
ooeeehah : roar of ca ta rac t ic planets , g lobed, b l az ing , 
r oa r ing w a y a w a y a w a y a w a y a w a y a w a y . Pape r . T h e 
banknotes , b las t t h e m . O l d Deasy ' s let ter . H e r e . 
T h a n k i n g y o u for the h o s p i t a l i t y tear the b l a n k e n d 
off. T u r n i n g his back to the sun he bent over far 
to a table of rock and sc r ibb led words . T h a t ' s 
twice I forgot to t ake slips f rom the l i b r a r y counter . 

H i s shadow l a y over the rocks as he bent, end ing . 
W h y not endless t i l l the farthest s t a r ? D a r k l y 
they are there b e h i n d th i s l i gh t , darkness sh in ing i n 
the brightness, de l t a of Cassiopeia , wor lds . M e sits 
there w i t h his augur ' s r o d of ash, i n b o r r o w e d sandals , 
b y d a y beside a l i v i d sea, unbehe ld , i n v io le t n igh t 
w a l k i n g beneath a re ign of u n c o u t h stars. I t h r o w 
this ended shadow f rom me, c a l l i t back . End le s s , 
w o u l d i t be mine , f o rm of m y f o r m ? W h o watches 
me here? W h o ever anywhere w i l l r ead these 
w r i t t e n words? Signs on a whi t e field. Somewhere 
to someone i n y o u r flutiest vo ice . T h e g o o d b ishop 
of C l o y n e took the v e i l of the temple out of h is shove l 
h a t : v e i l of space w i t h co loured emblems h a t c h e d 
on i ts field. H o l d h a r d . C o l o u r e d on a flat: yes, 
tha t ' s r i gh t . F l a t I see, then t h i n k dis tance, near, 
far, flat I see, east, back . A h , see n o w ! F a l l s 
b a c k sudden ly frozen i n stereoscope. C l i c k does the 
t r i c k . Y o u find m y words da rk . D a r k n e s s is i n our 

souls do y o u not t h i n k ? F l u t i e r . O u r souls, 
s h a m e w o u n d e d b y ou r sins, c l i n g to us ye t more, a 
w o m a n to her lover c l i ng ing , the more the more. 

She t rus ts me, her h a n d gentle, the long lashed eyes. 
N o w where the blue h e l l a m I b r i n g i n g her b e y o n d the 
ve i l ? I n t o the ine luc tab le m o d a l i t y of the ine luc tab le 
v i s u a l i t y . She, she, she. W h a t she? T h e v i r g i n 
a t Hodges F i g g i s ' w i n d o w o n M o n d a y l o o k i n g i n for 
one of the a lphabe t books y o u were go ing to wr i t e . 
K e e n glance y o u gave her. W r i s t t h rough the b r a i d e d 
jesse of her sunshade. She l ives i n Leeson pa rk , a 
l a d y of let ters . T a l k tha t to someone else, S t e v i e : a 
p i e k m e u p . B e t she wears those curse of G o d stays 
suspenders a n d y e l l o w s tockings , da rned w i t h l u m p y 
w o o l . T a l k about apple d u m p l i n g , piuttosto. W h e r e 
are y o u r wi t s? 

T o u c h me. Soft eyes. Soft soft soft h a n d . I 
a m lone ly here. O , t o u c h me soon, now. W h a t is 
tha t w o r d k n o w n to a l l men? I a m quiet here 
alone. S a d too. T o u c h , t o u c h me. 

H e l a y back at f u l l s t re tch over the sharp rocks , 
c r a m m i n g the sc r ibb led note a n d p e n c i l i n to a pocke t , 
his ha t t i l t e d down on his eyes. T h a t is K e v i n E g a n ' s 
m o v e m e n t I made, n o d d i n g for his nap. Hlo! 
Bonjour. U n d e r i t s leaf he wa tched t h r o u g h peacock-
t w i t t e r i n g lashes the sou th ing sun. I am caught i n 
this b u r n i n g scene. P a n ' s hour , the fauna l noon . 
A m o n g g u m h e a v y se ipentp lants , m i l k o o z i n g frui ts , 
where on the t a w n y waters leaves l ie wide . P a i n is 
far. 

And no more turn aside and brood. 
H i s gaze brooded on his b road toed boots , a buck ' s 

castoffs, nebeneinander. H e counted the creases of 
r u c k e d leather where in another 's foot h a d nested 
w a r m . The foot tha t beat the g r o u n d i n t r i p u d i u m , 
foot I d is love . B u t y o u were de l igh ted when E s t h e r 
O s v a l t ' s shoe went on y o u : g i r l I k n e w i n P a r i s . 
Tiens, quel petit pied! S t a u n c h f r iend, a b ro the r 
soul : W i l d e ' s love t ha t dare no t speak i t s name. 
H e n o w w i l l leave me. A n d the b l a m e ? A s I a m . 
A l l or not at a l l . 

I n l o n g lassos f rom the Cock l ake the water flowed 
f u l l , cove r ing greengoldenly lagoons of sand, r i s ing , 
flowing. M y ashplant w i l l float a w a y . I sha l l wa i t . 
N o , t hey w i l l pass on , pass ing chafing against the l o w 
rocks , s w i r l i n g , pass ing. B e t t e r get th is job over 
qu ick . L i s t e n : a fou rworded wavespeech : seesoo, 
hrss, rsseeiss coos. Vehemen t b rea th of waters 
a m i d seasnakes, r ea r ing horses, rocks . I n cups of 
rocks i t s l o p s : flop, s lop, s l a p : b o u n d e d i n barrels . 
A n d , spent, i t s speech ceases. I t flows p u r l i n g , w i d e l y 
flowing, floating foampool , flower u n f u r l i n g . 

U n d e r the u p s w e l l i n g t ide he saw the w r i t h i n g 
weeds l i f t l a n g u i d l y a n d sway re luc tan t arms, h i s i n g 
u p the i r pe t t icoats , i n wh i spe r ing wa te r s w a y i n g a n d 
u p t u r n i n g coy s i lver fronds. D a y b y d a y : n igh t b y 
n i g h t : l i f t ed , flooded a n d le t f a l l : L o r d , t hey are 
w e a r y : and , whispe red to , they s igh. S a i n t A m b r o s e 
hea rd i t , s igh of leaves a n d waves , w a i t i n g , a w a i t i n g 
the fulness of the i r t imes , diebus ac noctibus iniurias 
patiens ingemiscit. T o no e n d g a t h e r e d : v a i n l y 
then released, for thf lowing , w e n d i n g b a c k : loom of 
the m o o n . W e a r y too i n sight of lovers , l a sc iv ious 
men , a n a k e d w o m a n sh in ing i n her cour t , she draws a 
t o i l of waters . 

F i v e fa thoms ou t there. F u l l fa thoms five t h y 
father l ies . A t one he sa id . H i g h wate r a t D u b l i n 
bar . D r i v i n g before i t a loose dr i f t of rubb le , fan-
shoals of fishes, s i l l y shells. A corpse r i s i n g salt-
w h i t e f rom the unde r tow, b o b b i n g l a n d w a r d . There 
he i s . H o o k i t qu i ck . P u l l . W e have h i m . E a s y 
now. 

B a g of corpsegas sopp ing i n fou l b r ine . A q u i v e r 
of m i n n o w s , fat of a spongy t i t b i t , flash t h r o u g h the 
sl i ts of h is b u t t o n e d t rouserf ly . G o d becomes m a n 
becomes fish becomes ba rnac le goose becomes feather­
bed m o u n t a i n . D e a d brea ths I l i v i n g breathe, t r e ad 
dead dust , d e v o u r a u r inous offal f rom a l l dead . 
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H a u l e d s t a rk o v e r the gunwale he breathes u p w a r d 
the s tench of h is green grave , his leprous nosehole 
s n o r i n g to the sun . 

A seachange th i s . Seadeath , mi ldes t of a l l death 's 
k n o w n to m a n . Prix de Paris: beware of i m i t a t i o n s . 
J u s t y o u g ive i t a fa i r t r i a l . W e enjoyed ourselves 
i m m e n s e l y . 

C o m e . C l o u d i n g over . N o b lack c louds anywhere , 
a re there? T h u n d e r s t o r m . N o . M y cockle ha t a n d 
staff a n d h i s m y sanda l shoon. W h e r e ? T o even ing 
l ands . E v e n i n g w i l l f ind i tself . 

H e t ook the h i l t of his ashplant , l u n g i n g w i t h i t 
sof t ly , d a l l y i n g s t i l l . Y e s , even ing w i l l find i tself 
i n me, w i t h o u t me. A l l days make the i r end . B y 
the w a y n e x t w h e n is i t Tuesday w i l l be the longest 
d a y . O f a l l the g l a d new year , mother , the r u m 
t u m t i d d l e d y turn . L a w n T e n n y s o n , gent leman 
poet . Già. F o r the o l d hag w i t h the y e l l o w teeth. 
A n d M o n s i e u r D r u m o n t , gen t leman journa l i s t . Già. 
M y tee th are v e r y bad . W h y , I w o n d e r ? F e e l . 
T h a t one is go ing to . Shel ls . O u g h t I go to a 
den t i s t , I wonder , w i t h t ha t m o n e y ? T h a t one. 
T h i s . Tooth less K i n c h , the superman . W h y is 
t ha t , I wonder , or does i t mean someth ing perhaps? 

M y handkerch ie f . H e th rew i t . I remember . 
D i d I no t t ake i t up? 

B e h i n d . Pe rhaps there is someone. 
H e t u r n e d his face over a shoulder , rere regardant . 

M o v i n g t h r o u g h the a i r h igh spars of a threemaster , 
he r sails b r a i l e d u p on the crosstrees, h o m i n g , s i l en t ly 
m o v i n g , a s i lent s h i p . — 

(To be continued) 

THREE GEORGIAN NOVELISTS 
i n 

THE l i t e r a ry career of M r . G i l b e r t Cannan , the b a d 
boy of the Georg ian novelis ts , has so far been 
m u c h more e x c i t i n g t han that of ei ther M r . W a l ­

pole o r M r . Mackenz i e , t hough perhaps less successful 
c o m m e r c i a l l y . I t has i n m a n y ways been an adventurous 
career, f u l l of exper iment a n d v a r i e t y of endeavour— 
a t en ta t ive , g rop ing , dissatisfied k i n d of career. 
T h r o u g h o u t i t M r . Cannan ' s worst enemy has been 
his o w n cleverness. I n his life as an art is t this clever­
ness has been his greatest d a n g e r ; i t has cons tan t ly 
t r i p p e d h i m u p , in terposed i tself between h i m a n d 
h is i n s p i r a t i o n , a n d at t imes l u r e d h i m in to an a r i d 
d i s p l a y of m e n t a l gymnas t ics . . . . 

W h e r e Messrs . M a c k e n z i e a n d W a l p o l e have app l i ed 
themselves ass iduously to the business of p roduc ing 
fiction, M r . C a n n a n has h a d a shot at a lmost every­
t h i n g . H e has t a k e n u p the ar t of satire, wr i t t en a 
t reat ise o n i t , a n d p roduced a b r i l l i a n t book ca l l ed 
Windmills w h i c h w i l l be more hea rd of two years 
hence t h a n i t is to -day . T h e n , i n a moment of 
abe r ra t ion , he has pub l i shed a vo lume of unreadable 
l ove poems, now, h a p p i l y , a l l sunk beneath the wave . 
H e has w r i t t e n , w i t h m u c h gusto, an apprec ia t ion of 
S a m u e l B u t l e r . A g a i n , i n another e v i l moment— 
bewi tched , no doubt , b y one of those " a r t " coteries 
w h i c h ex is t i n L o n d o n i n such profusion—he has 
p r o d u c e d a n " a r t i s t i c " peasant p l a y cal led Miles 
Dixon. T h i s is a dead ly piece of work , wr i t t en i n 
t ha t E n g l i s h equ iva len t of K i l t a r t a n w h i c h M r . 
Masef ie ld first popu l a r i z ed i n Nan, a n d reeking w i t h 
the fumes of Café R o y a l consommations masquerading 
as fresh a i r . B u t , as i f to atone for i t . M r . Cannan 
has also g i v e n us Inquest on Pierrot a n d Everybody's 
Husband. T h e n , i n a v e r y different frame of m i n d , 
M r . C a n n a n has made an admi rab le t rans la t ion of 
R o m a i n R o l l a n d ' s Jean Christophe: a H e r c u l e a n 
l a b o u r of l ove for w h i c h he ought ce r ta in ly to be 
a w a r d e d a C i v i l L i s t pension. A n d now, to c rown 
e v e r y t h i n g , he is engaged i n s l app ing h i s l i b r a r y 
p u b l i c i n the face w i t h a vast , s loppy , D o n Juanesque 
" e p i c i n t en c a n t o s " ca l l ed Noel. 

I t w i l l be seen f rom a l l th i s t ha t M r . C a n n a n touches 
l ife at m a n y poin ts a n d has not a l l o w e d h i m s e l f t o 
r e m a i n i n a n y i n t e l l e c tua l ru t . H e has theories o n 
the w a y things ought to be done, a n d on the k i n d o f 
p l ays w h i c h ought to be w r i t t e n ; he is a p o l i t i c i a n , 
a propagandis t , has occas iona l ly been a t t r a c t e d b y 
" m o v e m e n t s " a n d v e r y often seduced b y ideas . 
A n d these things, when he has finally d i s t i l l e d f r o m 
them wha t he needs for his ar t , w i l l e v e n t u a l l y p u t 
h i m among those novel is ts whose interest is l i k e l y 
to last . H i s ideas are f requent ly " s u b v e r s i v e , " a n d 
few of t hem w o u l d be accepted b y " t h e dear D e a n , " 
who th inks so h igh ly of M r . M a c k e n z i e a n d M r . 
W a l p o l e . 

B u t i t is just M r . Cannan ' s suscep t ib i l i t y to ideas, 
his in te l lec tua l restlessness, his d issa t is fact ion (perhaps 
he is at t imes suspicious a n d dissat isf ied even w i t h 
his own cleverness), w h i c h combine to m a k e h i m one 
of the most in teres t ing a n d hopeful l i t e r a r y figures 
of to-day. A l l his exper iments ind ica te t ha t he is 
groping to find the heart of th ings , to d i scover w h a t 
is real i n h u m a n l ife, to ca tch a g l impse of the back 
of beyond . I t is just his t endency to b u r r o w benea th 
the surface w h i c h , for the t i m e be ing , i m p a i r s M r . 
Cannan 's p o p u l a r i t y as a novel is t . If, l i k e M r . 
Mackenz i e a n d i n a less degree M r . W a l p o l e , he were 
content to be mere ly clever, his sales m i g h t go u p 
i n p ropor t ion as his r epu ta t ion suffered. B u t , for­
tuna te ly for himself, he is less complacent abou t the 
ar t of wr i t i ng t h a n his r iva l s . H e is a lways o n the 
wa tch to t r y to pu t off cleverness, a n d where his 
insp i ra t ion comes freshly f rom the hear t , as i n Round 
the Corner and , i n a less degree, i n Old Mole a n d i n 
Mendel, he largely ( though not comple te ly) succeeds 
i n do ing so. These three books, a n d passages i n his 
other novels, come th rough on the i r s ince r i ty a n d are 
made fragrant b y flashes of h u m a n s y m p a t h y , i m a g i ­
na t ion , and fancy w h i c h tha t s ince r i ty has succeeded 
i n l ibera t ing . W h e r e such books as Three Pretty Men 
a n d the Stucco House f a i l is i n the i r general concep t ion . 
T h e y seem to have been p l a n n e d p u r e l y b y the outer 
b ra in . The grandiose project once formed, b y sheer 
force of character the au thor has proceeded to c a r r y 
i t out. The result is a vas t a n d d rea ry edifice, w i t h 
o n l y a v e r y few hab i t ab le rooms i n i t — a drab , u n l o v e l y 
" f o l l y . " 

M r . C a n n a n is a wr i t e r who has ye t to find h imsel f , 
has yet to discover w h a t i t is t h a t he can do best a n d 
—concent ra t ing o n tha t t h ing—to produce a w o r k of 
ar t w h i c h sha l l fulf i l a l l the promise w h i c h his v a r i o u s 
l i t e ra ry exper iments have g iven so a b u n d a n t l y . T h e 
discovery once made, i f he o n l y has the s t reng th of 
character to eschew ve r sa t i l i t y , he m a y find h imse l f 
l i n k e d no longer w i t h mere entertainers l i k e Messrs . 
W a l p o l e a n d M a c k e n z i e , b u t recognized w i t h M r , 
D . H . Lawrence as one of the great novel is t s of the 
E n g l a n d of to -morrow. F o r M r . C a n n a n is t h a t n o w 
rare b i r d , an E n g l i s h m a n conscious of his n a t i o n a l i t y . 
H i s voice is an E n g l i s h voice , a n d he has i t i n h i m 
to render a r t icu la te m u c h tha t is mos t t r u l y a n d m o s t 
deeply E n g l i s h i n current thought . 

D O U G L A S G O L D R I N G 

TOWARDS A PEACE THEATRE 
B y H U N T L Y C A R T E R 

I I I . A N E W D E F I N I T I O N O F D R A M A A N D 
I T S T E C H N I Q U E 

I S A I D i n m y last a r t i c l e t h a t D r a m a is the seed 
of the new s t ruc ture w h i c h I h a v e c a l l e d a 
Theat re of Peace . I t needs o n l y to de te rmine 

the content of th is seed to k n o w w h a t t he o u t c o m e , 
tha t is , the theatre , w i l l be. L o g i c a l l y , i t c an o n l y 
be the v i s ib le u n i t y of w h i c h the cause resides in the 
s e e d ; just as the oak-tree is the v i s i b l e u n i t y of the 
antecedent u n i t y w h i c h resides i n the aco rn . H e n c e , 


