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            FOREWORD

            “The chest into which I threw my wild thoughts.”

         

         Dream of Fair to Middling Women, Samuel Beckett’s first novel which has remained unpublished for sixty years, was written at the Trianon Hotel, on the Rue de Vaugirard in Paris, during the summer of 1932 when the author was twenty-six years old.

         At the time Samuel Beckett’s published writings consisted of a prize-winning poem Whoroscope published in 1930, two essays of criticism: “Dante … Bruno . Vico . . Joyce” published in 1929 in the collective work Our Exagmination Round His Factification for Incamination of Work in Progress, and his Proust, published in 1931. Some eight poems and several of his short prose texts had also been published in reviews among which were, a piece of satire “Che Sciagura” (1929), four short prose pieces, “Assumption”, “The Possessed”, “Text” and “Sedendo et Quiescendo”; the latter two were to be included in Dream along with some of the poems in prose form. In essence, therefore, this work of fiction reaches back to the author’s deeper roots in earlier days and forward to future writings in that it foretells much of what was to follow in poetry, prose and drama. Indeed, many aspects of Samuel Beckett’s philosophy are enunciated in Dream: “Doubt, Despair and Scrounging, shall I hitch my bath chair to the greatest of these?” Some semi-autobiographical elements are prevalent in the portrait of Belacqua, the main character of the book, yet they are not to be overrated. The timeless span, later to become so characteristic of Beckett’s work, gives to Dream a universal value for the reader to assess, fathom and enjoy.

         Dream was submitted by Samuel Beckett to a number of publishers without success. He knew that Ireland offered no hope given the anti-intellectualism of Irish Catholicism at the time and the lack of any rational objectivity in the unrelenting attitude of the Irish Censorship Board, which certainly would not have brooked such a novel as Dream of Fair to Middling Women. He later castigated the Board in a witty essay, “Censorship in the Saorstat” (1935), by which time he himself was a victim with the banning of More Pricks than Kicks. London publishers were to prove no more audacious when he went there in 1933, hoping to find one sympathetic to Dream.

         Rather than pursue the fruitless fight for publication, Samuel Beckett decided to assemble some of the stories from Dream with others, including “Dante and the Lobster” which had been published in the Paris review This Quarter in December 1932. This collection of stories was published in London in 1934 as More Pricks than Kicks. That he had not at this time resigned himself to the rejection of Dream and that he intended, moreover, to have Dream published, albeit at some future unspecified date, is announced in More Pricks than Kicks:

         
            The powers of evocation of this Italianate Irishman were simply immense, and if his Dream of Fair to Middling Women, held up in the limæ labor stage for the past ten or fifteen years, ever reaches the public, and Walter says it is bound to, we ought all be sure to get it and have a look at it anyway.

         

         In much later years, Samuel Beckett would express his strong doubts and misgivings about the creation of more youthful days, as indeed about much of his published work (“my other writings are no sooner dry than they revolt me”), including More Pricks than Kicks which he forbade to have reprinted for many years. Alert to these misgivings, while aware also that his deep feelings about Dream were not so clear-cut and hostile as he may have let appear, the decision to publish Dream has not been taken lightly. Indeed, if today Dream reaches the public as it was “bound to”, it is at Samuel Beckett’s own behest, expressed to me in talks on the subject between 1975 and 1989.

         When I began writing The Beckett Country: Samuel Beckett’s Ireland in 1975, I realised how deficient a book purporting to illustrate the origins of much of Samuel Beckett’s writing would be if Dream, a novel which ranks as one of his most Irish writings, was not referred to. He agreed to my quoting whatever I wished to take from Dream for The Beckett Country. My reading of the transcribed copy of the manuscript of Dream at the Beckett Archive in Reading University was, of necessity, perfunctory at the time, but it led to many discussions with Samuel Beckett about the work. In particular, I recall, he was interested in the reaction of a man more than thirty years his junior to Dream or, as he called it, “the chest into which I threw my wild thoughts”. His interest was all the more acute, I think, because he had forgotten much of the detail of Dream and it allowed us to wallow gently in the nostalgia of his Dublin. We discussed, during those meetings in Paris, his having “pilfered” the “chest” and whether or not anything worthwhile remained. Such discussions were a means of fond recollection, yet he could not tolerate memories of times past if the pain became too acute. When, for example, I showed him the photograph I had found of Bill Shannon, the postman of Dream — and later of Watt — who whistled “The roses are blooming in Picardy”, his face, first alight with joy, disassembled into anguish and he knew I appreciated the need for us to part so that he could be alone.

         In 1986, Samuel Beckett asked me to visit him in Paris to discuss Dream. He was considering, he told me, how best to help a friend to whom he wished to give a text for publication, and he asked me if it should be Dream. We did not reach, nor attempt to reach, a decision that evening, but merely bandied about the pros and cons. When I returned to see him shortly afterwards, he had made up his mind. He could not face the pain of going back to the “chest” where, whether they had been happy or fraught with sorrow, the wild thoughts of his youth-days were so vividly stored.

         Shortly afterwards, he told me Dream should be published, but he did not want this to happen until he was gone “for some little time”. He asked me to hold the “key” to the “chest” until I thought fit.

         
             

         

         The original typed manuscript of Dream had been in Samuel Beckett’s possession until 1961 when he gave it, with other texts, to Lawrence E. Harvey to assist him in writing his critical monograph Samuel Beckett: Poet & Critic which remains one of the finest biographical studies published on Beckett. Harvey gave the manuscript to Dartmouth College, New Hampshire, in 1971, stating in so doing that he regarded Dream as “valuable for the insights it provides into the temperament, intellect, talent, and interests of the young Beckett and constitutes the necessary point of departure in assessing his development as a writer”.

         Dream is indeed such and very much more besides. It is a major literary achievement and this consideration, together with Samuel Beckett’s wishes in regard to publication, led his literary executor and long-time friend, Jérôme Lindon, to grant permission for me to edit Dream for publication.

         Up to now Dream has been available only to scholars and researchers who could peruse the original manuscript in the Dartmouth archives, or, later on, a typed transcription of it in the Beckett Archive at Reading University. This has led inevitably to an unsatisfactory state of affairs whereby much of Dream has been quoted and published, with more or less appropriate comments, in substantial extracts which deny the reader an objective, unbiased and personal appreciation of the whole novel. Moreover, such extracts can but dangerously misrepresent the entire work.

         Samuel Beckett himself, as I have pointed out, “pilfered the chest” which served as a point of commencement for many later works — Happy Days and Krapp’s Last Tape spring to mind. It was also a depository for some earlier writings — the poems “Enueg I”, “Dortmunder”, “Alba” and “Casket of Pralinen for a Daughter of a Dissipated Mandarin” being examples. Substantial parts of Dream appear almost verbatim in More Pricks than Kicks, notable examples being “The Smeraldina’s Billet Doux”, “Ding-Dong” and “A Wet Night”. Here again such extracts can but give a restricted and pale idea of the whole novel. More Pricks than Kicks is a collection of vignettes of Dublin life; Dream of Fair to Middling Women has the wealth of the complete form and full structure of a novel about a young man, his loves and travels in Europe.

         Thus Dream provides us with some precious, almost archaeological, insights into the developing aesthetics of a remarkable mind, demonstrating the path that the later works were to follow. For example, we see the artist in turmoil with himself and with art:

         
            The mind suddenly entombed, then active in an anger and a rhapsody of energy, in scurrying and plunging towards exitus, such is the ultimate mode and factor of the creative integrity, its proton, incommunicable; but there, insistent, invisible rat, fidgeting behind the astral incoherence of the art surface.

         

         As Samuel Beckett struggles with the essence of the artistic experience, solutions become apparent:

         
            … we do declare and maintain stiffly (at least for the purposes of this paragraph) that the object that becomes invisible before your eyes is, so to speak, the brightest and best.

         

         The future form of writing, if not yet apparent in the exuberance of Dream, may be seen, nonetheless, clearly taking shape:

         
            I was speaking of something of which you have and can have no knowledge, the incoherent continuum as expressed by, say, Rimbaud and Beethoven. Their names occur to me. The terms of whose statements serve merely to delimit the reality of insane areas of silence.

         

         Indeed, the expression of his unique vision was only to be fully realised later, when he returned spiritually to the “chest” to find once again the way forward:

         
            The experience of my reader shall be between the phrases, in the silence, communicated by the intervals, not the terms, of the statement, between the flowers that cannot coexist, the antithetical (nothing so simple as antithetical) seasons of words, his experience shall be the menace, the miracle, the memory, of an unspeakable trajectory.

         

         Dream should not, however, be considered only with a backward glance from the vantage point Samuel Beckett’s completed œuvre provides us with today. Whatever its progeny may have been in the author’s later writings, it stands on its own, imposing itself on us with its exuberant wealth, a full-blown “rhapsody of energy”, indeed, as Belacqua says. Harvey, most appropriately, alludes to the “verbal exuberance”, the “undisciplined fantasy” and the “intellectual virtuosity” to be found in Dream. The young Beckett delights in words, he is exhilarated by the use of several languages, inebriated by the sheer joy of inventing new words and coining new phrases which abound “scurrying and plunging towards exitus”. Much of the very lively wealth of Dream lies in that turmoil of language, in that inventiveness which is far from being merely clever intellectual gymnastics, but much more essentially the expression and deep imprint of Samuel Beckett’s vital sense of humour. Dream is a book of humour — of “laffing and laffing” — which, like so much of his later work, already belies the serious misconception that his work is only of the dark and gloomy side.

         
             

         

         A few words need here be said about the editing of Dream. The first is to express the debt I owe my co-editor, Edith Fournier, a life-long friend of Samuel Beckett who has translated some of his works from English to French. Without her help I would have been unable to complete the task of editing which became a much more complex assignment than I had originally envisaged. Precisely on account of the verbal exuberance and inventiveness of Dream, we had not only to be obsessional in proof-reading — not as straightforward a task as might usually be the case — but, more importantly, we had to discuss nuances that might have been typographical errors made by Samuel Beckett or intentional word-playing and word-coining, precious “margaritas”, not to be lost in the proceedings. In Dream, Samuel Beckett crossed the barriers of language from English — and English as used by the Irish — to French, from German to Italian and Spanish, and he resorted quite often to Latin. He also experimented with words and deliberately flaunted grammatical convention at times outrageously so that in truth there were occasions when only he could have said what was intended. In such instances we had to rely as much on our knowledge and understanding of Samuel Beckett, the man, as of his writing. If we have failed him, the responsibility is ours.

         We were faced with a decision to delete short pieces of text only twice, when of two almost identical passages, one was obviously the weaker preliminary draft of a later improved version. This replication served no purpose and Samuel Beckett, we believe, would have done as we did had he been reading the proofs. First, the passage on pp. 68–70 (“Ne suis-je point pâle?” down to “helmet of salvation”) was retained in preference to a shortened, but essentially similar passage which had followed the paragraph ending with: “… she was the living spit of Madonna Lucrezia del Fede” on p. 15. Secondly, the Dartmouth manuscript contains two versions of the novel’s ending, the final part of the subsequent version being hand-written by Samuel Beckett. We have chosen the latter, which does not differ in meaning but is so much better in expression than the earlier version.

         We have also been careful not to distort through correction Samuel Beckett’s idiosyncrasies of punctuation and spacing. In his typescript, he emphasised intervals of time, interludes, and changes of mood by varying the conventional line-spacing and indents. The subtlety of this contrivance might easily be overlooked but we believe it important that it be retained, unusual though it may seem at times. Dream, after all, is an unusual book.

         In the same way we have been faithful to his use of italics, none where none intended. Wisely, because of the profusion of various languages, Samuel Beckett desisted from applying to foreign words the usual italics which he reserved solely for the purpose of emphasis.

         The manuscript we relied upon was the original one in Dartmouth College, which had been typed and corrected by Samuel Beckett, though the Reading copy, which was not transcribed by him and differs from the Dartmouth original in minor respects, was also consulted.

         
             

         

         Whatever the scholastic merits or demerits of Dream are judged to be, in introducing the book sixty years after it was written, we do so knowing that it will bring considerable wealth to many, perhaps especially to youth, for the book has not aged and it is a book of humour and sensitivity, of hope and music, much music. Dream can be read at two levels at least. Continuing the musical analogy, the reader can simply hum the tune and the air is a catching one, or he can, if he has the mind to do it, study the music and fail not to be enthralled. It is also a book of colour, pervaded by Samuel Beckett’s technique of invoking colour to heighten mood with a unique chromatic intensity.

         A special word of thanks to Jérôme Lindon who made this undertaking possible, to Paul Bennett who patiently withstood our numerous typesetting changes, to the Board of Black Cat Press, most especially Ted and Ursula O’Brien, and Tona, each of whom understood the importance of Dream. I am also indebted to Kevin and Kate Cahill, Caroline Murphy and Edward Beckett, John Calder, the Dartmouth College Library, New Hampshire, and the Beckett Archive, Reading University. In their different ways all participated in bringing this prodigal novel to awakefulness.

         
            Eoin O’Brien,

            Seapoint,

            June 1992

         

         I am pleased that for this definitive publication of Dream of Fair to Middling Women, Faber & Faber have used the edited version as originally published by the Black Cat Press in 1992. It is my hope, moreover, that this remarkable novel, which has had to contend with many vicissitudes on the path to publication, will be enjoyed and appreciated by a new readership.

         
            Eoin O’Brien,

            Sandycove,

            December 2019
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            A thousand sythes have I herd men telle, That ther is joye in heven, and peyne in helle; But —

            
        Geoffrey Chaucer
      

         

         
      
    

      

   


   
      
         

            ONE

         

         Behold Belacqua an overfed child pedalling, faster and faster, his mouth ajar and his nostrils dilated, down a frieze of hawthorn after Findlater’s van, faster and faster till he cruise alongside of the hoss, the black fat wet rump of the hoss. Whip him up, vanman, flickem, flapem, collop-wallop fat Sambo. Stiffly, like a perturbation of feathers, the tail arches for a gush of mard. Ah …!

         And what is more he is to be surprised some years later climbing the trees in the country and in the town sliding down the rope in the gymnasium.

      

   


   
      
         

            TWO

         

         Belacqua sat on the stanchion at the end of the Carlyle Pier in the mizzle in love from the girdle up with a slob of a girl called Smeraldina-Rima whom he had encountered one evening when as luck would have it he happened to be tired and her face more beautiful than stupid. His fatigue on that fatal occasion making him attentive to her face only, and that part of her shining as far as he could make out with an unearthly radiance, he had so far forgotten himself as to cast all over and moor in the calm curds of her bosom which he had rashly deduced from her features that left nothing but death to be desired as one that in default of Abraham’s would do very nicely to be going on with in this frail world that is all temptation and knighthood. Then ere he could see through his feeling for her she mentioned that she cared for nothing in heaven above or the earth beneath or the waters under the earth so much as the music of Bach and that she was taking herself off almost at once and for good and all to Vienna to study the pianoforte. The result of this was that the curds put forth suckers of sargasso, and enmeshed him.

         So now he sagged on the stanchion in the grateful mizzle after the supreme adieu, his hands in a jelly in his lap, his head drooped over his hands, pumping up the little blirt. He sat working himself up to the little gush of tears that would exonerate him. When he felt them coming he switched off his mind and let them settle. First the cautious gyring of her in his mind till it thudded and spun with the thought of her, then not a second too soon the violent voiding and blanking of his mind so that the gush was quelled, it was balked and driven back for a da capo. He found that the best way to turn over the piston in the first instance was to think of the beret that she had snatched off to wave when the ship began to draw clear. The sun had bleached it from green to a very poignant reseda and it had always, from the very first moment he clapped eyes on it, affected him as being a most shabby, hopeless and moving article. It might have been a tuft of grass growing the way she ripped it off her little head and began to wave it with an idiotic clockwork movement of her arm, up and down, not to flutter it like a handkerchief, but grasping it in the middle to raise it and lower it with a stiff arm as though she were doing an exercise with a dumb-bell. The least reference of his thought now to these valedictory jerks, the monstrous grief in the hand clutching the livid beret like a pestle and pounding up and down, so that every stroke of the stiff arm seemed to bray his heart and propel her out of his sight, was enough to churn his mind into the requisite strom of misery. He found this out after a few false starts. So, having fixed the technique, he sat on working himself up to the little teary ejaculation, choking it back in the very act of emission, waiting with his mind blank for it to subside, and then when everything was in order switching on the tragic beret; and the semaphore vale and starting all over again. He sat hunched on the stanchion in the evening mizzle, forcing and foiling the ebullition in this curious way, and his hands were two clammy cadaverous slabs of cod in his lap. Until to his annoyance the fetish of her waving the beret in the manner we (concensus, here and hereafter, of me) have been at such pains to describe, refused to work. He switched on as usual, after the throttling and expunction, and nothing happened. The cylinders of his mind abode serene. That was a nasty one for him if you like, a complete break down of the works like that. He cast round in a kind of panic for some image that would do to start things moving again: a Rasima look in her sunken eyes towards the end of the evening, the dim fanlight of the brow under the black hair growing low and thickly athwart the temples, the dell at the root of the nose that she used to allow him to palp and probe with his forefinger pad and nail. And all to no purpose. His mind abode serene and the well of tears dry.

         No sooner had he admitted to himself that there was nothing to be done, that he had dried himself quite with this chamber-work of sublimation, than he was seized with a pang of the darkest dye, and his Smeraldinalgia was swallowed up immediately in the much greater affliction of being a son of Adam and cursed with an insubordinate mind. His mind instructed his hands now to stop being clammy and flabby in his lap and to try a little fit of convulsions, and they obeyed instanter; but when it instructed itself to pump up a few tears in respect of the girl who had left him behind her, then it resisted. That was a very dark pang. Still on the stanchion in the mizzle that would not abate until everybody had gone home, wringing his hands faute de mieux, mindless of the Smeraldina-Rima, he pored over this new sorrow.

         Meanwhile a cobalt devil of a very much less light and airy high and mighty description was biding its time until the Adam grievance should have shot its bolt as all Belacqua’s grievances did, leaving him in a disarmed condition that was most disagreeable. For him the Great Dereliction was the silver lining and its impertinent interventions. For the mind to pore over a woe or in deference to a woe be blacked out was all right; and of course for the mind to be enwombed and entombed in the very special manner that we will have more than one occasion to consider was better still, a real pleasure. But this impudent interpolation of the world’s ghastly backside, dismantling his machinery of despond and hauling him high and dry out of his comfortable trough, was a solution of continuity that he objected to particularly.

         Not that he could complain that the texture of the current dejection had been seriously faulted in this respect. There had been no lull of any consequence between the break down of the love-ache and the onset of the pang. Indeed whatever little interspace there was had been filled by an ergo, the two terms had been chained together beautifully. And now in the very process of his distress at being a son of Adam and afflicted in consequence with a mind that would not obey its own behests was being concocted a gloom to crown his meditation in a style that had never graced the climax of any similar series in his previous experience of melancholy. A positively transcendental gloom was brewing that would incorporate the best and choicest elements in all that had gone before and made its way straight in what at first sight would have the appearance of a conclusive proposition. Needless to say it would be nothing of the kind. But considered in the penumbra of a clause on which to toss and turn and whinge himself to sleep it could scarcely have been improved on.

         He was still grinding away at No. 2, with the hands back in the lap in a pulp, when suddenly the impression that there was a rough gritty man standing before him and stating what sounded unpleasantly like an ultimatum caused him to look up. It was only too true. It was the wharfinger, seeking whom he might devour. Belacqua gave heed to what was being said to him, and elicited in the end from an exuberance of coprolalia that the man was requiring him to go.

         “Get off my pier” said the wharfinger rudely “and let me get home to my tea.” This seemed fair enough. It even seemed natural enough to Belacqua that the man should speak of the pier as his. In a sense it was his pier. He was responsible for it. That was what he was there for. That was what he was paid for. And it was very natural that he should want to get home to his tea after his day’s work.

         “To be sure” said Belacqua, rising from the stanchion, “how thoughtless of me. May I …” He felt in his trouser pocket for a sixpenny bit or failing that a shilling, and pulled out all that he had left — twopence. Belacqua stood hatless in the mizzle before his adversary, the foreskirt of his reefer flung back, and the discoloured lining of the pocket protruded like we cannot think what. It was a very embarrassing moment.

         “May you what?” said the wharfinger.

         Belacqua blushed. He did not know where to look. He took off his glasses in his confusion. But of course it was a case of locking the stable-door after the steed had flown. Dare he offer such a heated man twopence?

         “I can only apologise” he stammered “for having put you to this inconvenience. Believe me, I had no idea …”

         The wharfinger spat. No smoking was allowed on the pier but spitting was different.

         “Be off my pier” he said with finality “before that spit dries.”

         Belacqua thought what an extraordinary expression for a man in his station to use. The phrase was misapplied, he thought, surely something was wrong with the phrase somewhere. And in such weather it was like inviting him to postpone his going till the Greek Kalends. These conceits passed through his mind as he walked rapidly landward down the wharf with his oppressor hard on his heels. When the gate had slammed safely behind him he turned round and wished the wharfinger a courteous good-evening. To his surprise the man touched his cap and replied with quite a courteous little good-evening. Belacqua’s heart gave a great leap of pleasure.

         “Oh” he cried “good-evening to you and forgive me, my good man, won’t you, I meant no harm.”

         But to acknowledge an obvious gentleman’s courtly greeting was one thing and to pooh-pooh offhand a flagrant act of trespass was quite another. So the wharfinger hardened his heart and disappeared into his hut and Belacqua had no choice but to hobble away on his ruined feet without indulgence, absolution or remission.

         
            *

         

         God bless dear Daddy, he prayed vaguely that night for no particular reason before getting into bed, Mummy Johnny Bibby (quondam Nanny, now mother of thousands by a gardener) and all that I love and make me a good boy for Jesus Christ sake Armen.

         That was the catastasis their Mammy had taught them, first John, then Bel, at her knee, when they were tiny. That was their prayer. What came after that was the Lord’s. Their prayer was a nice little box and the Lord’s was a dull big box. You went down in a lift and your only stomach rose up into your craw. Oooaaah.

         He got up and got into bed and the blue devil that had been waiting for just such an opportunity got in beside him and represented to him there and then and in the most insidious terms that it was a nice state of affairs when the son of Adam could quash the lover of the Smeraldina-Rima or any other girl for that matter and if that was all being in love with a girl from the girdle up meant to him the sooner he came off it the better. Thus he was crowned in gloom and he had a wonderful night. He groped, as one that walks by moonshine in a wood, through the grateful night to the impertinent champaign of the morning. Sin is behovable but all shall be well and all shall be well and all manner of thing shall be well. lnquit Grock …

         
            *

         

         A low capital in the crypt of the Basilica Saint-Sernin in the most beautiful city of Toulouse is carved to represent a rat gnawing its way into a globe. The Dutch cheese of La Fontaine’s fable of the catawampus that withdrew from the cares of this world? We think not.

         The fact of the matter is we do not quite know where we are in this story. It is possible that some of our creatures will do their dope all right and give no trouble. And it is certain that others will not. Let us suppose that Nemo is one of those that will not. John, most of the parents, the Smeraldina-Rima, the Syra-Cusa, the Alba, the Mandarin, the Polar Bear, Lucien, Chas, are a few of those that will, that stand, that is, for something or can be made to stand for something. It is to be hoped that we can make them stand for something. Whereas it is almost certain that Nemo cannot be made, at least not by us, stand for anything. He simply is not that kind of person.

         Supposing we told now a little story about China in order to orchestrate what we mean. Yes? Lîng-Liûn then, let us say, went to the confines of the West, to Bamboo Valley, and having cut there a stem between two knots and blown into same was charmed to constate that it gave forth the sound of his own voice when he spoke, as he mostly did, without passion. From this the phœnix male had the kindness to sing six notes and the phœnix female six other notes and Lîng-Liûn the minister cut yet eleven stems to correspond with all that he had heard. Then he remitted the twelve liŭ-liū to his master, the six liŭ male phœnix and the six liū female phœnix: the Yellow Bell, let us say, the Great Liū, the Great Steepleiron, the Stifled Bell, the Ancient Purification, the Young Liū, the Beneficient Fecundity, the Bell of the Woods, the Equable Rule, the Southern Liū, the Imperfect, the Echo Bell.

         Now the point is that it is most devoutly to be hoped that some at least of our characters can be cast for parts in a liŭ-liū. For example, John might be the Yellow Bell and the Smeraldina-Rima the Young Liū and the Syra-Cusa the Stifled Bell and the Mandarin the Ancient Purification and Belacqua himself the Beneficient Fecundity or the Imperfect, and so on. Then it would only be a question of juggling like Confucius on cubes of jade and playing a tune. If all our characters were like that — liŭ-liū-minded — we could write a little book that would be purely melodic, think how nice that would be, linear, a lovely Pythagorean chain-chant solo of cause and effect, a one-figured teleophony that would be a pleasure to hear. (Which is more or less, if we may say so, what one gets from one’s favourite novelist.) But what can you do with a person like Nemo who will not for any consideration be condensed into a liŭ, who is not a note at all but the most regrettable simultaneity of notes. Were it possible to oralise say half-a-dozen Lîng-Liûn phœnix arising as one immortal purple bird from the ashes of a common pyre and crying simultaneously, as each one saw fit, a cry of satisfaction or of disappointment, a rough idea of the status of this Nemo might be obtained: a symphonic, not a melodic, unit. Our line bulges every time he appears. Now that is a thing that we do not like to happen, and the less so as we are rather keenly aware of the infrequency of one without two. Dare we count on the Alba? Dare we count on Chas. Indeed we tend, on second thoughts, to smell the symphonic rat in our principal boy. He might just manage, semel et simul, the Beneficient Fecundity and the Imperfect; or, better still, furnish a bisexual bulge with a Great Iron of the Woods. But ping! a mere liŭ! We take leave to doubt it.

         Anyhow the next thing was a tiff with a lady, oh a proper lady, who told Belacqua to his brazen face that he was treating her like dirt and behaving like a cad, taking everything and giving nothing; and he said behind her back that she was jealous of the Smeraldina-Rima. This lady, whom we propose to polish off now once and for all, had a great deal of the predatory masochism of the passionate Quaker. She felt that going through hell was all my eye unless some peeping Nightingale got a thrill out of it. She wouldn’t allow you to do anything for her, but it was a real pleasure, if you see what we mean, to refuse. Now of course he was too ecstatic a spectator altogether to come down to the mark from that point of view. Miranda was not in his class at all. He might conceivably have suffered mildly with those whose sufferings he saw reported in the continental press. But sonst, in the words of the song, gar nix.

         The real presence was a pest because it did not give the imagination a break. Without going as far as Stendhal, who said — or repeated after somebody — that the best music (what did he know about music anyway?) was the music that became inaudible after a few bars, we do declare and maintain stiffly (at least for the purposes of this paragraph) that the object that becomes invisible before your eyes is, so to speak, the brightest and best. This is not to suggest that the lady in question did that. We simply mean that at the time we are referring to she was not an object at all, no, not an object in any sense of the word. Is that what we mean? What do we mean? Anyway, what it boils down to in the end is this: that he did not want to be slavered and slabbered on by her, he thought it would be nice to be slavered and slabbered on elsewhere for a change. So he packed a bag and made to depart. His Father said “tant pis, good-luck”, lifted his shoulders and paid for his ticket. His Mother put her head into the taxi and before she broke down (the Mother, not the taxi) breathed “be happy”, as if to insinuate: “again and again I request you to be merry.” Long John Silver, the Polar Bear and a dear friend, on whom we are inclined to count to put a stop to this chronicle, waved a Mallarmean farewell from the Carlyle Pier. At Ostend he secured a corner seat in a through horsebox to Wien and defended it for 29 hours against all comers. The last 599 kilometres on beer (terrible stuff!), and in a horsebox, not a corridor coach, which explains why he stepped hastily out of the train at the Westbahnhof and looked feverishly up and down the platform.

         The effect or concert of effects, unimportant as it seems to us and dull as ditchwater as we happen to know, that elicited the Smeraldina-Rima, shall not, for those and other reasons that need not be gone into, be stated. Milieu, race, family, structure, temperament, past and present and consequent and antecedent back to the first combination and the papas and mammas and paramours and cicisbei and the morals of Nanny and the nursery wallpapers and the third and fourth generation snuffles … That tires us. As though the gentle reader could be nothing but an insurance broker or a professional punter. The background pushed up as a guarantee … that tires us. The only perspective worth stating is the site of the unknotting that could be, landscape of a dream of integration, prospective, that of Franciabigio’s young Florentine in the Louvre, into which it is pleasant to believe he may, gladly or sadly, no matter, recede, from which he has not necessarily emerged. We never set any store by the creased pants of the confidence trickster. The Smeraldina-Rima is not demonstrable. She has to be taken or left. Belacqua did a little of both. She obliged him to.

         She had an idea she was studying music and eurhythmics in the very vanguardful Schule Dunkelbrau, ten miles out of town, on the fringe of the wild old grand old park of Mödelberg. This park was more beautiful and tangled far than the Bois de Boulogne or any other multis latebra opportuna that it is possible to imagine, quieter and fresher, except on Sundays when the swells used to drive out from town to take the air and perhaps even catch a glimpse of the Evites. The Dunkelbrau gals were very Evite and nudist and shocked even the Mödelbergers when they went in their Harlequin pantalettes, or just culotte and sweater and uncontrollable cloak, to the local Kino. All very callisthenic and cerebro-hygienic and promotive of great strength and beauty. In the summer they lay on the roof and bronzed their bottoms and impudenda. And all day it was dancing and singing and music and douches and frictions and bending and stretching and classes — Harmonie, Anatomie, Psychologie, Improvisation, with a powerful ictus on the last syllable in each case. Friendly intercourse between teacher and student was encouraged and Apfelmus was the staple of diet and sometimes a group would dart up to town for a concert or an Abknutschen. In the middle, the thick and the heat and the stress, of all this, the Smeraldina-Rima was everybody’s darling, she was so young and had such a lovely face and amused the gals with foul stories and improvised so well. Behold Herr Arschlochweh, Swiss and melancholy and high-brow and the Improvisationslehrer. The Smeraldina-Rima stimulated this gentleman to certain velleities of desire, or so at least she allowed it to be understood, and sure enough that was Belacqua’s own impression when he saw them together, which, let it be said forthwith, was not often. The Smeraldina never looked like being able to play the piano, but she had a curious talent for improvisation, which came up in her conversation. When she was in form, launched, she could be extremely amusing, with a strange feverish eloquence, the words flooding and streaming out like a conjuror’s coloured paper. She could keep a whole group, even her family, convulsed with the ropes and ropes of logorrhœa streaming out in a gush. Her own Mammy used to foam at the mouth and the Mandarin was forgotten.

         “Oh” coughed Mammy on these occasions “she ought to be on the halls” and the Smeraldina would broach another bobbin.

         She liked Arschlochweh and adored Improvisation; but the Anatomiestunde and the bending and stretching she did not like. “Pfui!” she was disgusted, lifting her shoulders and spreading her hands like the Mandarin, “pfui! the old body!”; and that raised the hopes of Belacqua until she made it clear, which she did in many ways, that she did not mean at all what he had hoped rather she might.

         Because her body was all wrong, the peacock’s claws. Yes, even at that early stage, definitely all wrong. Poppata, big breech, Botticelli thighs, knock-knees, ankles all fat nodules, wobbly, mammose, slobbery-blubbery, bubbub-bubbub, a real button-bursting Weib, ripe. Then, perched aloft on top of this porpoise prism, the loveliest little pale firm cameo of a birdface he ever clapped his blazing blue eyes on. By God but he often thought she was the living spit of Madonna Lucrezia del Fede.

         On the fringe of the village, empty, invested with dilapidation, squatted the big blue Hof, four-square about a court-yard of weeds. There he lived, in a high dark room smelling of damp coverlets, with a glass door opening on to the park. To get to his room he could enter the Hof from the last village street and walk across the court-yard, or better still make the circuit of the corridors, or again he could come at it deliberately from the other side, from the park. As far as he knew, as he could hear, he had the whole of this side, the park aspect, to himself. At night, to be sure, the rats, galavanting and cataracting behind the sweating wall-paper, just behind the wall-paper, slashing the close invisible plane with ghastlily muted slithers and somersaults. Coming back after kissing the Madonna good-night under the arch of the school buildings, ten minutes’ walk through the park away, and arranging at what time they could see one another (see one another!) next morning, he thought of the rank dark room, quiet, quieted, when he would enter, then the first stir behind the paper, the first discreet slithers.

         He is in a great open place. On his right hand, his blind side, a tall palissade of trees; on his left, the low village dwellings and the splayed embouchure of the last village street; behind, the Dunkelbrau sanctuary into which she has passed; ahead, the clump of bushes where he makes water and the narrow breach in the hedge. Past the breach he shall see, apex of the avenue in the long crouch of the Blockhof, the distant lit room. But his impression is that he had extinguished before ushering her out into the sharp October night! That is definitely his impression. Every night when he squeezes through the breach and is absorbed by the avenue, that is his impression. But now, before that happens, before he regains his boxful of obsidional insanity, he stands well out in the dark arena, his head cocked up uncomfortably at the starfield, like Mr Ruskin in the Sistine, looking for Vega.

         The night firmament is abstract density of music, symphony without end, illumination without end, yet emptier, more sparsely lit, than the most succinct constellations of genius. Now seen merely, a depthless lining of hemisphere, its crazy stippling of stars, it is the passional movements of the mind charted in light and darkness. The tense passional intelligence, when arithmetic abates, tunnels, skymole, surely and blindly (if we only thought so!) through the interstellar coalsacks of its firmament in genesis, it twists through the stars of its creation in a network of loci that shall never be co-ordinate. The inviolable criterion of poetry and music, the non-principle of their punctuation, is figured in the demented perforation of the night colander. The ecstatic mind, the mind achieving creation, take ours for example, rises to the shaft-heads of its statement, its recondite relations of emergal, from a labour and a weariness of deep castings that brook no schema. The mind suddenly entombed, then active in an anger and a rhapsody of energy, in a scurrying and plunging towards exitus, such is the ultimate mode and factor of the creative integrity, its proton, incommunicable; but there, insistent, invisible rat, fidgeting behind the astral incoherence of the art surface. That was the circular movement of the mind flowering up and up through darkness to an apex, dear to Dionysius the Areopagite, beside which all other modes, all the polite obliquities, are the clockwork of rond-de-cuirdom.

         Nothing whatever of the kind of course occupied his fetid head nor was there room in his gravid heart for such strange feeling as he shuffles uneasily in the deeps of the desert place, peeping up like a fool at his dear little sweet little Fünkelein, green, bright and in the Lyre, on his pout-lip the grip of the two of hers where she had fastened on and clipped it in the peculiar way she had, in the old heart something getting ready to give a great leap when he would be through with the privacies of his toilet and heave into view of the rat-trap, and the tilted brain flooded no doubt with radiance come streaming down from the all-transcending hiddenness of the all-transcending superessentially superexisting super-Deity. Sonst, in the words of the song, gar nix.

         Thus it was, evening after evening, without variety, and how, subsequently, he breasted the tides of the night and came through is more than we can tell you. But in the morning, not too bright or early, she would skip in in a most rudimentary woollen gymnasium sheath, the plump bright bare fleshstilts warmed up ad rudorem, and make tea to be drunk with a lemon. For weeks, until what we are about to relate to you came to pass, that was the best hour of the day: the night over, lying half asleep in the expectation of the desired footfall, opening the door on the clear keen park as soon as it declared itself, skimming through the variations of her oyster kiss against the boiling of the water, drinking buckets of weak tea mitigated with lemon-juice, smoking Macedonia. From that high hour the day slid down to the pit of the evening, night again, the crawl back from the school, the anguish before the beacon, the rats, the musty trap and the tides.

         Until she raped him.

         Then everything went kaputt.

         The implacable, the insatiate, warmed up this time by her morning jerks to a sexy sudorem, she violated him after tea. When it was his express intention, made clear in a hundred and one subtle and delicate ways, to keep the whole thing pewer and above-bawd. So utterly did she queer his pitch that he was moved to quote “le soleil est mort” in petto, and his time of the lilies shifted over to the night hours, sitting vigilant among the rats, alla fioca lucerna leggendo Meredith. The tiffs started. He followed her into the tiny Lebensmittel store where their habit it was to buy eggs and tomatoes later to be flogged up together in a kind of steaming Marie Laurencin polenta. She whirled round on him:

         “Make the door to” she cried, with an exaggerated shiver.

         “Make it to yourself” he said rudely.

         That kind of thing. Another time she kept him waiting and the supper he had made was spoiling, it was cooling rapidly. He heard her plunging down the avenue. Well you may run, he thought. She was all apologies.

         “Oh” she gasped “I met Arschlochweh and I had to get him to finger me a bit in my Brahms.”

         Brahms! That old piddler! Pizzicatoing himself off in the best of all possible worlds. Brahms! She started to coax and wheedle. Such a cat she could be.

         “Don’t be cross with me Bel don’t be so böse” stretching out the vowel in a moan.

         Brahms!

         “You don’t love me” he said bitterly “or you wouldn’t keep me waiting for such Quatsch.”

         Still, bitched and all as the whole thing was from that sacrificial morning on, they kept it going in a kind of way, he doing his poor best to oblige her and she hers to be obliged, in a gehenna of sweats and fiascos and tears and an absence of all douceness. We confess we are so attached to our principal boy that we cannot but hope that she has since had cause to regret that first assault on his privities. Though it would scarcely occur to her, we believe, to relate the slow tawdry boggling of the entire unhappy affair, two nouns and four adjectives, to that lesion of Platonic tissue all of a frosty October morning. Yet it was always on that issue that they tended to break and did break. Looking babies in his eyes, the ---, that was her game, making his amorosi sospiri sound ridiculous. So that one day he forgot his manners and exhorted her:

         “For the love of God will you not take a loiny cavalier servente and make me hornmad ante rem and get some ease of the old pruritus and leave me in peace to my own penny death and my own penny rapture.”

         No no no no, she would not let a man near her unless she loved him dearly, furchtbar lieb. And she was right and he was wrong and that was that — and would you be so kind as to take up position, my sad beautiful beloved? So. A man knows but a woman knows better.

         Next he is called on to sustain the letter, really a rather unpleasant letter, with more spleen in it than appears on a first reading:

         
            “Cher, (it ran)

            Ce qu’on dit du style, et je veux dire, à coup sûr, ce que ce cochon de Marcel en dit, me plaît, je crois, si j’ose accepter, en ce moment, les hauts-de-petit-coeur-de-neige. Je te fais l’honneur, n’est-il pas vrai, de te parler, quoi, sans réserve. Donc: me trouvant couché, hier, auprès de l’inénarrable Liebert, j’ai proposé à sa puissante lucidité une phrase — pourquoi te le cacherais-je — de ta lettre qui n’a pas été, je te l’avoue, sans me faire de la peine: P. se paye de mots. Il ne sait jamais résister à l’extase du décollage. Il réalise (et avec une morgue!) des loopings verbaux. Si loin, oh dégoût!, du réel dermique qui le fait tant trembler et transpirer. Liebert, négligemment étendu à côté de moi, beau sans blague comme un rêve d’eau, lâche: “tunnel!” “Hein?” “Il est si beau, ton ami, si franchement casse-poitrinaire, que je suis prêt à l’aimer. Est-il maigre et potelé là et là où il faut? Vulgaire? Lippu? Ah! vulgaire lippue chaude chair! Gratte-moi” vociféra-t-il, en nage pour toi, “ardente cantharide, gratte, je te l’ordonne!” Je gratte, je caresse, je me dis: ce jugement est par trop indigne de cet esprit, vu que P. ne s’arrache à nul moment de l’axe glaireux de son réel. Il y reste enfoncé, il tord les bras, il se démène, il souffre d’être si platement compromis, il n’exécute nul looping, il s’est engagé trop profondément dans le marais, il atteint du bout de son orteil au noeud de son univers.

            L. se lève d’un bond, se dêshabille, fait son poème, fuit de tous les côtés. Devant moi, croisée tennysonienne, ta belle face carrée bouge, bat comme un coeur. L’intérêt de l’état de l’orient s’affirme. Il n’y a que lui, me dis-je, qui sache avoir honte, laisser percer une honte frivole, rougir. Les tiraillements du bas ciel cassent les carreaux. Du matin le tiroir s’entrouvre, crache le bébé, Polichinelle, sanguinolent à en mourir. En attendant que monte le thé simple que par conséquent je viens de commander, au fond des yeux clos le poème se fait:

            
                

            

            C’n’est au Pélican

            pas si pitoyable

            ni à l’Egyptienne

            pas si pure

            mais à ma Lucie

            opticienne oui et peaussière aussi

            qui n’m’a pas guéri

            mais qui aurait pu

            et à Jude

            dont j’ai adororé la dépouille

            qu’j’adresse la cause désespérée

            qui a l’air d’être la mienne

            
                

            

            Je me penche, dominando l’orgasmo comme un pilote, par la fenêtre pour halener seulement un peu le placenta de l’aurorore. Il est inodore.

            Oh et tu sais tu serais infiniment aimable de me faire savoir, dès que cela se pourra, à quel moment précis et du bord de quel rapide exact tu te proposes à te jeter sur Paris fumant. Je tiens à être le premier à t’étreindre à ton arrivée.

            Quel intérêt aurais-je à te cacher que je suis, en ce moment, et ceci durera, MOROSE? que physiquement je dégringole à tombeau ouvert et qu’intellectuellement c’est plutôt et le plus souvent le calme plat ponctué, il est vrai, de vertigineuses éjaculations d’écume et de clarté. Il fait un temps notable — cette lumière pulpeuse à l’aube que tu aimes tellement à invoquer.

            Ton petit flirt — hé! hé! touche donc à sa fin?

            “Ma surérogatoire et frêle furibonde!”

            Ne t’amertume pas. C’est toi qui l’as dit.

            Donc, tu viendras, piqué des accidences de cette fraîche Jungfrau … Je tendrai les doigts, comme pour frôler une surface peinte, et en t’effleurant comme ce papillon de mai que chante qui tu sais je saurai, n’en doute pas, tout ce qui a dû échapper à ses plus suaves et juteuses embrassades. Toutefois, si cela t’est préférable, j’amortirai le geste, je le calmerai, oui, je ferai cela. Tu sais, et ceci va te suffoquer, quand tu sentiras à quel Everest je suis à ta disposition …! C’est plus fort, gros couillon, que

            ton                                

            Lucien”                    

         

         That seemed to Belacqua a dark and rather disagreeable letter from one man to get from another and moreover unworthy of Lucien who was a young æsthetician for whom there was much to be said. He has no call, thought Belacqua, to throw his demented Liebert at me, and he need not crook his fingers at Smerry, whether fresh or frail or Jungfrau or none of the three. He saw in a vision the hands lifted, plucking and poking at the air in a futility of slow heavy stabs, then lowered on to a support, placed tentatively on his knees or a table and held there, stiff and self-conscious. Belacqua declined to be impounded like that, he declined to be strained against anything or anybody. And thinking of the little bare hands and the threat of the gesture stilled he was nearly taken with a vomiting. Ah solitude, when a man at last and with love can occupy himself in his nose! He looked at his face in the glass and felt no desire to wipe it off. It is not beautiful, he thought, but it is not square. Bitterly he filed the letter in the jakes, promising himself to read it again in the morning if all went well, when perhaps he would find himself in a more tolerant frame of mind and apt to discover some gracious sentiment in what now, to him vigilant, for she was coming, there was her step, was merely an insipid salmagundi of vulgarities.

         She looked very droopy and after the usual sat down in a heap on the edge of the bed. He enquired what the matter was, that she looked so jaded and depressed.

         “You look as though you had lost something of great value and found something of no value at all, or next to none.”

         “Oh, this and that” she said weakly “this and that. Such a life” and she sighed.

         In the silence that ensued he took stock of his Smerry. She was pale, pale as Plutus, and bowed towards the earth. She sat there, huddled on the bed, the legs broken at the knees, the bigness of thighs and belly assuaged by the droop of the trunk, her lap full of hands. Posta sola soletta, like the leonine spirit of the troubadour of great renown, tutta a se romita. So she had been, sad and still, without limbs or paps in a great stillness of body, that summer evening in the green isle when first she heaved his soul from its hinges; as quiet as a tree, column of quiet. Pinus puella quondam fuit. Alas fuit! So he would always have her be, rapt, like the spirit of a troubadour, casting no shade, herself shade. Instead of which of course it was only a question of seconds before she would surge up at him, blithe and buxom and young and lusty, a lascivious petulant virgin, a generous mare neighing after a great horse, caterwauling after a great stallion, and amorously lay open the double-jug dugs. She could not hold it. Nobody can hold it. Nobody can live here and hold it. Only the spirit of the troubadour, rapt in a niche of rock, huddled and withdrawn forever if no prayers go up for him, raccolta a se, like a lion. And without anger. It is a poor anger that rises when the stillness is broken, our anger, the poor anger of the world that life cannot be still, the live things cannot be active quietly, that the neighbour is not a moon, slow wax and wane of phases, changeless in a tranquility of changes. But without measure, all anyhow. I, he thought, and she and the neighbour are cities bereft of light, where the citizen carries his torch. I shall separate myself and the neighbour from the moon, and the lurid place that he is from the lurid place that I am; then I need not go to the trouble of hating the neighbour. I shall extinguish also, by banning the torchlight procession in the city that is I, the fatiguing lust for self-emotion. Then we shall all be on the poor sow’s back.

         After a little conversation obiter she certainly did seem to look up, and again he appealed to her to confide in him and tell him what the matter could be, what it could be that had distressed her into such a dead calm. That was the expression he used: dead calm.

         “You’re going away” she vouchsafed to begin with “and then I won’t see you for months and months. What’ll I do?”

         “Oh” he replied lightly “the time will be no time slipping over. I’ll write every day, and think how wunnerful it’ll be meeting again.”

         “Men don’t feel these things” she complained “the way women do.”

         “No indeed” he said “I suppose not indeed. Do you remember — of course she does! — the conversation, or rather, perhaps I should say, monologue …”

         “Monologue?” She was hostile all of a sudden. “What’s that? Something to eat?”

         “Oh” he said “words that don’t do any work and don’t much want to. A salivation of words after the banquet.”

         “You use such long ones Bel.” It was always the same passage, from the flashing eye and heaving bosom to the simpering pinafore. He thought it was a good thing and a thing to be thankful for that he had something long to use.

         “Well” he said “I remember saying, or rather repeating after some one, and you seeming to hear and understand and agree, that it was not when he … er … held her in his arms, nor yet when he remained remote and shared, so to speak, her air and sensed her essence, but only when he sat down to himself in an approximate silence and had a vision on the strength of her or let fly a poem at her, anyhow felt some reality that somehow was she fidgeting in the catacombs of his spirit, that he had her truly and totally, according to his God. So that in a sense I suppose you might say, if you still acquiesce in that view of the matter, that I leave you now in a day or two in order that I may have you, in three days or four or even next month, according to my God.”

         “Besten Dank” she said.

         “But Smerry” he appealed to her sense of equity “don’t you see what I mean? Didn’t you agree with me when I said all that before?”

         “I don’t know” she said roughly “what you are talking about, I never agreed with anything, you never said such horrid things to me.”

         “Oh well” he hastened to mend matters “I apologise, I beg your pardon. Don’t let’s talk about it any more.”

         “But I will talk about it. What do you mean, that you go away so as to have me. Don’t you have me here? Such a thing to say!” she exploded “bist Du verrückt geworden?”

         “It’s the little poet speaking” he explained “don’t mind him.”

         “But I will mind him” she moaned, on the verge, yes the marble verge, of tears. “Nobody ever said such things to me!” Then the belly-flopper: “Bel, you don’t love me any more!”

         Is it not the mercy of God that even a mediocre athlete seems able to console them?

         
            *

         

         Wien, biding her time, and the terrible Wienerwald, the fields receding like a brow in sleep to the dark fringe of trees, crowded in upon him now and dehumanised the last days. He was no longer detached, nor ever almost at one with the girl, but an item in the Hof s invisible garrison, going seige-crazy. There was the jungle of stone and the other jungle, crowding in to invest them, soaking up the frivolous wild life of the park. He fidgeted by night in the dark room and the rats were with him, now he was one of them. He was anxious with their anxiety, shuffling and darting about in the room. Outside the battalions were massing, a heavy disorder of thicket and stone. He would not go out, though the girl still came, unscathed, from without. He stood in the courtyard, doomed. The fragile dykes were caving in on him, he would be drowned, stones and thickets would flood over him and over the land, a nightmare strom of timber and leaves and tendrils and bergs of stone. He stood amidst the weeds and the shell of the Hof, braced against the dense masses, strained out away from him. Over the rim of the funnel, when he looked up, the night sky was stretched like a skin. He would scale the inner wall, his head would tear a great rip in the taut sky, he would climb out above the deluge, into a quiet zone above the nightmare.

         
            *

         

         While he was making his usual moan about one thing and another, love, art and a mineral Dunsinane on the grand scale, his family, he was glad to hear, it was like a distant dog in the evening barking to hear it, was as he had left it, calm, blue-eyed, clean and gentle. The Polar Bear wrote and alluded fiercely to the “bitches and bastards” — an indivisible dumb-bell phrase for the P.B., like “verily and verily” — and demonstrating that no matter what modus vivendi might be reached by sensitive lovers it was bound to be a come down and a striking of the flag, since sensitive love, by definition, transcended the life interest. That was a good one and Belacqua noted it down. But by whose definition? Already even he preferred the old one: God or Devil or passion of the mind, or partly God, partly Devil, partly passion. The hyphen of passion between Shilly and Shally, the old bridge over the river. He scurried backwards and forwards like an excited merchant, and he was too busy altogether to pause at the crown beside Cellini and look down the royal stream. That was the modus vivendi, poised between God and Devil, Justine and Juliette, at the dead point, in a tranquil living at the neutral point, a living dead to love-God and love-Devil, poised without love above the fact of the royal flux westering headlong. Suicides jump from the bridge, not from the bank. For me, he prattles on, he means no harm, for me the one real thing is to be found in the relation: the dumb-bell’s bar, the silence between my eyes, between you and me, all the silences between you and me. I can only know the real poise at the crest of the relation rooted in the unreal postulates, God-Devil, Masoch-Sade (he might have spared us that hoary old binary), Me-You, One-minus One. On the crown of the passional relation I live, dead to oneness, non-entity and unalone, untouched by the pulls of the solitudes, at rest above the deep green central flowing falling away on either hand to the spectral margins, the red solitude and the violet solitude, the red oneness and the violet oneness; at the summit of the bow, indifferent to the fake integrities, the silence between my eyes, between you and me, the body between the wings.

         Ain’t he advanced for his age!

         
            *

         

         Here they had killed the lyrical October days, the magic film of light. And there, in its neutral sleep, the landscape was spending a slow phase. A man, a burly man, Nemo to be precise, paused on O’Connell Bridge and raised his face to the tulips of the evening, the green tulips, shining round the corner like an anthrax, shining on Guinness’s barges. Behind him, spouting and spouting from the grey sea, the battalions of night, devouring the sky, soaking up the tattered sky like an ink of pestilence. The city would be hooded, dusk would be harried from the city.

         From the Bridge, then, along the right bank, at that hour, it was Ronsard as far as the Park Gates. Magic, or, Deliverance from Love. At Island Bridge, a pang of light in the whore’s garret. At Chapelizod, after the long journey, the long hour when darkness fills the streets, it was Homer. He spews, and we lick it up. The snug chez Isolde was a great perturbation of sweaty heroes come hastening down from watching the hurlers above in Kilmainham in time for a pint of nepenthe or moly or half-and-half. There he would have one or two and then he would tram back and go to the pictures, he would slip into the womb of the Grand Central burning on the waterside, and then he would crawl back home across the cobbles and his heart is a stone.

         Confidence: on va déménager … gaz! électricité! salle de bains! ascenseur! vide-ordures! … Ah, que la vie est belle!

         
            *

         

         He drew himself up to his full height, he had to, and named the day, and in the bitter morning handed her forth through the glass door and locked it behind them and put the key in her pocket and they set off for the station. Unspeakably lovely he thought she was in her coarse tweed mantle and the pale green casque reducing the fanlight of the forehead to an absurd white fin. Before them marched briskly a stout little local tart, his little laundress, pushing his effects in a frail hand-truck. The Smeraldina-Rima bought the tickets, for herself a return and for him a single. He was getting happier and happier — a mixture of rum and Reisefieber; he felt drawn to the plump little washerwoman when she blushed over the tip he gave her and waved, apparently moved, as the train drew out. Tears to his eyes. The Smeraldina was very still and silent, wringing her hands, bowed towards the floor in her comer seat. He waxed more and more excited. He crossed over and sat down beside her and played with the dimple between her brows, at the root of the nose. He prodded it gently with the yellowed nail of his index-finger, a nail bitten so close that the dimple got more of the pad than of it, and he knuckled it too with his swollen knuckle. At school he used to crack his fingers and had never been able to shake off the habit. She snatched off the casque, she extirpated it, it sailed in a diagonal across the compartment, her head fell back on his fairly manly shoulder and with her right arm taking a purchase on his neck, heedless of the baby anthrax that he always wore just above his collar, she slewed herself round on top of him.

         “There there” he hushabied “there there. Nicht küssen” he said slyly “bevor der Zug hält.”

         Now she moaned, pianissimissima, and cold-bloodedly so, we regret to suspect. But he, be that as it may, was so lucid and fresh and gay, lit with rum and his temperature up, that to attempt any form of consolation was not to be thought of. Till Wien he held it, in a vision of ice-floes and stars and diamonds and steel and mica and feldspar and gulfs and brasiers and foam, and she lay there inert, surely uncomfortable, on top of him, muttering her German lament: “Dich haben! Ihn haben! Dich haben! Ihn haben!” They flew off in a taxi to a jeweller’s where he bought her an exquisite silver powder-box, cockled, flat almost, ribbed and chased, a fragile silver conk, for her vanity bag. Very fine. Then to a Friseur for powder to fill it many times over. Then to a café. Then to the station. They whipped round and round the Stefanskirch, regardless, enlaced in the spacious open Wagen, through the scarifying morning. In the café he shed the last ballast and went aloft and talked and talked, and she crooned over the gift. Her eyes sped from her wrist-watch to his flaming face and back again from his flaming face to the wrist-watch and then settled in an ecstasy and an agony on the gift. She was like a bird, the eyes darting this way and that, then the little chirrup, the muted twitter, like an incantation, over the gift. Like a bird and like a child, with something bright and pretty to play with and someone to love and a Viennese Schokolade with lashings of cream to eat. The platform absquatulation was very mild, vaguely disagreeable, like an introduction. For him, lit with rum and fever and the erotico-mystic French highballs that her horse-sense found horrid, it was the most natural thing in the world to sustain with sang-froid the act of severance that to a man of say Mallarmé’s complexion, high-mettled and viveur, communicated an anguish of such strength as to cause an azure mist to condense on his glasses. The Smeraldina bit her lip with great skill and did the brave girl until the Platznehmen of the porters became final. Then her tears fell fast and furious. A hiccup convulsed the train. Off flew the green helmet …
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