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Menelaos findet Helene by Alexander Rotthaug



Hecuba has got revenge for her son.

But i t’ s notlyensughuShdrwanted cotkill hisdiler.

The haggard ol d woman | ies on the grolt
shut, blood and mucus oozing from her broken nose. She is weeping bitter tears and
brooding.

My son, my beautiful boy. So younlig,a d madatlife yet. Him murdered on top of
everything else. My Priam dead, all the other children dead, Hector mutilated, home
destroyed, Troy destroyed..Greek barbaria
killing all the men, even killedthe deg...Cor pses everywhere, bl c
that sweet stench, thenhow couldthe gods let them wipe out Troy, our glorious civilization?
What have welone® Ki | | me now, Yyou gods, pl ease
sight s anyentradsrsguirnfing maggots crows bolting down flesh the eyeless
baby that steaming heart nailed to the t
butcher and stuck on his top | i p as he p

Hecuba groans and sobs. She praysetven again, desperate for death, as the only
way out of her misery, the gaping hol e i

Then she hears Peoedogtmeddad? rkialrl: t WM ado

Hecuba smiles.

Agamemnonthe Greek commander, frowned as the captain of the guard reported the
blinding of his king. Then he snarl ed:
ani mals, these Trojans, not human at al l

The captaintookadpe breat h. *Well .. can hardly
own eyes..The king told us to stone her t
somehow they all fell short. We hurled another volley at her, but they fell short too. Then w
shotarravs at her and threw spears, but they
taken pity on her and protected her .’



Agamemnon snorted. ‘“Some god! What goc
Orient al scum!’

“ Oh mosthave deen a god, becawsseldenly she turned into a swan. The most
beauti ful swan | ’'ve ever seen. Silvery p
a marvel ’

The captain shook his head. “*The swan
around us nine times. Itag crying, real tears, and it sang a lament, in human speech. For th
city of Troy and all Il'ts dead..But then s
wasn’t just Trojan names, there w-eHbe | ot
Adara, Nankng, Dina, Jasmina, Kabul, Idlib. | forget all the others. Then the swan flew off,
still weeping and grieving.'’

'l lTustrious Agamemnon, | ord of men, saeé

round, a story like that about that Trojan bitch, the mathéne cunt who started the whole
fucking war. She didiotturn into a beautiful swan and escape. Tell your men they never sav
that. Something quite different happened
announce it, and they will confirmt .  Or | " | | cut their ball

ApollodorusEpitome5.23: Hecuba turned into a bitch, and Helenus buried her at the
pl ace now called The Bitch’s Tomb.

Quintus SmyrnaeuBosthomericd4.3471ff.: Then an eerie portent was shown to
mortal men. The wifeéf muchlamented Priam changed from a human being into a hateful
bitch. The soldiers gathered around her in amazement, and a god turned her into stone, a
sight to horrify later generations.

Ovid Metamorphose$3.565ff.: The Thracians were incensed atténgble damage
Hecuba did to their king. They began to attack her, hurling stones and weapons at her. Bult
with hoarse growls she snapped at the rocks they threw, and when she opened her mouth
tried to speak, instead of uttering words she barkeda kg time after that she wandered
the plains of Thrace, howling mournfully, still remembering her misfortunes.




HENR SPI ESS
TU ES NOMADE, VAGABONDE

|l t 6s strange that a poet who only Il eft hiesfitnat.
Sshould write a poem about a nomad. 't ties i n w
here seen as a mother symbol, rocking the nomad

Tu es nomade, vagabonde

et tom’'reesgarpdrs d’ i cCi

ni ton amour, ni ton souci

ni ta peine a jamais profonde.
L air qui passe, |la flamme et |’
sont ta demeure, ta patrie,

et tu redoutes, douce amie,

l e feu qui tremble au foyer <cl o:
Ah! départs et chemins du monde!

Tr ét eauxmad qau g sd erté s'!

Tu es nomade, vagabonde,
et rien en toi se peut durer.
Car tsuuipso,u vers quelles fétes

de tristesse ou d’ apre plaisir,
sans qu’un regret vienne fl échi

ton coeur errant qui rien n’arr é
Bl ue crépuscule aux mains pensi v
sil erdi galexndr e ami |,

berce ton ame d’  aujourd’ hui

selon tes mains persuasives.

Vois son trouble, vois son dési |
et son tour ment, peine apreés pei-
Ah! Hear,ce@our endor mir

son effroi de | a nuit prochaine



Et | ui | ai sse enfin, t’>en allan
un peu qduiesspeoiprr ol onge,
tendre ami, crépuscule errant,

blue crépuscul e, ami des songes

from L amour offensé



Youdre a nomad, my vaga

You’'re a nomad, my vagabond
and your |l ook doesn’t belong her
nor your | ove, oOor your worries

nor your rpadiene,p.f or eve

The passing air, the flame and w
are your abode, your country
and you fear, my sweet friend

the fire that trembles in closed

Oh, departures and the roads of t
shiny torture racks and gil ded m,
you’'re a nomad, my vagabond

and nothing about you can endur e

Because you rush to feasts

of sadness where bitter pleasur

without regret comes to bend

you wandering, ceaseless heart
Bl ue twilight, with pensive hand
silent and tender friend,

rocks your present soul
to thefrlypuhmper suading hands

Look at his confusion, his desirt
and torment, trouble upon troub
0 h! Rock, to make it sl eeping

his fear of the approaching nigl
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Red Light District byillem Johan Barbieri



Inferno by August Stridberg




PETER VAN BELLE
STRI NDBERG®&S | NFERNO

Dar hanger i bokl adfonstret
En tunnkl add |l iten bok
Det &r ett wurtaget hjarte
Som dinglnarkrdodakr pa si

(I'n the bookshopds window ha
A t-hlimdttl e book

That 6s ,mypmearout

Dangfrom its hook)
August Strindberg

Il n November 1894, at t he Gare du Nord i
bl ue eyes saidkhgooebdyawi fe. hHe gaomi sed t
short whi |l e. Il n fact, he i ntended never

The man was Johan August Sttr.i nTdhbee rfga r eaw
wi feaFwias al so a far ewelel wtoa | Idi tdeervatt ler d.i

chemical experiment s. Il t would be as if
publication of Time’'s Ahcewptoidonbiasl|l og
Martin Amis was born in 1949, Strindberg
Hi s chemical experiments would descend
woul d fal/l i nto an abyss of hallwucinatio
set of plays that would influencg gkemra
Paul Sartr e, Franz Kafka, Bruno Schul z,
Tennessee Williams, Eugene O Neill, and

The Growth of Genius
As the son of a Stockholm spice nerchar
setting, yet tauidoigrrsatp hdhcadt enroveefl ,hiTshe S
Fear and Hunger. His father was often de
take it out on his chil dr en.guWwhte nwahse rceagm
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beaten, even by his older brothers. Twic
hadn’'t committed, and when he compl ained

Hi s parents played favometsedhiwi mothdtehen
his bed to comfort him. Deeply religious
At hi swagectbasly to prevent him from ma

On her death bed, when August wasef wel v
strengthening it by -rneapruntien.g Aasg aa nrsetmehdoyu sf
suggested prayer. Her death when he was
guilt as he kept breaking his promise.

When his fatheraryenanr,y iled wags htthe only
proved to be stingy and August was force

which | ed to ridicule from his peers. Sc
that hibkt wares$ weége those in which he wa
terrible school days can sympathize. To

of hi s for mer school s.

Unabl e to bear the thought voef oafn tuhne u sdt

being a penal col ony. He | ater encounter
used it in the plays he wrote after his
stories The Trail, ThenyYerdict, and I n t|
So now we see how certain elements of
parents. He father was feared at first.
gods | i ke Yahweh from the Ol danfe sgyamenlt .cC
that was forbidden and unjust. Fear i s t
| ess hehlipsl ensass, repli acbddtbgedhandedef Hance
father, but against .all representatives
From him he also got the sense of beincg
has been under threat for a |l ong time, t
passed. The mind then conjures up new th
Hi s r eilpptwiotnhs hhi s mot her formed his con
This relationship reached its climax on
act, she promised him her wedding ring.
| oogkifnor mmithterress ves i n weoame nf.+ifrpeseinedr ¢ b e
He f el |l i n Il ove with a woman of thirty,

Having finished school and aHesttirnitedatt o
from his drab existence through acting,
attempts. Then he hit upon the idea of w
writing plays. Event udbky epn&@laofe hai ss uhcicse
won him a stipend from the King of Swede

15



t he Royal Li brary. To give you an idea o

coll ection of Cthematser andhe atpaumeglste hii ms e
Il n writing he became ever more vitriold@
uni versities and the military. As such h
all owed hi nhiagchceers se cthoe Itohnes of soci ety. Th
Room is a description of his character a

AFar below him |l ay the noisy, reawakeni
harbor, the iron bars rabel wdishl eBeofrod
shrilled, the steamers at the pontoon br
paving stones; noise and wuproar in the f

screams of the smaghkl dpckygltd, cahkstitbrn
clattering of woodefmabkhoeBbBi snptheéuoeovedkam

bustl e, which seemed to rouse the young
defiance, wctheeed ol mteisen, aand as he | eane
town bel ow, he seemed to be watching an
he raised his clenched fist as I f he wer

Marriage and Rebellion

Siri von Essen was-spem&«kmhegr edfi tteh e f S wa c
Russian Empire. She was married to Baron
army. She was a | iberated, monrteed Itiog enatv ew

| over s.

16



Siri von Essen, photographed by Strindberg

Strindberg often voiced an attraction t
for those who seemed the very opposite.
cont emporeaurdy, ocfalH edt susbobhwaney; ofi newcasoid
who resemble theiFrmodhéai snsedbd mmotalbhed th
desires towards married objects. ,tThhei swhall
point of t he trheel aotbijoercsthiopg. dlesire has oth
themselves as saving them from i mmoralidt

First Strindberg worshiped her from af e
visited her husband, whichtl eftthelri miimetsi,

frustration boiled over iIinbotraragabat itlye
escapihgsf obbsye slseeaovni ng Sweden. Hi s frustr
that an ol d womangopikelrsed Whenhke wblkeph
putting him ashore. He dove into the col
he couldn’t kil hi msel f, then at | east

be | i ker at anoh ihm. Duly feverish, he sent |
After his convalescence, he declared hi
t hey scaofeellegyep t ogether. Yet when she agre
trucul emncta.l Ismceanet fpiom t heir upcoming mar
was snide, she started to cry. She then

t hem. St reidn dhbeerr @ifinekeitses decl ared hi s tovéet
woul d call her Maria (that is, the ideal
17



change in behavior, wouQlde asrelnyd hhel nf e lntt oi r
her higher soci alesgiattaumt lmetda le xtpreog u Blne e .

MeanwBtlrendberg’'s satires, among them T
People®aused much hostility. ambng bhbhet BWwe:
il ncreased his popul aridyedodme i aalhlé atatde gh
move&wtbzerl and.

Strindberg with his childrer Royal Library Sweden

Matters in Sweden came to a hehd Wwitéatt
the cycle Giftas (Married). It wastaaliled
attack &n oSvwedarml church. The public pro
charge that carried a maxi mum penalty of
chall enge and retarmalde twa Swwalewmoamanthiddta n
Hi s triumph over the Swedish state was ¢

18



l
4 o0n in Stoc
Yet Strindberg didn’t see it that way.
women’s rights, yet imady thami hmii st slemadds
Thoughr ¢ pree nsigearer al had stood by him, h
This, coupled to his marital -fgpmo mli ems, Hle
accusing Siri of dteiing, aslheemiampd rwidti h el o
would also compare her to a spider who d
give up her career as an actress for him

't 1 s Sttrruerdtbleatg, with hi $§eertdr emmat aéneg
uni versity. During or al exams, for insta
speak). The charactesismmbahabk pétayes woAt
tried to have hi msedut cwammirtgafewdsed. an as

Nowadays, he would ve | i kely been diagr
This condition is marked by wunstable rel
abandonment, and a detachmenéuphom aeahd

dysphoria, which in relationships manife
object of desire. I n extremeemaseéswhihhimhe
Strindberg.

Hiysear sSiwiit,h however ndwe rHe twreo tneo snti nfee cpL
short story collections, thrediatt @miamgilo
alma@de paintings and photogr ams ( e.x pForsoimm
hifsr e mauttipaut it 'he owlasaronhe fmelstsi on, whi ch
who’' ve isnjfd etriede iomr cpheirlsdehcouotd.onOut of t hi
t hadal eadhtler®ati onal success: Fadern (The

19



FadgrirmbaeFat

A cavalry officer discusses a caclealoihs ¢
chilidlieg.i tTihnreattdegep| ¢ nt o a heated discujss

daughter. His wife wants her tao tbeeaccohmeer .a
suggests to others her husband is i1 nsane
The father casts doubts over whether hjis
he was il | and she nueesdhbi maki Kbeawalak
that she now resists his atthemmtysaht HbDm
the secretary desk, which contains his| |

Di scussi ng tihse dnoactttoerr awidt prh est , sttt haiyt|jda
and taken to prison or an asylum. To pjro

prove he’'s read t hem. But then he bran|di
Threaneryt er s swirtalnt Saheek este bt sebi snf hi s c¢ hji |
i nto a sort of trancaidhialxiknehti Weemss hlee|pw
reali zes what’'s happened, and, a&fxtaenm na sb

decl ares he’s died of apopl exy.

Fruken( Miuds eJul i e)

The daughter of a count, seeking to bre
goéeé® a dance wid hf alelrs siemr vialmmi e . wiSthh i tshleg
more Iinterested in his advancement, and
with hes fhancook Kristin, he dirg vreesv éi s«
Hipsr esence is symbolized by his gloves| ai

The stnrde sdsiessapapoi nt ments of marriage an

state. As mentioned before, his skiibconsc
Il nst ahnecne ,stwess caused stomach probl ems,
mai n eweme elsi s wife and the feminists. H
play, The Wi | d Duck,Heae'bdudl anansisvidaletl yi nwgi tnt
Nor wegian, who had been the trailblazer
Strindbwarygs bri dled at his menti on.

The Father reflects the concerns Siri €
worsened his hostility. Di vorce became i
down on-f emsnaaasami | noft h@i &teamanhldampad tt hat

i nferiorl8%k mgint hdmew to an i sl and on t h

20



In the Black Piglet
Il n fahlk of 1892 he ended his i1 solaion a
Nor di c;someen ibao oekvsehno pdsi s pl ayed his portrait

di smi ssed chancell or Otto von Bismarck.
of Scandinavian artists, among them the
Juell . Ble maattied wo the Polish-18R2i7)er a$S

fanatical devotee of S$tnr iGedbnamg. bAtt time 1
become editor ofl arhgeuadaagd | juewnrtn all Z2ydiie h( |

Stanislas and Dagny

The group meuseda nZunheScwhwaerhzoen Fet kel wot

has the same doubl e meaning in Ger man as
Satanist and sought what he called the A
books w&ataal be&ynagogue. At the same ti
The three artists were clearly influence

becoming popular during the 1890’ s. Di ab
d fference that one now worships the ener

against authority.

What went on within the group is uncl eec
Dagny, and all three suffetrlea snetnuaat i @m oi

21



titled Jeal ousy. Il n them he’s in the bac
Vi ewer .

Edvard-Maealcdhhusy

For Strindberg the pesciedpwaypg. bBhe emppd
Munch, wdhoprati mdiet s of Przybysws&fi , wbmhar |
|l i kely featured Dagny Juel |

Strindberg did shape Munch’'s i1 deas on Vv

embracing a man The Vampire. Preybéeygsme ke
complicated. He abandoned his first wife
again. His plays have a similarity to th

prey to their passions. Munfcdhat umPe ziyh yStw
del usanbes on.

22



Edvard-MoecVWamppP Be (

I n 1892 he met the Austridaer jbhhe nadl Isdw
seems that this iIs when his psychosiis st
wi f e, with the i ntention of abandoning h

23



The Inferno

The Experiments
Much of what we now of his psychosi s <coc
Legends, and the Bliwvd aBResk hr.avMa by enf ctolr &
and f el laano ngr ttihsetns ,t he NorYwdgiodn cKmuuts eH awn
of knowing wheaatlhh&tu ghthdbherghe ti me.

First |l et’s | ook at what psychosi s ent ¢
a condition itselfisOs®ecexatemwnalhdeclavadct
del usions of persecution, reference (see
del usions are those of thought broadcast
able tooihétsewiceh thoughts). Strindberg
1894897

It seems odd to |l ook at this period in
claimed to have devoted himsel f gt alsdieany
Thi sl u€Lardatdsang’s point that alchemy 1is

personality. After all, i1t seems that St
and so he needed to r i nvhentt hteiomgeltfth.atThhh
actually an experiment. Though, seebheaigng
I find this unlikely.

Sigmund Freud, i n his Discomfort in Cul
ego whiaohiha&s psiesui t of happiness frustr
1890: he was famous, celebrated, had mar
the Swedish state. Yet the fulfill mentana
sexual Il nsecurity.

He starts off The I nferno by telling us
they wil |l never see each other again. He

jeal ous of his accompl iashmemt 9.n Hé et Qamar
near the Sorbonne.

The first experiments with sulfur burn

i nvi si ble hostile forces. He finishes hi
to hiss wihrei.stlmas, and he tortures himsel
with his wife and chil d. During the New
rowdy youths. He observes he didn’t cons

whhcsuggest he did so | ater on. At night

When he gets ,hei ssthaayrsd satt rtehaet endospi t al b
presence of a nurse there. He <call 4 hteer
same time, a counter current emerges: he
the medicine is poison, and that the hos

24



emerge that vindicate his cdsepmitcall aepxgtelre

automatically on the word phosphorus, an
Al i bert, the name of a chemist (though t
When a |l etter from a seiesntiitfiac fuonstihtt
reminds him how his family repudiated hi
wi f e, because he feels he must choose be

this act as t head wift @ hmusy ddkeeed. pl eas

Through the winter of 1895 he conti nues

their families, but feels disgusted at t
al | the omens around hiom, al iskhe ewhden olpe ed
notices the name Orfila everywhere, the
The summer and f all of 1895 was a peric

Scandinavian friends and catnicen viesn 'otf tah
story of the Buddha, who al sonabahdonseédn
day visiting the Montparnasse cemetery an

Sorbonne) . He decl ares swn ea clei rbea nkirdiert
mysterious. |l ronically he was right; wit
woul d open new gateways into fields of r

Now he believes he can manipul ateudghtenf
hi s daugHtaerUhwi,t hofpriing she’ I | fall i1 s
As confirmation he sees a heart, a brain

mi croscope.

But then things starta tforigeondvraomdg .t hHe o
his manuscripts is bungl ed. He hears pi a
that a gang of Scandinavian feminists 1is
Orfila, and mowersl idmar kl plsacaen dlut women
window he can see a chapel and a church
believes he’'s being tested i n a similar

More omens appear. A coal i m,t hdref inree tl
finds one that | ooks I|Ii ke two dwarfs emb
He shows them to a painter who believes

Stanislas and Dagny
Ot her events disturb hiindst hao ulgeht.t eGn at dnde
called Uhl (his wife’'s sughame)s, .p ddhtema rh
post marked Vienna and bearing a Polish n
whom he now considbesomedeadhyi eanenmyhi KHe
Berlin are spying on hi m.

25



At New Year 1896 he takes i n an Ameri c a

Yet soon he becomes suspicious, thinking
dr aihiinmgof energy. When he reads i n a par
who's recently disappeared after curing
I's the same. When he confronts him, the

Durgithe spring he receives a letter frr
been i1 i n the hospital. This he | inks

daughter with Frida.

Through reading Honoré dehBalterachs$ n§ér
Swedenborg. Swedenborg was a schol ar who
The New Jerusalem, which will sound f ami
was both an adherent and aecginow bél Seve
Swedenborg and Orfila are watching over
mar bl e head, and his bed dlhathes,| dolsi n g
makes him see positive omens.

But then he Sktehaurmsa nan pied megg @fl ay,dael’ o n a

convinced this is Stanislas come to murd
of his affair with Dagny. He asks about

hostil eeandleetvtasicks down Edvard Munch in
painter”), but gets no satisfactory answ
Dane, on the second by a child holding t
hi s suspicions Iis seen as revenge for Dac
pl ot is a discovery in the Luxembourg ga

I ni tial s.
When he hears of Przybysmwdk&kr 'ef alhire sftin
child, Strindberg believes that his tele

i ntentions away from himsel f. Przybysws
child, but was rel easedetlhreovweglh hlea dhka do fe n
kil | herself though, and he’s al so suspe
Juel | in Tblisi, Georgi a. Strindberg bec
He must | eave Pardisscapeon.n Hehes ges i ad uleas
his experiments: wooded hills around a v
July brings heat and stench. He finds ¢
another with the wordsémbleésra”mailboehi| ma
further proof of their plot to kill him.
l nstead he continues in his attempts to
At night, when he writes, he fcdarehaewvarl |z

sure the man is copying his movements. O
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wall outside, and he thinks it’s Dagny.
he's agitated, it meandg yhe’Ed elxdirngidtyt aad
relatively new, and many people were afr

He moves to a room in the Rue de | a CI €
his main threat now. He beli eves elrecams
to kil hi m. Hi s desperation and hel pl es

| onger enemi es, but t ool sougnudi dreed ibgyi oGio d .h
remorse for deserting his famdrytyrHe Gnad
becomes so suspicious and frightened in

Escape
He fl ees to Dieppe to stay with friends
bl ackened, his cheeks Thadyl etnakien,hihm si nh,ail

doesn’t deserve their kindness. Puni shme
hidden el ectrical devices, but nothing i
He's sure he’ ||l be attacked at twoe o’ ¢
opens the window, | ights candles, and ex
shock. He rushes downstairs to a spare b
Finally he falls asleep on tde”“ Alapcontyr o
Germame German word for nightmare is Alp
no | onger figure in his delwusions.

At | ast he realizes he might be sufferi
Sweden tead ben ttrheeatsanatorium of Doctor EI
country. He’s not an easy patient though

the room above he discovers a wire netit
agai n.

1Strindberg during his stay in Ysta

27



This time a vampire attacks him in the
explains everything to the doctor, he te
his condition. But now hg $bbast®pt dilmeli
because that might wupset the world order

After a change-waft erroacnmstr eganchia ccoolndi ti o
writing and starts work on The I nferno.
mont hetodsd, fhe receives an electric shock
doctor who brings him back to the sanato

Escape comes through a |l etter from Fric
as a chance for nedgmpti bonodeyéeobwhedftebl s
marriage was over. Frida hdaddigi8ram haibretr ly
the real father was the Munich satirist
Awakening (abBeuxwuadadolé¢s adalld oPuatn dao rrae Isu cBtoaxr
who i s murdered) by Jack The Ripper

Seeing Berlin again reminds him of the
crucifi x ®sa nahleanggh ttehne hi s resol ve. Upon ar
daughter, but at t hee spaumei sthiemde fhoer fteheilss L
around the village resembles the one he
being raisedsdhbw, hwbometbempassion wi || b
Her mother, howteoeedo wanhsSnoihdbgrg, an
nemesi s. When he sees her portrait in a
his fist at it. Two hours | ater a storm

puni shment .

Hs moitdhaw and bHhemesihgtsert r oiunb | tehsé mond @ &Idt|
They give him books by Swedenborg. Upon
| andscape that reminds him of the surrou
descriptions of Hell i n the bookmremi ad
catholic, bedatwewvacifleledtt mggs of wunworthines
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The village of Klam (17th century engraving)

One day he hikes through a ravine near
Head.enT he noti c-ee abamiolm em’'ds al garm Heasl shoo r
di scovers a building with -miilxl ompeaeka sngas 4«
traffic in Paris. To him thesenaradaeal bte

his play To Damascus.
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Il n t he—-sRaewiendrom To

Damascus, with Har

Once again his room becomes a source of
of fensive, and at ni ghand ef eneclasr se |lae icotl goicck
t hroswsgholdl@n searching the house he disco
The following night he’s attacked by a p

The family moves t a +Kdwvant. el|Whse amidna sessfmott b

vill age, how the inhabitants are so weig
countryside at night, he associates the
vill agers, because they might idllame shiamd
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A shoemaker in the village, a known attf
his tame | ackdaw. wahkee bamdl fiosl Ipoavess etnhte aftt

then It starts following Strindberg, scr
the bipartiCGnadamil ght Strindberg fl ees t he
returns hoinmsee moWwlaerehé swaoants to die, to b

The sight of children dancing aroiuhmdwa
i nto telling him about a | ocal woman who
i nterprets thagiag bBkerdasgtdtene of his
possession of the woman. At the same tim
witches, instruments of Satan. Further e
suggests e edadbypeérmeni stishaw gPeatrsi sf.e dHi us
and tells him to | eave.

Meanwhi |l e hesosf rheicseicovoerdt inreww ng | i terary
Staying in the university town tofallLsuonddi s
the drawings of Victolaemb&aomelout h e |inaendeat
Jupiter, among them Swedenborg. Now he p
mi ssion now is to tell]l p e osp Iweo rtl hde,y bsehcoauul s
the hell i n which they have to pay for t
Damascus and The Dream Pl ay.

He never entered the Catholic Church ¢t
his usuafi e@matieoms: consuming passion, d
he was a false prophet and a bad joke. O

persecuted.

What Strindberg fails to mention 1 s the
Scandinavians, among them Knut Hamsun an
his poverty. He reacted by saying they d
t hough. Munch wrote on the back (afhamiks ym

The Aftermath

First about his private | ife. Il n 1901 I
starred in many of his plays as the | ead
| mposed on her, andaldsoosceghthittmoi makKe 0d
wife Siri through her children, recogni z
Finland after their divorce. Though she

She passed away isnhddoretrigy sb aefearteér . S
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Artistically his bla8rarr@edhhz2i meotvasmowrvert:
He hi mself describes his activity as f ol

AJust as | have pen and paper ready, it
me, ared myyrks under high pressure to set
written for a whil e, I f eel t hat I am f |
my own causes the pen to glide overetmer:
i nspiration. o

Gone was the realism of his previous pl
Hi s first play was Til|l Damascus (To Dam

conversion occurred on taeTheaDr éeéamtRBRhay
tries to emulate the structure of a dr ea

narrative follows a pattern of stages re
Echoes of theseaenplKayfkacan The fCasnd e, The
Waiting for Godot. We kndwrfiaordbeeargt, aibre cta
this in his diaries.

To Damascus:

A man (called oO06kande (unknbdowasphlkRrany . b &le
refers to himself as a changeling to a I
attracted to her because she has his mot
mot her hated and beat hi mhoThayd al s0ngeeée

anything he wanted. He threw it away, |bu
The | ady reappears bearing a flower, | bt
evil, as well as a medicine d@aiesdt biomka

to the story of Bluebeard as a warni ng.
hi m. He then refers to the story of Melde

They visit her husband, wWh&hswa dseschBobr :
critical of him, and eniolpeesss wa ntdn |[huinvgen o wih
feels persecuted by invisible forces whi
expecting puni shment .

They arrive &t itnhmellUatthdsvaeiplebagt he s mi
telell and a rock formation as the profij |
They | ive with her pdayr entnso tfhceerr amédmkkensd ane r
| at esHe bbakl s into a fever, iI's treated| b

Thenknonwnwecomes a megal omani ac, beli eve
world order. He abandons the | ady. Havijn
banquet iy &GAigrbopoof bscienontnsbseat Thesble,
Uhrknown is arrested when he can’t pay [ ol
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He had overcome his psychosis, but rete
Books he constant|syi mieltaurrintsi &€ so I entew d enre neel

human anatomy, such as the way some <crab
with such powers of reference, he woul d’
reali ze that s uacrhe nceonptian g pnmeetnhoondesn au s ed by
they can |l ead to disruption of the indiwv
On January 22t,hilr9dl 2b,i rhtihsd asyi,x ttyheat er s a
That night, a torchl it ipsr oceessisdieonnc ei ni nh iSst
Tower . He never received the Nobel Prize

James Joyce and George Or wdlelmi nPesmhams fc
championing of woofr kheirss 'a d migrhe rss sSeotmeu p a
prize, much to Strindberg’s chagrin.

Hi s health was failing though. He’' d suf
and had been diagnosed with stomacead.anc
According to his wishes khenphonpoobgwapha d
He was buried with a Bible and a crucifi
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Strindberg asleep at his deslkRoyal Library of Sweden

Sources:

The I nferno, August Strindberg

The Coll ected Plays, August Strindberg

Strindberg andd Heanmessusn, Uharveelr sity of North Carolina P
The Symbiosis of Spirits in Inferno: Strindberg and S
Two psychotic playwrights at Wor k, George Mandel baum
Das Unmbmehageaer Kul tur, Si g muenrd \Werreluadg,, PWMiyecnhoanal yti sc
P-aris, Michael Robinson

Strindbseyrcgholao gpi ¢ al
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AUGUST STRI NDBERG
HALF A PAGE

| f yoddveerpaeceding article, youol!l know that
caused by his jeal ousy. I n this and the foll owi
mar it al probl ems: Ydth eb adelabtdhaauodi fhuils gfuaaniiltyy., and
idea of the complex nature of Strindbergbs pers

The second story contains an incident Strindber
You can find a edepsrcerciepdtiinogn aoft iictl ei.n t h

The | ast haul of furniture was gone; the
i n his hat, went through the hoNc,e mMmakha
forganyghinmogt . Ha t brngtdet mi ged dever to th
went on in thies thbasbal Bway] opadammed agai
tel ephone, hal WMamryamhdasd ewnif,t fseopreco nn e att wi t |
scribblpdncil, some even iIin red.

Three it was, the wholhappeaetdinfgult hotser t wof
Everything he’d forgotten was there. A p

He picked it wup. | t rwaadsi addepipaice iaf anadn he
read

Hemame was the first thing he read: Al i c:«
bride. Then the nunibreanshylmbn 1slh e d ti .k eA bao weu
“bank”. His job, the holy work whindatgawn
his existence. But it was struck out! Th
another, but only after much anxiety.

Then it came! The fl ower shop, the rente
money.

Furnitwr eantdr aleeeror at ors fol |l owed. He was
They moved in.

Then a man’s name, struck out. A friend
coul dn’t bear his fortune. He f éhi ) uceul

Somet hing npew eisn Mrife tceonu i n penci l I n a w
| ady? Ah yes, the one with the big coat,
str ail gntg t heo cdadhrer ibdeadrr oom. oWBnder LHer name
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For the first time the name ofhaatfimbBativ
di screte distance sweds, nohetwasdisalulbédt
She came gl adly, because she was needed.
Here t he el secramdbl es start. A job agency
be engaged. The chemist. Hm! |l t grows da
pasteurized

Schl achter, the businessman, etc. E vaeursyet
the | ady of avhe.l bB®he’es iisn nboetd .

He can’t read what foll ows. Everything b
see on the bottom of the ocean.

The undertaker. Not hing more r oi rbhep arae it
“from dust ”.

Not hing el se! |t ended in dust, that’'s w
Yet he took the piece of sun paper, ki ss
Il n two minutes he’d |Iived through two ye
He held his hedadbulmieplappy, hprbetit mbhe bec
possessed all that was beauti ful and goo

translated from German by Peter Van Belle
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Conductor Crossberg was fond of lying dan the morning, firstly, because he had to
conduct the orchestra in the evening, and secondly, because he drank more than one glas
beer before he went home and to bed. He had tried once or twice to get up early, but had
found no sense in it. He hadlled on a friend, but had found him asleep ; he had wanted to
pay money into the bank, but had found it still closed ; he had gone to the library to borrow
music, but it was not yet open ; he had wanted to use the electric trams, but they had not y
stated running. It was impossible to get a cab at this hour of the morning ; he could not eve
buy a pinch of his favourite snuff; there was nothing at all for him to do. And so he had

eventually formed the habit of staying in bed until late; and aftenealad no one to please
but himself.

He loved the sun and flowers and children; but he could not live on the sunny side of the
street on account of his delicate instruments, which were out of tune almost as soon as the
were put into a sunny room.

Therefoer, on the first of April, he took rooms which faced north. He was quite sure that
there was no mistake about this, for he carried a compass on hisahatchand he could
find the Great Bear in the evening sky.

So far, so good; but then spring came, &neas so warm that it was really pleasant to live
in rooms with a northern aspect. His bedroom joined the stttiom; he always kept his
bedroom in pitckblack darkness by letting down the Venetian blinds; there were no
Venetian blinds in the sitting oon, because they were not wanted there.

And the early summer came and everything grew green. The conductor had dined at the
restaurant "Hazelmount," and had drunk a bottle of Burgundy with his dinner, and therefore
he slept long and soundly, especiallytlzs theatre was closed on that ddg.slept well, but
while he slept it grew so warm in the room that he woke up two or three times, or, at any
rate, he thought he did. Once he fancied that hispeder was on fire, but that was

probably the effect ohie Burgundy; another time he felt as if something hot had touched his
face, but that was certainly the Burgundy; and so he turned over and fell asleep again.

At half-past nine he got up, dressed, and went into the sithoign to refresh himself with a
glass of milk, which always stood ready for him in the morning.

It was anything but cool in the sittirgom this morning; it was almost warm, too warm.
And the cold milk was not cold; it was lukewarm, unpleasantly lukewarm.
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The conductor was not a hi@mpeed man, but he liked order and method in everything.
Therefore he rang for old Louisa, and since he made his first fifty remonstrances always in
very mild tone, he spoke kindly but firmly to her, as she put her head through the door.

" Louisa," he said; you have given me lukewarm milk."
" Oh ! no, sir," replied Louisajt was quite cold, it must have got warm in standing."

" Then you must have had a fire in the room; it's very warm here this morning."

No, Louisa had not had a fire; and she retire¢d the kitchen, very much hurt.

He forgave her for the milk. But a look round the sitttogm made him feel very depressed.

| must tell you that he had built a little private altar in a corner, near the piano, which
consisted of a small table with twowal candlesticks, a large photograph of a young

woman, and a tall, gold edged champagne glass. This glass was the glass he had used on
weddingday, and he was a widower now always contained a red rose in memory of and as
an offering to her who once haéen the sunshine of his life. Whether it was summer or
winter, there was always a rose ; and in the winter time it lasted a whole week, that is to sa
if he trimmed the stem occasionally and put a little salt into the water. Now, he had put a
fresh rosento the glass only last night, andday it was faded, shrivelled up, dead, with its
head drooping. This was a bad omen. He knew what sensitive creatures flowers are, and t
noticed that they thrive with some people and not with others. He remembe&red ho
sometimes, in his wife's lifetime, her rose, which always stood on her littletatold had

faded and died quite unexpectedly. And he had also noticed that this always happened wh
his sun was hiding behind a cloud, which after a while would dissollaege drops to the
accompaniment of a low rumbling. Roses must have peace and kind words ; they can't bez
harsh voices. They love music, and sometimes he would play to the roses and they openet
their buds and smiled.

Now Louisa was a hard woman, anteof muttered and growled to herself when she turned
out the room. There were days when she was in a very bad temper, so that the milk curdle
in the kitchen, and the whole dinner tasted of disamtich the conductor noticed at once;

for he was himself ke a delcate instrument, whose sousp®nded to moods and influences
which other people did not feel.

He concluded that Louisa had killed the rose; perhaps she had scolded the poor thing, or
knocked against the glass, or breathed on the flower angtibatnent which it could not

bear. Therefore he rang again ; and when Louisa put in her head, he said, not unkindly, bu
more firmly than before : " What have you done to my rose, Louisa ? "

"Nothing, sir! "
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" Nothing? Do you think the flower died withoatvery good reason ? You can see for
yourself that there is no water in the glass ! You must have poured it away ! “

As Louisa had done no such thing, she went into the kitchen and began to cry, for it is
disagreeable to be blamed when one is innocent.

Conductor Crossberg, who could not bear to see people crying, said no more, but in the
evening he bought a new rose, one which had only just been cut, and, of course, was not
wired, for his wife had always had an objection to wired flowers.

And then he wetnto bed and fell asleep. And again he fancied in his sleep that thpapeif
was on fire, and that his pillow was very hot ; but he went on sleeping.

On the following morning, when he came into the sittiagm, to say his morning prayers
before the lile altar alas! There lay his rose, all the pink petals scattered by the side of the
stem. He was just stretching out his hand to touch the bell, when he saw the photograph of
his beloved, half rolled up, lying by the side of the champagne glass.

Louisa caild not have done that!

"She, who was my all, my conscience and my muse," he thought in his childlike mind, "she
Is dissatisfied and angry with me ; what have | done?"

Well, when he put this question to his conscience, he found, as usual, more thateone lit
fault, and he resolved to eradicate his faults, gradually, of course.

Then he had the portrait framed and a glass shade put over the rose, hoping that now thing
would be all right, but secretly fearing that they would not.

After that he went on a wealjourney ; he returned home late at night and went straight to
bed. He woke up once, imagining that the hanging lamp was burning.

When he entered the sittingom late on the following morning, it was downright hot there,
and everything looked frightfutllshabby. The blinds were faded; the cover on the piano had
lost its bright colours; the bound volumes of music looked as if they were deformed ; the oi
in the hangingamp had evaporated and hung in a trembling drop under the ornament, whe
the flies ugd to dance; the water in the wabsttle was warm.

But the saddest thing of all was that her portrait, too, was faded, as faded as autumn leave
He was very unhappy, and whenever he was very untsppsent to the piano, or took up
his violin, as the ¢ might be. ...
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This time he sat down at the piano, with a vague notion of playing the sonata in E minor,
Grieg's, of course, which had been her favourite, and was the best and finest, in his opiniot
after Beethoven's sonata in D minor; not because Esaiter D, but because it was so.

But the piano was very refractory-diay. It was out of tune, and made all sorts of difficulties,
so that he began to believe that his eyes and fingers were in a bad temper. But it was not t
fault. The piano, quite siply, was out of tune, although a very clever tuner had only just
tuned it. It was like a piano bewitched, enchanted.

He seized his violin; he had to tune it, of course. But when he wanted to tighten the E strin
the screw refused to work. It had dried apd when the conductor tried to use force, the
string snapped with a sharp sound, and rolled itself up like a driestieel

It was bewitched!

But the fact that her photograph had faded was really the worst blow, and therefore he thre
a veil over the lgar. In doing this, he threw a velil over all that was most beautiful in his life;
and he became depressed, began to mope, and stopped going out in the evening.

It would be Midsummer soon. The nights were shorter than the days, but since the Venetia
blinds kept his bedroom dark, the conductor did not notice it.

At last, one night it was Midsummer night he awoke, because the clock in thersiting
struckthirteen. There was something uncanny about this, firstly, because thirteen is an
unlucky number, andecondly, because no wléhaved clock can strike thirteen. He did not
fall asleep again, but he lay in his bed, listening. There was a peculiar ticking noise in the
sitting-room, and then a loud bang, as if a piece of furniture had cracked. Direety aft
wards he heard stealthy footsteps, and then the clock began to strike again; and it struck a
struck, fifty times a hundred times. It really was uncanny ! And now a luminous tuft shot int
his bedroom and threw a figure on the wall, a strange figoragthing like a fylfot, and it

came from the sittinggoom. There was a light, then, in the sittirogpn? But who had lit 12

And there was a tinkling of glasses, just as if guests were there; champagne glasses of cult
crystal; but not a word was utterg&hd now he heard more sounds; sounds of canvas being
furled, or clothes passed through a mangle, or something of that sort.

The conductor felt compelled to get up and look, and he went, commending his soul into th
hands of the Almighty.

Well, first of allhe saw Louisa's prirdtress disappearing through the kitchen door; then he
saw blinds, bublinds which had been pulled upe saw the diningable covered with
flowers, arranged in glasses; as many flowers as there had been on his wegdiien he
hadbrought his bride home.
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And behold! The sun, the sun shone right into his face, shone on blue fjords and distant
woods; it was the sun which had illuminated the sitiogm and played all the little tricks.

He blessed the sun which had been up so eathe morning and made a game of the
sluggard. And he blessed the memory of her whom he called the sun of his life. It was not
new name, but he could not think of a better one, and as it was, it was good enough.

And on his altar stood a rose, quite freas fresh as she had been before the renaing

work had tired her. Tired, her! Yes, she had not been one of the strong ones; and life with |
blows and knocks had been too brutal for her! He had not forgotten how, after a day's
cleaning or ironing, lse would throw herself on the sofa and say in a compigilikle

voice, "l am so tired Poor little thing, this earth had not been her home, she had only
played once, on tour, as it were, and then had gone far away.

"She lacked sunshine," the doctor Isaid, for at that time they couldn't afford sun, because
rooms on the sunny side are so expensive.

But now he had sun without having known it; he stood right in the sunlight, but it was too
late. Midsummer was past, and soon the sun would disappearsiggiaway for a year and
then come back. Things are very strange in this world !

translatedvy Ellie Schleussner, 1913
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My Heart Cries for the Past by Fernand Knbpf
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HENRI BARBUSSE
FINL CHAPTER EBBGWFER

Henri Barbusse is best known for his novel, Le Feu (translated as Under Fire), published itt iv@k6a
frank account of his experiences as a saldit the front, revealing not just the horrors of trench warfare,
but alsohow the common soldier was mistreated and exploited by the civliéger (Hell) was
published in 1908 and, because of its tit@elincluded an excerpt in this issue.

The main character moves inadoardinghouse He discovers a hidden peephole and through it spies on
consecutive boardersle witnesses scenes of all kinds of love and sex, death and'hislexcerpt is the
last chapter, in which he tells of his decision to le&l&s filled with pain ad guilt over the life he haén
lived. At the same time he feels he has discovered a great secret.

| have given notice. | am going away tomorrow evening, |, with my tremendous memory.
Whatever may happen, whatever tragedies may be reserved for me in the future, my thouc
will not be graver or more important when | shall havedi my life with all its weight.

But my whole body is one pain. | cannot stand on my legs any more. | stagger. | fall back o
my bed. My eyes close and fill with smarting tears. | want to be crucified on the wall, but |
cannot. My body becomes heavier drg@vier and filled with sharper pain. My flesh is
enraged against me. | hear voices through the wall. The next room vibrates with a distant
sound, a mist of sound which scarcely comes through the wall. | shall not be able to listen
any more, or look intdie room, or hear anything distinctly. And I, who have not cried since
my childhood, | cry now like a child because of all that | shall never have. | cry over lost
beauty and grandeur. | love everything that | should have embraced.

Here they will pass agaiday after day, year after year, all the prisoners of rooms will pass
with their kind of eternity. In the twilight when everything fades, they will sit down near the
light, in the room full of halos. They will drag themselves to the window's void. Their
mouths will join and they will grow tender. They will exchange a first or a last useless
glance. They will open their arms, they will caress each other. They will love life and be
afraid to disappear. Here below they will seek a perfect union of hearébdyp they will

seek everlastingness among the shades and a God in the clouds.

The monotonous murmur of voices comes through the wall steadily, but | do not catch wha
is being said. | am like anybody else in a room.

| am lost, just as | was the eveningame here when | took possession of this room used by
people who had disappeared and diethefore this great change of light took place in my
destiny.
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Perhaps because of my fever, perhaps because of my lofty pain, | imagine that someone tl
Is declaimiig a great poem, that someone is speaking of Prometheus. He has stolen light
from the gods. In his entrails he feels the pain, always beginning again, always fresh,
gathering from evening to evening, when the vulture steals to him as it would steal to its
nest. And you feel that we are all like Prometheus because of desire, but there is neither
vulture nor gods.

There is no paradise except that which we create in the great tomb of the churches. There
no hell, no inferno except the frenzy of living. Thes@o mysterious fire. | have stolen the
truth. | have stolen the whole truth. | have seen sacred things, tragic things, pure things, ar
was right. | have seen shameful things, and | was right. And so | have entered the kingdon
of truth, if, while preseving respect to truth and without soiling it, we can use the expression
that deceit and religious blasphemy employ.

Who shall compose the Bible of human desire, the terrible and simple Bible of that which
drives us from life to life, the Bible of our dajg, our goings, our original fall? Who will
dare to tell everything, who will have the genius to see everything?

| believe in a lofty form of poetry, in the work in which beauty will be mingled with beliefs.
The more incapable of it | feel myself, the mbleelieve it to be possible. The sad splendor
with which certain memories of mine overwhelm me, shows me that it is possible.
Sometimes | myself have been sublime, | myself have been a masterpiece. Sometimes my
visions have been mingled with a thrill ofiéence so strong and so creative that the whole
room has quivered with it like a forest, and there have been moments, in truth, when the
silence cried out.

But | have stolen all this, and | have profited by it, thanks to the shamelessness of the truth
revealed. At the point in space in which, by accident, | found myself, | had only to open my
eyes and to stretch out my mendicant hands to accomplish more than a dream, to accomp
almost a work.

What | have seen is going to disappear, since | shall dangathth it. | am like a mother

the fruit of whose womb will perish after it has been born. What matter? | have heard the
annunciation of whatever finer things are to come. Through me has passed, without stayin
me in my course, the Word which does ®tand which, said over again, will satisfy. But |
have finished. | am lying stretched out, and now that | have ceased to see, my poor eyes
close like a healing wound and a scar forms over them. And | seek assuagement for mysel

The last cryl!, as it was théirst.

As for me, | have only one recourse, to remember and to believe. To hold on with all my
strength to the memory of the tragedy of the Room.
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| believe that the only thing which confronts the heart and the reason is the shadow of that
which the heartrad the reason cry for. | believe that around us there is only one word, the
immense word which takes us out of our solitude, NOTHING, | believe that this does not
signify our nothingness or our misfortune, but, on the contrary, our realization and our
deification, since everything is within us.

translated by Edward J. o’ Brien, 1918
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The Town by August Strindberg



PAULI NE BARBI

Bl RMAN

ERI

| once looked into a mirror and saw
a man with no face.
His head was contoured and made out

of ochre coloured lace.

And | felt | knew him,
wanted to askim his name,
when a baleheaded eagle swooped

and took control of the frame.

So the metamorphosis was easy,
a contoured head on both.
| stood in Bryce Canyon, blood red,

dusty, and dry to the throat.

Then | swerved through the pinnacles
amazed by theosind, my voice
boomeranged loudly, jettisoned

features to the ground.

So if you want to meet me,

go to the Indian’s | and,

look for a crimson headed eagle,

talk gently, then | will land.
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B. NEUGENT
THE GOOD OLD DAYS

There were two boys walking towardscé other, both aged about eleven or twelve years
old. They were on the same path but travelling in opposite directions. It was Saturday, so n
school and almost forty years ago, so little traffic on the road. The good old days we might
call them now butfor these two boys, it was just Saturday. There wasn®else on the

street. One of the boys, walking towards the row of houses that spat out the sun each
morning, was tall for his age, slender in build. The other lad, God bless him, was much
shorter andnot wanting to be cruel, could only be described as chubby. It was unusual for
their paths to cross because even though the taller boy lived nearby, the fat kid was rarely
the area. It was even rarer that he would be in town alone and not satackid his

mot her’ s car waiting while she shopped f
big weekly shop. As mentioned, they were about eleven years old, maybe twelve, and so t
tall boy had no sense that the exotic east of Japan lay ymtdbéhat row of houses facing

him as he walked, upright with his hands balled into fists shoved into his pockets. The othe
boy, similarly, did not conceive of the wide expanse of ocean that ended with the grandeur
New Yor k'’ s s kyl ieoahisipath. €hislasente of perapective is, perhaps,
understandable when | mention that the events to follow took place in Ireland and, as we
know only too well, with its relentless rain and endless pillows of clouds, that was no place
to find your beangs with only the track of the sun to give direction.

Neither boy was aware that the incident about to occur would have life changing
consequences. Two young lrish lads, of a similar age and each as similar to the other as te
and slender can be with shand heavy, were walking, in a manner that could be described
as nonchalant, to wherever they were going, expecting nothing remarkable. There they we
Ireland of about forty years ago, the good old days, and, as mentioned, a residential area.
collecton of houses in this part of the world, however small, is called a street and a couple
streets becomes a village. Chuck in a church, a pub, maybe a haberdashery and a set of
traffic lights and you have yourself a town. It is possible these two boyswadking along

the perimeter of a residential estate in a small town in Munster, the most southern of

|l reland’”s four provinces. Perhaps, just
lawless soccer matches occupied the children long intautmeme r s’ evenings
roars of mothers seeking their sons or the confiscation of the football when the owner was
the |l osing team. I n a blink, those summe
of grass was called, was reclaimed lbg birds and miniature wildlife creatures that survived
such close proximity to human settlements. The goal posts became trees once more,
harbouring this microcosm of the natural world. We Irish have expectations of an evocative
setting, something of theatural world that connects us to our pagan, primitive identities, of
which we are so proud, and so | install a bird into our scene. There were probably crows ol
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some version of such inelegance nearby but my personal preference is for the little robin
redbeast, that most delicate of living things, that surely brings more joy than the blackened
beaks of the ravens pulling apart the flattened innards ofslowng vermin who only

made it half way across the road. The redbreast | prefer, like that one framldnhood

with the misshaped wing, hopping in the back door for crumbs. Fully formed, with an
undeveloped right wing, his resourceful scavenging proved most assuredly that nature find

Its way, a notion confirmed wslipsandtthe eobim e i
was seen no more. There was a story from my schooldays, when | was close to the age of
these two boys, the details of which | ¢

Jesus staining the feathers covering the hedhieofedbreast. The details, as | say, | cannot
remember but could, probably, look them up with a simple google search. | choose not to.
Is better to remember the nobility of the robin as something vaguely familiar than to have a
affection stripped bghining too bright a light on a faded image.

So, back to our story and these two boys walking towards each other along a path on the
edge of a housing estate at the perimeter of a small town, with not another living creature i
sight apart from a solitampbin redbreast minding its own business on a telephone wire.
Along the path, a small stream of dirty water trickled through the loose pebbles that time ar
weather dislodged from the tarmac roadway. If you prefer, there was a great river bursting
througha narrow channel off to the left, with heron on the prowl for the salmon who fitfully
cleared the whitéopped water on their way to their source of life, to spawn and start again
this pursuit of living. |t watshd hmorkninmg
an ironic way because they all knew that such expressions were the inventions of Hollywoc
script writers who had this romantic notion of Ireland and the little people in the pastoral
setting of woodlands and birds and allthatshitop of t he morning t
acknowledgement that we didn’t really ta
This was the good old Ireland where the Sunday mass was the opium of the people and th
parish team the methadom¢ot hi ng | i ke today’s big city
with syringes and used condoms, where heroin is the opium of the people and methadone
well , their methadone. And please don’t

This is taking longethan expected but, at last, we have our protagonists, two young boys
aged eleven or twelve, walking towards each other, lost in thoughtless contemplation. The
sun, having risen before him, was now behind the taller boy, casting a glow over the salmo
fill ed river while a trickle of overflow water ran through the pebbles and syringes and
condoms that lined the road, all watched over by a single robin redbreast balanced perfect
on the telephone wire. The smaller lad was carrying a little strapped baa tilye

rucksack, coloured light blue but darkening underneath as the water seeped from his
swimming togs and the towel he had used to dry himself into the fabric of his little rucksack
slung casually over one shoulder. Oh yes, | forgot to mention, foidete the small

residential estate was the local swimming pool and the chubby kid had spent the previous
hour splashing his way up and down the 25 metre length of the pool. Usually, he went
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swimming with his older brother or younger cousin, sometimestar four of his older
brothers and the same number of cousins. For reasons that are unclear, none of his
companions were with him this day, nor had his mother arrived to collect him as was usual
arranged. Most unusually, he walked through the gatdsedwimming pool onto the street
alone, Iinto what most inhabitants of thi
The taller boy lived in this estate with his mother and several older siblings, in a house that
was rented from the local couhand, though never an architectural trophy, was entirely
adequate for the boy and his family. The only misgiving he had was that it was located in
“the wrong side of town” and, of this, h
of the locals o did not live in the estate.

There was a story all over town around this time of a white van prowling the area near the
swi mming pool and kids being dragged int
euphemism most widely used. Similar tales cemppp periodically all over the country and

|l m sure you’'ve heard them. The i dea had
warned their children to be vigilant, not to wander away from their friends, to stay en well
used paths in populated areaardnts rehearsed escape routes with their children and
practised screaming as loud as they could if they were to be approached in any inappropriz
way by strange men driving a white van.
victims were eer named nor was there any prosecutions of predatory child molesters. So,
who knows? That’s not this story. There
for solitary children left unattended and available, no statistical improbability of mabestati
by a stranger given that, statistically, children were far more likely to be raped by a parent
relative or swimming coach or confessor than the unfamiliar plumber asking directions to h
next job, no matter how white his van might have been. Agagntwo boys, whose lives

were to be defined and transformed in the next few moments, were aged only eleven or
twelve. Thirteen at most. Sex was only beginning tequaipy them but had no bearing on
this encounter. They were approaching puberty as sasdlyey were approaching each

other but, at this moment, neither had moved beyond their earliest stages of sexual evoluti
Their voices had started to break and their balls had dropped, tufts of hair were appearing
different parts of their bodies,deing them confused and uncertain and, maybe, a little
anxious moving from the bright light of childhood innocence to this darkened room with
disembodied voices calling them here and there, finding their way by tentative touch into th
unseen. They had bawme less comfortable with girls, stuttering and blushing when talking

to girls who had been in school with them from the start, who had always been around but
now were different. All their bodies, the boys and the girls, were changing shape and they
came 0 know the terror the moth must feel just before its transformation from crawling to
flying with no explanation. These were the days before the internet and computerised mob
phones that give kids today such easy access to anything and everything,esq@tsere to
information was limited, limited to what the more brazen might say in the playground or
what might be overheard when their presence had gone unnoticed in the sitting room at ni
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with the Late Late Show on TV and Gay Byrne lifting rocks stmiding muddy water. These
were the days when the imagination had to work overtime to convert underwear catalogue:
and Star Trek episodes into pornography for the uninitiated. These were the days before S
Trek and society discovered pangender polditg divined an anodyne projection of

sexuality that made it as visceral and immediate as stripping wallpaper, days when these
boys gave thanks for Nichelle Nicols and her impossibly short red skirts and the unlikely
circumstance of needing malignant afiersing mind control to force a kiss with her captain
that broke all rules of racial segregation at a time when that seemed important to people bt
these were reuns and that day had passed for most and these boys were of that age when
everything was redied and distilled into black or white, yes or no, with no shades of dirty
grey to permit doubt nor nuance. They were of an age when their worlds were small and
simple and they could only see in technicolour black and white that Uhura was the most
exquisitd y s exual entity iIin the universe, thc
uneasy when their mothers came into the room when they were watching Star Trek and
thinking of how they would choose to travel the galaxy with this stsiorted embooient

of sexual desire by their sides. They were of an age when they knew their mothers could Ic
i nside their heads and see every lustful
just a “funny”™ feeling i nthathinglinginthew wilkes st
that seemed to stiffen entirely of their own volition, beyond their control until they learned
the techniques of furtive masturbation thatam®, not one single person, ever spoke about
out loud. They learned to keep thempure thoughts to themselves, essential at a time when
they knew their bodies and minds were conspiring together to make sin and every thought
seemed to be sinful. They were at the beginning of something they knew little about. The
years of acting on thedesires were ahead of them and, for now, they said nothing about the
changes they were experiencing, fearful of the negative reception for their singular,
exceptional indulgence in impure fantasies that offended the explicit policy of the church,
which was popular at that time. This all happened before their years of wanting to fuck and
be fucked, dominate and be dominated, on the quiet because these desires come from
somewhere deep and dark inside and contravene the conventions of acceptable behaviout
within the doctrines of the church, in their early years and, later on, progressive sexual
politics that became the norm. In adulthood, in darkened rooms, hidden from sight, one or
both of these boys might have gone on to devise games and safe words tdhearmi
exploration of the disrespectful and the ugly, trying to remember and then enunciate

“Cl ementine! Clementine!” through <cl ench
dripping of candle wax and hands cuffed to the bedpost. Some thingsetleyneeded to

be told, are best left unsaid. For now, none of this was of concern.

The short boy had been dropped off at the swimming pool by his mother just over an hour

earlier when he discovered, by their absence, that his cousins were not goitigete be

Mobile telephones were something from science fiction so he had no prior warning that he
would be alone, but he insisted he would go ahead, have a swim and walk home. His motr
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insisted back that it was not a bother, no bother at all at all anslcghé call back for him

in about an hour. But no, the boy insisted again, almost pleading for the leash to be extend
just a little bit and his mother could see what it was he wanted and, despite her fears for th
part of town and the white van that waported to be patrolling the area looking for
vulnerable children and that he had never walked home alone before and there was so mu
that was new and Christ Jesus could we not just keep something within our absolute contre
despite all that fear andhaety, she agreed that he would walk the mile and a half to their
home on the outskirts of their small town. She had practised with him, after all, what he
should do if he were to be approached by any strangers and everyone said she needed to
coddling him, stop making him a baby, even if he was her baby and the youngest of five
boys, and let him grow up just a little bit. She resisted the imperative from her knowledge ©
the world, she resisted the fleeting impulse to park out of sight to followadealistance

and sat in her kitchen. She put on the kettle and watched the kettle because the clock was
behind it on the kitchen wall. Her son, the fat boy, blinked in the waning sun as he walked
through the gates of the swimming pool complex angetitis head, partly to lessen the

gl are but mostly because that’'s how he a

The taller boy had not been swimming. In fact, he had never used the swimming pool even
though it was practically on his doorstep. He had left home out the baclattoay the

cracked cement of the path laid through the grass of his back yard, though it was not
designed to be cracked. His father was at the front door, pounding his fist against the wooc
panel that had replaced the glass and professing his drunkemloveft he boy’' s
was his fourth day in a row to call, which was at least two more than was usual. He, the
boy’'s father, must have come into money.
taller, the boy walked quickly with a stiff gait paise back of his row of houses, unseen by
his father who would have been unable to avoid enlisting his assistance to gain entry to the
house that he, the father, had not lived in for almost a decade. There were still fights in the
house, as you could onlxgect with five brothers living in such close proximity, but less
damage was done since their father had returned to his parents in the neighbouring estate
The tall boy had learned to survive his brothers and the unpredictable visits of his father. H
coud mix it with all of them, landing enough solid blows to garner, if not respect, at least
circumspection. Sometimes, leaving the house was essential to survival, going for a stiff
walk into town or sitting under the goal post trees in the dark, unsedodsy preparing the
used condoms that would be discarded so casually in the undergrowth of the shrubs dottec
through “The Green’”.

And so, we come to the hub of this incident, the heart of the life changing experience. Som
of the following details are just bit indistinct. Well, not indistinct as such, more that there
are contradictory accounts believed by the two boys. The tall boy, in his head, arranged it
that the other kid, head down and not watching where he was going, walked straight into
him, bounang him backwards a step or two. The shorter boy was not certain how they
collided, accepted he may have failed to notice the obstacle in his path but suspected, at
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some level, that the other kid deliberately and forcefully struck him in the head with his
shoulder. Given that, even had he raised his head, his topmost extremity would barely have
reached the other boy’' s chest, there 1is
boy may have moved into his path and dipped his shoulder so as tdstrika the

forehead and provoke a confrontation. Whichever way, the collision happened, and the tall
boy, feeling rightfully aggrieved, utter
fatso?” The shorter boyhahgedndihat\Wag thai mevasc e r
fatso. It was not new to him and he recognised the descriptive appellation immediately. The
rest, he did not recognise. Although he too lived in a house with four older brothers and a
father who was a less uninhibited druhkn that of the taller boy facing him with the fist
withdrawn from the pocket and raised for express delivery, he had learned that invisibility,
despite his rotundness, was the best means of survival. His older brothers, in line with theil
physical maturi, required more frequent interventions from their parents, allowing the little
fat brother to drift through unnoticed, something that stoked anxiety in his mother when she
had finished separating his brothers, assessed and treated injuries accordag \tghie

the conflict raged between the other boys in the house, he moved to another room to watcl
TV and agreed with the growing consensus
imagined her without it.

“What the fuck f athmg Phe talleribey repeated tHe foyr wards,i d
placing greater emphasis on the last two. Still, the other boy said nothing. He just stood,
motionless, like the concrete footpath had softened enough for his feet to sink a little, and
then hardened again, klaig his feet, and therefore his legs, upper body and head in a form
of paralysis. Thoughts swirled about his
| ook on the face of the angry boy. He t h
formulate a response, his words jumbled about, taking on a sequence that made them
incomprehensible inside his head that would not have been improved if spoken aloud. The
taller boy wore a grimace and raised his fisted hand higher, drawing it back behind
shoulder, his elbow cocked. He waited momentarily. Nothing. He flung his fist forward with
all his might and made sweet connection with his right fist into the left cheek of the boy
facing him. They say boxers know when they have delivered a knodkeufrom the

satisfying crunch of fist against face, with no need to wait for the crumbled body of their
opponent to hit the canvas. The tall boy had this feeling as his fist smacked against the fat
boy’ s cheek, wunl eas hi nglata Evenaagles healt lseat fasiex, c
pounding the inside of his chest, the tension fled from his neck and shoulders and he stooc
panting breathlessly, facing the Ilittle
had recoiled from the impact the solid punch but he remained upright, possibly because
his feet were encased in concrete. He felt a trickle of blood inside his cheek where his teet
had torn a small cut and turned his tongue to the spot, stopping the flow of blood and leavi
him with a taste of iron. He picked up his light blue rucksack and slung it back over his
shoulder and stood silently looking at the other boy, with a blank, unreadable expression o
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his face. The taller boy stood waiting, seconds stretched to breaking, reédihige could
from the ambiguity of the other boy’'s f a
seemed to say. But not in a challenging way. Like a genuine enquiry. The smaller boy
couldn’t see his own face, o ébédyformuwasngagny b u
kind of question. He was processing but it was like reading a text in another language that
didn’t even share an alphabet. The momen
looked around, his hand still clenched tight in a fist, tde, was unsure of what to do next,
waited for a reaction and, nothing forthcoming, pushed past the other boy who then began
walk slowly away, down towards the main road and his route home. The taller boy stopped
few steps away amdl” shwtuttelde “dtahermalsday di
around and said nothing in response.

Neither boy ever spoke to anyone about this incident. There were no withesses, a10

the street storing the memor y periencdsthéeyhe s
might share in hushed tones at the school or church gatemd\itere, apart from the robin,
which was busy keeping watch for its next meal to appear out of the long grass. The two
boys were in different schools, played different games diféerent friends, so never

properly crossed paths again, except for one brief encounter some years later at the carniv
that visited the town every year, when their eyes met for a fleeting moment as one huddle
teenagers passed the other. The merstimed in recognition, the tall boy was no longer tall
but the short fat boy was unchanged. They paused momentarily, as though to say somethi
anything, but they both looked away and followed their particular crowd to wherever they
were going. They nevanentioned this incident to anyone, never spoke out loud about what
had happened.

So, where does this leave us? Underwhelmed, perhaps? Stretching it a bit to calt this life
changing? Not all/l of Iife’ s f or maSure there ev
Is the dramatic upending of tragic bereavement, say, or winning the lottery or, god forbid, t
instantaneous demolition of anyone who may have been dragged into the back of that whit
van. Trauma | eaves it s rseragslsarelyab anearthgaakekmighta
change the path of a river, installing a signpost, if not a billboard, to identify the point of
divergence, the starting point of this new pathway from there to here. Sometimes, though,
these significant lifeeventsdot come as a bl ast, but | i ng¢
whisper than a shout. In close, a persistent, insistent, relentless whisper, nagging and
unforgiving. Even a glancing impact on a body in motion can change its course to an
emphatic degree, thoughet extent of the deviation may only become clear much further
down the road. Neither boy thought very much about their encounter in the days that
followed. Sometimes, though, they returned to this relatively insignificant episode in their
efforts to crysthise their current selves, make sense of the decisions and habits that formec
their, for want of a better word, “perso
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This little moment stands out in the memories of our two boys, becoming a reference point
adulthood, to be examined andargreted, the interpretation and remembering becoming a
further reference point requiring further examination. And on and on. Forever whispering,

| i ke that time, sitting around his mothe
adopted theiroles of organiser, ambassador, treasurer and, bless us, chief mourner. Or tha
time when the school principal gave the dressing down over the teenage offspring getting
into a fight and knowingly giving halfuths in response. Yes, he would talk to hinh bu

under no circumstances would he disguise his admiration for his son standing up to a bully
Or those times when he struggled to resolve neighbourly conflicts, was dismissed and take
for granted by the brothers, the dodge and avoidance that becamerm, pladt jumbled

words swallowed before they became a scream. He told himself he held himself in tight rei
for fear of what he might do were he ever to unleash the rage. He silently answered the
whisper, telling himself that eagjoing was not pathologitade almost convinced himself

that the fight was just not in him. He rationalised and mitigated to the point of desperation
and told himself things that sort of made sense, but maybe not really, and never said out
loud, even to his wife, because he stidlld make no sense of his failure to react to this
situation with the tall boy. There were more important, resonant events in his life but the fa
boy, decades later, still found he could not articulate this incident with clarity as to its
significance, ther than an acceptance that it iluminated a fault in his internal wiring, a flaw
that permeated so much that followed.

The other lad, the taller boy, too, returned to this incident and, though for different reasons,
he also never spoke to anyone aboist émcounter. The closest he came was that time in
rehab when participants were assigned the task of writing something shameful from their
past history. He had done worse, caused more hurt and harm, but very few of his misdeed:
could match the purity of th single punch, encapsulating the rottenness that was eating him
up inside. Each slip of paper was collected by the counsellor, placed in a small metal bin a
unread, a match put to them in a ceremonial cleansing. His thoughts whispered the resilier
of the little fat kid, his unwillingness to be drawn into a meaningless scrap, his strength to
maintain his dignity and refusal to be demeaned. All this formed a reference point during hi
recovery. He remembered vividly the exhilaration he felt when |gnithat punch, the

potency of brutal strength that was his to command, how violence released the weight that
tightened his neck and shoulders. He remembered all of this when he left the drugs behind
and learned to fix cars for a respectable living, whegused his son and daughter through
their times of confusion, keeping them beside him as they stripped engines together and,
before that, when he pleaded, begged, hi
|l et s do it di ddraggeckbadk inty thad gnodald dark place whetendo
speaks about what is going on.
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ALUN ROBERT

FOR I TS ARMI STI CE DAY

Massed pipers play a parting | ament.
Long trip home for women, and men.
Wounded, broken, battle scarred yet spar
Childresromceone, someone who cared. The
fortuitous played an untouchabl e hand
evading bullets, avoiding | and mines.
Though for them, lucky and bl essed,
peace had arrived not a day too soon. As
those mai med and broken play pain for ev
' iTttl e revaer & afcan ftilcem, t

Mi ssing a |l eg or arm or eye or their min
Mi ssing out on a |ife |Iike you and | . Wh
fear, terror played in the hearts of all
confronting an enemy much | i ke them.
Guilt for slaughtering in the rage of ©ba
Guilt of being $mdded Fos comr ade

death plays out the ultimate cost

gone from earth to ethereal fields

not to return and hence for them

it did not matter who won or who | ost. T
proletariat who play a tense waiting gam
awaiting news of their | oved ones

who put onekioesthevesp

not in their parish but in distant field
politicians played their nefarious cards
claiming the gain no matter the cost

to economies broken for economy sake

of false information, news that’'s fake.
medi a and the nmowties conflict plays
portraying gory details only the few cou
with a stench of skirmish abhorrent to t
caught in the middle in their ruined hom
di aspora is played by innocent families
vanqui shed from | ands where they had gro
to new battle aglrioeunn dgsh etnt os om

for a new |ife of tension, acrid discrim
memories play tricks as memories are sha
for days and nights, months and years

en pursuit of a |l asting, peace not war.
Massed rejoicing for its Armistice Day.
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Ol SI' N BREEN
A MOORLANBNRERED THROUGH SIL

My thoughts tangled, warped,

A weave worn heavy, a thicket.

Today, | can only know what | have creat
And it wil/l never be more than a simul ac
Here then, as | watch the Dblackbird, and
It i s entrastedgsbybmy @abeo afraid, and m
lts plush and col oured tail

A fitful requiem to a once |l ong service
Yet, though | have traded places, over t
Refl ections, | i ngepphg, BEwmaporeaetverl| astin
And reincorporate, each and every minute
|l nside me, | eaving me all too aware that

And where once sharp keratin tore open f
Now a nexus of ixcmemnnthobdbrdesatflasdand hei Inew or
And | | ov e, I | ove, | understand,

And | know | can not amply balance root

| am therefore a weed among a field of f
More comfortable with the howling wind,
Depser ate, as | flit between satisfaction

Terri fied the world out t here will [ i mi t
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And in clenching

Unabl e to hol d

am afraid

t hat

Than an exerci se
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and unclenching my fi st

ont o what might be,
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After a long careeas a professor of Classics (specialising in Latin literafeae) Murgatroyd retired four
years ago and started writing novels ahdrsstories. Seventeen of the latter have been published or
accepted for publication, along with three poems in English and over fifty of his Latin poems.

Henry Spiess(18761940) a Swiss poet, studied in Paris, but returned to Geneva. Only publisked thr
poetry collections.

Xavier Mellery (18451921) a Belgian Symbolist painter.

Willem Johan Barbieri: see article in The Kleksograph issue 5

Peter Van Belleis the editor of The Klecksograph. He has also published poems and stories in Great
Britain, Irdand, New Zealand, Canada, the US, and Belgium.

August Strindberg: see articlen this issue.

Fernand Knopff (18581921) Belgian Symbolist painter and sculptor

Hugo Steiner(1880-1945)Czech illustrator

Henri Barbusse(18731 935) French journalist, poet, and no
a paciist and 41 years old, he volunteered for the French army in 1914, and took part in combat on the fro
Received the Croix de Guerre. Published Le Feu in 1916 detailing the horrors and injustices qf the war
which earned him the Prix GoncouBecame a nmaber of the communist partied in Moscow of

pneumonia.

| an C ok hashbées published in Antipodes, BBC Radio 4 Sounds, cordite, The Dalhousie
Review,San Pedro River Revievriffith Review, Poetry Salzburg Review, Southword, & The Stony
Thursday Book & Two Thirds North His seventh book is wonder sadness madness joy, Ginninderra (Port
Adelaide). He writes in the Gippsland Lakes area of Victoria, and on Flinders Island.
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