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charm. The day had not been fruitful, as was only
natural, considering the season, that of the very last
leeks. It was none the less the return, to what no mat-
ter, the return, unscathed, always a matter for wonder.
What happened? Is that the question? An encounter?
Bang! No. Level with the farm of the Graves brothers a
brief halt, opposite the lamplit window. A glow, red
afar, at night, in winter, that’s worth having, that mus’;
have been worth having. There, it’s done, it ends there
I. l;elnd tthhelie. A far memory, far from the last, it’s pos:
sible, the legs seem to be still working. A pity hope i
.dead. No. How one hoped above, on ar%d ofl. With Wil;:'
diversity. . :

3

Leave, I was going to say leave all that. What matter
who’s speaking, someone said what matter who's speak-
ing. There’s going to be a departure, Il be there, 1
wor’t miss it, it won’t be me, I'll be here, I'll say I'm
far from here, it won't be me, I won't say anything,
there’s going to be a story, someone’s going to try and
tell a story. Yes, no more denials, all is false, there is no
one, it’s understood, there is nothing, no more phrases,
let us be dupes, dupes of every time and tense, until
it's done, all past and done, and the voices cease, it’s
only voices, only lies. Here, depart from here and go
elsewhere, or stay here, but coming and going, Start by
stirring, there must be a body, as of old, I don’t deny
it, no more denials, I'll say I'm a body, stirring back and

forth, up and down, as required. With a cluther of
limbs and organs, all that is néeded to live again, to
hold out a little time, I'll call that living, T'll say it's me,
I'll get standing, I'll stop thinking, I'll be too busy, get-
‘ting standing, staying standing, stirring about, holding
out, getting to tomorrow, tomorrow week, that will be
ample, a week will be ample, a week in spring, that
puts the jizz in you. It’s enough to will it, T'll will it, will
me a body, will me a head, a little strength, a little
courage, I'm starting now, a week is soon served, then
back here, this inextricable place, far from the days, the
far days, it's not going to be easy. And why, come to
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think, no no, leave it, no more of that, don’t listen to
it all, don’t say it all, it’s all old, all one, once and for all.
There you are now on your feet, I give you my word, I

swear they’re yours, I swear it’s mine, get to work with '

your hands, palp your skull, seat of the understanding,
without which nix, then the rest, the lower regions,
you'll be needing them, and say what you're like, have
a guess, what kind of man, there has to be a man, or a
woman, feel between your legs, no need of beauty, nor
of vigour, a week’s a short stretch, no one’s going to

love you, dont be alarmed. No, not like that, too sud-

den, I gave myself a start. And to start with stop

palpitating, no one’s going to kill you, no one’s going to .

Tove you and no one’s going to kill you, perhaps you'll
emerge in the high depression of Gobi, you'll feel at
home there. F'll wait for you here, no, I am alone, I alone
am, this time it's I must go. I know how I'll do it, T'll be
a man, there’s nothing else for it, a kind of man, a kind
of old tot, I'll have a nanny, I'll be her sweet pet, shell

give me her hand, to cross over, she’ll let me loose in -

the Green, I'll be good, Il sit quiet as a mouse in a
corner and comb my beard, Il tease it out, to look
more bonny, a little more bonny, if only it could be like
that. Shell say to me, Come, doty, it’s time for bye-bye.

I'll have no responsibility, she'll have all the responsi- -

bility, her name will be Bibby, Il call her Bibby, if
only it could be like that. Come, ducky, it’s time for
yum-yum. Who taught me all I know, I alone, in the
old wanderyears, I deduced it all from nature, with the
help of an all-in-one, I know it’s not me, but it’s too late
now, too late to deny it, the knowledge is there, the bifs
and scraps, flickering on and off, turn about, winking on
the storm, in league to fool me. Leave it and go, ifs
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time to go, to say so anyway, the moment has come, it’s
not known why. What matter how you describe your-
self, here or elsewhere, fixed or mobile, without form
or oblong like man, in the dark or the light of the

heavens, 1 don't know, it scems to matter, it's not going

to be easy. And if I went back to where all went out
and on from there, no, that would lead nowhere, never

led anywhere, the memory of it has gone gut too, a
great flame and then blackness, a great spasm and then
no more weight or traversable space. I tried throwing
me off a cliff, collapsing in the street in the midst of
mortals, that led nowhere, I gave up. Take the road
again that cast me up here, then retrace it, or follow it
on, wise advice. That’s so that I'll never stir again,
dribble on here till time is done, murmuring every ten
centuries, It’s not me, it’s not true, it’s not me, I'm far.
No no, I'll speak now of the future, Il speak in the
future, as when I used to say, in the night, to myself,
Tomorrow I'll put on my dark blue tie, with the yellow
stars, and put it on, when night was past. Quick quick
before I weep. Tl have a crony, my own vintage, my
own bog, a fellow warrior, well relive our campaigns
and compare our scratches. Quick quick. He'll have
served in the navy, perhaps under Jellicoe, while I was
potting at the invader from behind a barrel of Guinness,
with my arquebuse. We have not long, that’s the spirit,
in the present, not long to live, it’s our positively last
winter, halleluiah. We wonder what will carry us off
in the end. He’s gone in the wind, I in the prostate
rather. We envy each other, I envy him, he envies me,
occasionally. I catheterize myself, unaided, with tremb-
ling hand, bent double in the public pisshouse, under
cover of my cloak, people take me for a dirty old man.
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He waits for me to finish, sitting on a bench, coughing
up his guts, spitting into a snuffbox which no sooner
overflows than he empties it in the canal, out of civic-
mindedness. We have well deserved of our motherland,
shell get us into the Incurables befere we die. We
spend our life, it’s ours, trying to bring together in the
same instant a ray of sunshine and a free bench, in
some oasis of public verdure, we've been seized by a
love of nature, in gur sere and yellow, it belongs to one
and all, in places. In a choking murmur he reads out to

me from the paper of the day before, he had far far
better been the blind one. The sport of kings is our
passion, the dogs too, we have no political opinions,
simply limply republican. But we also have a soft spot

for the Windsors, the Hanoverians, I forget, the Hohen- *

zollerns is it. Nothing human is foreign to us, once we
have digested the racing news. No, alone, I'd be better
off alone, it would be quicker. He’d nourish me, he had
a friend a pork-butcher, he’'d ram the ghost back down
my gullet with black pudding. With his consolations,
allusions to cancer, recollections of imperishable rap-
tures, he’'d prevent discouragement from sapping my
foundations. And I, instead of concentrating on my own
horizons, which might have enabled me to throw them
under a lorry, would let my mind be taken off them by
his. I'd say to him, Come on, gunner, leave all that,
think no more about it, and it’s I would think no more
about it, besotted with brotherliness. And the obliga-
tions! I have in mind particulaily the appointments at
ten in the morming, hail rain or shine, in front of Dug-
gan’s, thronged already with sporting men fevering to
get their bets out of harm’s way before the bars open.
We were, there we are past and gone again, so much the
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better, so much the better, most punctual I must say. To
see the remains of Vincent arriving in sheets of rain, with

the brave involuntary swagger of the old tar, his head

swathed in a bloody clout and a glitter in his eye, was

for the acute observer an example of what man is capa-
ble of, in his pursuit of pleasure. With one hand he
sustained his sternum, with the heel of the other his
spinal column, as if tempted to break into a hornpipe,
no, that's all memories, last shifts older than the flood.
See what’s happening here, where there’s no one, where

nothing happens, get something to happen here, some-
one to be here, then put an end to it, have silence, get

into silence, or another sound, a sound of other voices

than those of life and death, of lives and deaths cvery- | *

one’s but mine, get into my story in order to get out of

it, no, that's all meaningless. Is it possible Tl sprout a

head at last, all my very own, in which to brew poisons

worthy of me, and legs to kick my heels with, I'd be

~there at last, I could go at last, it’s all I ask, no, I can’t

ask anything. Just the head and the two legs, or one, in

“the middle, I'd go hopping. Or just the head, nice and

round, nice and smooth, no need of lineaments, I'd go
rolling, downhill, almost a pure spirit, no, that wouldn’t
work, all is uphill from here, the leg is unavoidable, or
the equivalent, perhaps a few anpular joints, contrac-
tile, great ground to be covered with them. To set out
from Duggan’s door, on a spring morning of rain and
shine, not knowing if you'll ever get to evening, what’s
wrong with that? It would be so easy. To be bedded in
that flesh or in another, in that arm held by a friendly
hand, and in that hand, without arms, without hands,
and without soul in those trembling souls, through the
crowd, the hoops, the toy balloons, what's wrong with
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t " that? T don’t know, I'm here, that’s all I know, and
s that i€s shll not me, it's of that the best has to be made.

There is no fiesh anywhere, nor any way to die. Leave

i all that, to want to leave all that, not knowing what

{} that means, all that, it’s soon said, soon done, in vain,

\ nothing has stirred, no one has spoken. Here, nothing

will happen here, no one will be here, for many a long

day. Depa.rturés, stories, they are not for tomorrow.

& And the voices, wherever they come from, have no life
in them. :

4

Where would I go, if T could go, who would I be, if
I could be, what would I say, if I had a voice, who says
this, saying it's me? Answer simply, someone answer--
simply. It’s the same old stranger as ever, for whom
alone accusative I exist, in the pit of my inexistence, of
his, of ours, there’s a simple answer. It’s not with think-
ing he'll find me, but what is he to do, living and be-
wildered, yes, living, say what he may. Forget me,
know me not, yes, that would be the wisest, none better
able than be. Why this sudden affability after such
desertion, it’s easy to understand, that's what he says,
but he doesnt understand. T'm not in his head, no-
where in his old body, and yet I'm there, for him I'm
there, with him, hence all the confusion. That should
have been enough for him, to have found me absent,
but it’s not, he wants me there, with a form and a
world, like him, in spite of him, me who am everything,
like him who is nothing. And when he feels me void of

existence it’s of his he would have me void, and vice
versa, mad, mad, he’s mad. The truth is he’s looking for
me to kill me, to have me dead like him, dead like the

living.- He knows all that, but it’s no help his knowing
it, T don’t know it, I know nothing. He protests he
doesn’t reason and does nothing but reason, crooked, as

if that could improve matters. He thinks words fail him,
he thinks beciuse words fail him he’s on his way to my
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speechlessness, to being speechless with my speechless-

ness, he would like it to be my fault that words fail
him, of course words fail him. He tells his story every
five minutes, saying it is not his, there’s cleverness for
you. He would like it to be my fault that he has no
story, of course he has no story, that’s no reason for
trying to foist one on me. That's how he reasons, wide

of the mark, but wide of what mark, answer us that. He

has me say things saying it's not me, there’s profundity
for you, he has me who say nothing say it’s not me. All
that is truly crass. If at least he would dignify me with
the third person, like his other figments, not he, he'll be
satisfied with nothing less than me, for his me. When
he had me, when he was me, he couldn’t get rid of‘ me
quick enough, I didn’t exist, he couldn’t have that, that
was no kind of life, of course I didn’t exist, any more
than he did, of course it was no kind of life, now he has
it, his kind of life, let him lose it, if he wants to be in
peace, with a bit of luck. His life, what a mine, what a
life, he can’t have that, you can't fool him, ergo it’s not
his, it’s not him, what a thought, treat him like that,

like a vulgar Molloy, a common Malone, those mere.

mortals, happy mortals, have a heart, land him in that
shit, who never stirred, who is none but me, all things

considered, and what things, and how considered, he

A

‘had only to keep out of it. That’s how he speaks, this
evening, how he has me speak, how he speaks to him-
self, how I speak, there is only me, this evening, here,
on earth, and a voice that makes no sound because it
goes towards none, and a head strewn with arms laid
down and corpses fighting fresh, and a body, I nearly
forgot. This evening, I say this evening, perhaps it’s
morning. And all these things, what things, all about
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me, I won't deny them any more, there’s no sense in
that any more. If it’s nature perhaps it’s trees and birds,
they go together, water and air, so that all may go on,
I don’t need to know the details, perhaps I'm sitting
under a palm. Or it’s a room, with furniture, all that’s
required to make life comfortable, dark, because of
the wall outside the window. What am I doing, talk-

ing, having my figments talk, it can only be me. Spells
of silence too, when 1 listen, and hear the local sounds,
the world sounds, see what an effort I make, to be
reasonable. I'.hergismmy life, why not, it is one, if y(_)ﬁ
like, if you must, I don't say no, this evening. There
'has to be one, it seems, once there is speech, no need
of a story, a story is not compulsory, just a life, that’s
. the mistake I made, one of the mistakes, to have

wanted a story for mx§g!f, whereas life alone is enough.
I'm making progress, it was time, Il learn to keep
_my foul mouth shut before I'm done, if nothing fore-
seen crops up. But he who somehow comes and goes,
unaided from place to place, even though nothing
happens to him, true, what of him? I stay here, sit-
ting, if I'm sitting, often I feel sitting, sometimes
standing, it’s one or the other, or lying down, there’s
another possibility, often I feel lying down, it's one
of the three, or kneeling. What counts is to_be in
the world, the posture is immaterial, so long as one
s on earth. To breathe is all that is required,
there is no obligation to ramble, or receive company,
you may even believe yourself dead on condition you
make no bones about it, what more liberal regimen
could be imagined, I don’t know, I don't imagine. No
point under such circumstances in saying I am some-
where else, someone else, such as T am I have all 1
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need to hand, for to do what, I don’t know, all ¥ have
to do, there I am on my own again at last, what a
rolief that must be. Yes, there are moments, like this
moment, when I seem almost restored to the feasible.
Then it goes, all goes, and I'm far again, with a far
Story again, I wait for me afar for my story to begin,
Yo end, and again this voice cannot be mine. That’s

where I'd go, if 1 could go, that's who I'd be, if 1 could

e
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T'm the clerk, 'm the scribe, at the hearings of
what cause T know not. Why want it fo be mine, I
don’t want it. There it goes again, that’s the first
question this evening. To be judge and party, witness
and advocate, and ke, attentive, indifferent, who sits
and notes. Tt’s an image, in my helpless head, where
all sleeps, all is dead, not yet born, 1 don’t know, or
before my eyes, they see the scene, the lids flicker and
it’s in. An instant and then they close again, to look
inside the head, to try and see inside, to look for me
there, to look for someone there, in the silence of quite
a different justice, in the toils of that obscure assize
where to be is to be guilty. That is why nothing
appears, all is silent, one is frightened to be born,
no, one wishes one were, 50 as to begin to die. One,
meaning me, it's not the same thing, in the dark
where I will in vain to see there cant be any willing.
I could get up, take a little turn, 1 long to, but I
won't. I know where I'd go, I'd go into the forest, T'd
try and reach the forest, unless that’s where I am, I
don’t know where I am, in any case I stay. T see
what it is, I seek to be like the one I seek, in my
head, that my head seeks, that I bid my head seek,
with its probes, within itself. No, don’t pretend to
seek, don’t pretend to think, just be vigilant, the eyes
staring behind the lids, the ears straining for a voice
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