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缘起·代序

“一个作家，一座城”系列是一套奇妙的作品。

之所以说是“奇妙”，一是缘于成书的方式——图书的引进、实现

者就是它的读者，这些古老的经典，藉由互联网的思维方式在当下呈

现。

书的选题全部来源于中国最大的译者社区——“译言网”用户自主

地发现与推荐，是想把它们引进中文世界的读者们认定了选题，而这

些书曾影响了那个时代，这些书的作者成就了作品，也成为了大师。

每本书的译者，在图书协作翻译平台上，从世界各地聚拢在以书

为单位的项目组中。这些天涯海角、素昧平生，拥有着各种专业背景

和外语能力的合作伙伴在网络世界中因共同的兴趣、共有的语言能力

和相互认同的语言风格而交集。

书中的插图是每本书的项目负责人和自己的组员们，依据对内容

的理解、领悟寻找发掘而来。

每位参与者的感悟与思索除了在译文内容中展现，还写进了序言

之中，将最本初的想法、愿望、心路历程直接分享给读者。因此，序

也是图书不可分割的内容，是阅读的延伸……

所以，这套书是由你们——读者创造出来的。

二是缘于时间与空间的奇妙结合——古与今、传统与现代在这里

形成了穿越时空的遇见。



百多年前的大师们，用自己的笔和语言，英语、法语、德语、日

语……来描摹那时的城市，在贴近与游离中抒发着他们与一座城的情

怀。而今天的译者们，他们或是行走在繁华的曼哈顿街头，在MET和
MOMA的展馆里消磨掉着大部分时间；或是驻足在桃花纷飞的爱丁

堡，写下“生命厚重的根基不该因流动而弱化”这样的译者序言；又或

者流连在东京的街头，找寻着作为插图的老东京明信片……他们与大

师们可能走在同一座城的同一条路上，感觉着时空的变幻，文明的演

化，用现代的语言演绎着过去，用当代的目光考量着曾经的过往。

然后，这些成果汇集在了“译言·古登堡项目”中，将被一个聚合了

传统与现代的团队来呈现。这里有——电脑前运行着一个拥有着400多
位图书项目负责人、1500多名稳定译者，平台上同时并行着300多个图

书项目的译言图书社区小伙伴们；有对图书质量精益求精的中青社图

书编辑；有一位坚持必须把整本的书稿看完才构思下笔的设计师……
一张又一张的时间表，一个又一个的构思设想，一次又一次的讨论

会……

就这样，那些蜚声文坛的大师们、那些他们笔下耳熟能详的城市

带着历史的气息，藉由互联网的方式进入了中文世界，得以与今天翻

开这本书的你遇见……

好的书籍是对人类文化的礼赞，是对创作者的致敬。15世纪中

叶，一个名叫约翰内斯·古登堡的德国银匠发明了一种金属活字印刷方

法。从此，书籍走出了象牙塔，人类进入了一个信息迅速、廉价传播

的时代，知识得以传播，民智得以开启，现代工业文明由此萌发。

今天，互联网的伟大在于它打破了之前封闭的传承模式，摒弃了

不必要的中间环节。人的一生何其短暂，人类文明的积淀浩如烟海，

穷其一生的寻寻觅觅都不可能窥探其一二。而互联网给人们、给各个

领域以直面的机会，每个人都可以参与，每个人都有机会做到。人类



文明的积淀得以被唤醒、被发现，得以用更快、更高效的方式在世界

范围内传播。

“让经典在中文世界重生”——“译言·古登堡项目”的灵感是对打开

文明传播之门的约翰内斯·古登堡的致敬。这个项目的创造力，来自于

社区，来自于协作，来自于那些秉承参与和分享理念的用户，来自于

新兴的互联网思维与历史源远流长的出版社结合在一起的优秀团队。

从策划到出版是“发现之旅”——发现中文世界之外的经典，发现

我们自身；是“再现之旅”——让经典在中文世界重生。这套作品的出

版是对所有为之付出智慧、才华、心血的人们的礼赞。

这是多么奇妙的事情，多么有意思的事业。

我的朋友，当你打开这本书的时候也是开启了一段缘。我们遇见

了最好的彼此。也许，你就是我们下一本书的发现者、组织者或是翻

译者……

所以，这就让这段“缘起”代序吧。



作者小传



詹姆斯·斯蒂芬斯（James Stephens）（？—1950年12月26日）是

一位爱尔兰小说家和诗人。作品种类丰富，涵盖了小说、诗歌、选

集、杂集、通讯文、文学评论等，代表作主要有《金坛子》《半神》

《迪尔德丽》《爱尔兰神话故事》《国王和月亮》等。当中许多作品

以全新的方式讲述了爱尔兰的神话故事，幽默感十足，同时不乏抒

情。他的几部原创小说也是从爱尔兰的神话故事中汲取灵感。《金坛

子》更是经久不衰，不断为后人传颂。他的作品极大限度地保留了爱

尔兰的文化特色，向读者传达了爱尔兰的风俗习惯，记录了爱尔兰一

个伟大的转折，至今我们仍能在都柏林市中心的作家博物馆里找到他

的作品。

不过人们不清楚这位伟大作家的出生年份，连他自己也不记得。

据说他两岁时，父亲就去世了，母亲则改嫁他人。由于他的母亲曾在

爱尔兰革命领导人科林斯的家里干活，科林斯后来收养了这个无家可

归的孩子。他与另外两个被收养的孩子一同被送往米斯郡新教技术学

校（是当地的一家孤儿院）。斯蒂芬斯的身高仅有160多厘米，由于身

材矮小，人们亲切地称他为“小提姆”。在校期间，他和其他两个被收

养的兄弟托马斯和理查德赢得了好几项田径比赛的冠军。斯蒂芬斯自

小就有英雄情结，痴迷科林斯家族英勇的部队故事，要不是因为体型

的原因，他肯定会当一名战士。同时他还自学了速记法，毕业后成为

一名律师的速记员。工作期间他并未放弃对文学的兴趣和热情，他阅

读大量文学作品，并开始创作诗歌和小说。虽然他从未接受过正式的

文学教育，但他的作品中均体现出天赋和出色的文学能力。著名爱尔

兰诗人乔治·威廉·拉塞尔（George William Russell）阅读过他的诗歌手

稿后，对他的才华表示赞赏。斯蒂芬斯于1905年出版了最早期的故

事，不到两年就被世人称为“爱尔兰天才”。在拉塞尔的帮助和鼓励

下，斯蒂芬斯于1909年出版了第一本诗集《起义》，这部作品与他后

期关于1916年都柏林起义的回忆录同名。1911年，他在《爱尔兰文学

评论》上推出首部小说《女佣的女儿》，为他在当时人才辈出的爱尔



兰文学界赢得一席之地。《金坛子》的出版则为他迎来人生中的第一

个成功。这部当代奇幻小说描述了两位哲学家、小妖精和爱尔兰诸神

之间的神奇故事，被认为是微型小说的经典之作，并赢得了1912年的

波利尼亚克奖。随后斯蒂芬斯推出另外一部奇幻小说《半神》，原本

他打算出版五卷爱尔兰神话故事，但最后只完成了两卷，取名为《半

神》。这部作品讲述了三位天使降临人间，去陪伴一名魅力十足的爱

尔兰流浪汉，获得了金奖。从那时起，斯蒂芬斯的创作基本上建立在

耳熟能详的爱尔兰传奇故事之上。

斯蒂芬斯婚后育有两子，其家庭生活并未被外人所熟知。他将毕

生的精力都投入保护爱尔兰的文化、艺术、语言和文学。作为爱尔兰

艺术方面的权威，多年来他一直担任都柏林博物馆的副馆长。斯蒂芬

斯长期奔波于巴黎、伦敦和都柏林。1912年，斯蒂芬斯接受托马斯·柏
德金（Thomas Bodkin）的建议，前往巴黎，直至1915年才回国。18世
纪 30年代，他认识了爱尔兰伟大的作家詹姆斯 ·乔伊斯（ James
Joyce）。乔伊斯误以为斯蒂芬斯与自己同年同月生，他当时正忙于完

成《芬尼根守灵夜》，担心自己能力有限，于是希望斯蒂芬斯能助他

一臂之力，提议两人为此书的共同作者，署名为“JJ&S”（跟当时在爱

尔兰本土流行的威士忌名称相同）。然而这个计划并未实施，乔伊斯

最终凭一己之力顺利完成了这部作品。1922年，斯蒂芬斯移居伦敦，

成功转型为一名英国广播公司的播音员，其节目得到了公众的好评。

1937至1950年间，他录制了超过70期谈话节目。即使是在第二次世界

大战爆发期间，他仍然坚持录制节目，不断提升自己的英语水平，直

至去世前，他仍在录制节目。1947年他被都柏林圣三一学院授予文学

荣誉博士。

斯蒂芬斯最具影响力的作品非《都柏林的暴动》莫属。这是一部

杂集，于1916年出版，以日记的形式描述了作者在1916年复活节起义

期间的所见所闻，从普通百姓的角度讲述了这场起义在都柏林甚至整



个爱尔兰的历史意义。更值得注意的是，他有多位好友都在这场起义

中牺牲。他的好友托马斯·麦克多纳（Thomas MacDonagh）也在这场

起义中被处决了。

1916年4月24日的复活节，在都柏林发生了一场声势浩大的武装暴

动，是自1798年爱尔兰起义以来最具历史意义的起义，后来被世人称

为“复活节起义”。当时的欧洲深陷于第一次世界大战中，硝烟四起，

英军忙于与法国在战争前线周旋，无暇顾及偏居一隅的爱尔兰。这为

爱尔兰的民族独立运动提供了难得的机会。复活节清晨，爱尔兰共和

兄弟会（IRB）帕特里克·皮尔斯（Patrick Pierce）和市民军首领康诺

利（Conolly）带领1000多名志愿军揭竿而起，迅速占领了都柏林市中

心的各个主要机构，邮政总局被作为志愿军的指挥部。皮尔斯在最繁

华的街道萨克维尔街上高声朗读了著名的《复活节宣言》。

“在上帝与缔造了古老民族独立传统的诸位先烈之名义下，爱尔

兰，以吾等之口，号召她的儿女们集合到她的旗帜之下，为她争取自

由！”

选自《复活节宣言》

志愿军都是一群来自中产阶级和无产阶级的青年，他们怀抱着革

命的理想，渴望寻求爱尔兰的自由和独立。英国派遣了2万名英军前往

都柏林，迅速包围了市中心，并对起义军所占领的地区进行大规模的

炮轰。由于志愿军缺乏战略意识和重型武器装备，仅仅6天，这场起义

就遭到了政府军的镇压，宣告失败。帕特里克·皮尔斯及其他12名起义

领袖随后便被送上军事法庭，以叛国罪处以极刑。

虽然这场起义从军事角度而言是失败的，但它促进了国内民众爱

国主义意识的苏醒，是爱尔兰独立的里程碑。起义初期，国内民众态



度暧昧，并未对起义表示明确的态度。然而经过短短6天的枪林弹雨，

民众逐渐意识到爱尔兰独立的重要性。

这场起义也唤醒了斯蒂芬斯内心的爱国主义，这份情感让他与其

寄养的家庭渐行渐远，双方分歧越来越大。20世纪初期，斯蒂芬斯的

政治倾向偏向于社会主义，呼吁社会各界重视保护爱尔兰语，他自己

能流利使用爱尔兰语。然而自1912年起，他成了一名彻头彻尾的爱尔

兰共和党人。当时与他相交甚密的是托马斯 ·麦克多纳（Thomas
MacDonagh）。麦克多纳曾是《爱尔兰文学评论》的编辑，掌管着爱

尔兰剧院，同时也是圣·恩达学校的副校长，后来成为1916年复活节起

义的领袖之一。起义失败后，麦克多纳也难逃一死。斯蒂芬斯眼看着

多位起义领袖（包括他多名好友在内）被枪决，就好比眼看着“血从门

缝底下不断往外涌”。

主要作品：

——Insurrections 《起义》（1909）

——The Crock of Gold《金坛子》（1913）

——The Marriage of Julia Elizabeth《茱莉亚·伊丽莎白的婚

礼》（1913）

——The Insurrection in Dublin 《都柏林的暴动》（1916）

——Irish Fairy Tales《爱尔兰神话故事》（1920）

——Deirdre《迪尔德丽》（1923）

——In the Land of Youth 《青春之地》（1924）

——Kings and the Moon《国王和月亮》（1938）



熊秀莹整理



前言

起义的前一天正好是复活节的周日，人们都正忙着在教堂里欢

呼“基督复活了”，而紧接着的第二天，他们又聚到街上呼喊着“爱尔兰

复活了”。能在这一刻和她在一起，我们都觉得无比荣幸。这所有的预

兆看来都是不错的，我想我们预期的目标也都算是完成了。因为我坚

信她不会再卑微到尘埃里，不会再被埋没。从这一天开始，这个神圣

的复活节周，每一天都在翻开起义新篇章。这看似匆匆掠过的一瞬，

却定格成了非凡而独特的一刻，而作者总是能将这些时刻描绘得准确

而立体。

这本书中的一些章节并非就是这场起义的史实。对这场起义我一

无所知。当下，我对它也还是一无所知，也许到若干年后，这场起义

的真相才会浮出水面，为世人所知。而我所写的，无非是陈述了下这

座城市的四分之一区域内刚发生的故事，同时也是在这将近两周时间

里的流言蜚语和悬念剧情的集合。而就在这两周里，这些无数的流言

与悬念，却是都柏林人唯一关注的新闻信息，就像面包之于人一样的

重要。

今天，5月的第八天，这本书完稿了，而就当爱尔兰成为关注焦点

时，这场暴动也结束了。主动权现在落到了英格兰的手中，他们成了

能够定义和决定这场暴动究竟是结束了，还是平定了的一方。

关于对这个国家的制裁，英国的那些政治家们似乎很少有所谓的

政治想象力。有时候他们会偏向公正那么一下下；有时候，或者说经

常性的情况下，他们并不公正。从某一刻开始，我变得厌恶甚至鄙视

所谓的公正。公平公正是上帝所有的属性，只有他能够妥善地处理这



些问题。在人与人之间，没有什么道德约束能够做到像上帝一样仁慈

地给予最完美的答案。我也从没奢望过这次所谓的人类伦理鉴定能够

代替上帝的公平公正。不过我基本没有在文中提及这些，因为我想那

些善良的人们需要的是去享受这些文字带来的欢笑，这还能有助于他

们消化系统的运作呢。

我对人类充满信任，但我不相信政治家。不过我相信世界在不停

地前进，我相信这个转动星球的重量将为爱尔兰带来自由的风。是

的，我把这一天定义为爱尔兰自由之路启程的第一天，这份信念可以

让我不去沉悼于那些因此牺牲的好友。

也许这不值一提，但我还是想说，事实上爱尔兰并没有因此战

栗；相反，她还因此而兴奋，变得更加活泼。她并没有参与这场起

义，但是数月后她将参与，她那颗凋零的心即将再次因那些愿意为她

而死的人们温暖起来。她会让自己变得更值得拥有这份忠诚，并且让

这份忠诚永远追随。那一点点的动力就足够让我们掀起对爱尔兰的澎

湃心潮。

描述这些情节对英国读者有什么益处吗？除了急性子的坏毛病之

外，他们从未脱离过英式思想。到了今天这样的危急时刻，这些英式

思想却变成了迄今为止最无用的思想。在这殊死的结点，他们不能更

觉无力了。于是乎，英格兰也变成了爱国者，仅仅是因为国家当下需

要爱国者。在和平时代，爱国者只是庸人一枚，而非猛鲨一头。理想

主义者往往兴于和平年代，而死于战争年代。我们的理想主义者已

亡，而你们的也将在数小时内灭亡。

那些英国脑袋们大概今天终于开始读懂了我们到底是怎么回事，

也开始理解为何这几个世纪以来我们都过得如此“痛楚”。就让他们好

好地看看我们，我不是说去看那破败街道上还燃着的烟雾，而是透过



北海翻腾至瑞士的云雾，去读懂他们灵魂中关于过去各场起义以及这

一场的真理所在。

难道说英国在欧洲还有朋友？我就这么认为。他们当下的那些盟

国都是昨日的敌人，而政治关系变化就是决定他们下一步关系走向的

唯一因素。我这么觉得，但目前也不完全确定，就是她（英格兰）还

是有一位潜在朋友的，只要她不觉得有一位朋友也嫌多，也会拖累

她。这一位潜在朋友就是爱尔兰。我敢保证，如果我们两国间的问题

能妥善处理，两国间的敌意就没有任何理由继续留存，取而代之的将

是太多建立友谊的理由。

可能这个提议会被否决，因为爱尔兰的利用价值太低，领土面积

太小，人口数量也少到无法帮助任何盟国。60余年前，我们的人口数

量就将近一百万，而到现在我们还是没有太多的新生人口。在面积

上，爱尔兰不是一个大国，但也并非微不足道。萧先生[1]曾把爱尔兰

称为“一个神奇而偏远的长圆白菜的地方”。如果以这样的方式来形

容，那罗马可能就被叫作“鸡棚”了，而希腊就是“后院”了。而一个严

肃的事实是，爱尔兰的地域面积其实比任何一个欧洲独立繁荣王国都

要大。从人类生活以及社会需求角度来说，爱尔兰其实是一个大国，

同时也是一个美丽富饶的可开发之地。如果有充满美意与信任的任务

交付于她，你将发现，她是一个值得被了解、被尊重的国度。

我相信当这场浩大的战争结束时，“征服海洋”的意志会义无反顾

地在各个国家的每一双手、每一个充满雄心壮志的胸膛间传递。而对

英格兰来说，她一定从未如此着急地要寻找一个伙伴。确实，我们可

能是她的敌人，或者说我们也有去小小伤害她一下的可能性——但更

值得相信的是，我们可以成为她的朋友，可以在真正意义上帮助到

她。



我们的友谊应该让那些政治家去拍板决定吗？用他们创造的那一

点点早就提出过的政治理想？那就让英格兰以自由之名来装备我们

（这是英格兰欠爱尔兰的债），但不是以一个吝啬鬼的姿态去安排一

个穷苦女亲戚的艰辛生活，而是以一位富有的父亲妥善安顿自己儿子

生活的方式。我担心我这样讲会不会太逗笑读者了，不过也就这点过

头的笑是有益健康的。

如果爱尔兰获得了自由——正如我所相信的那样——那么复活节

起义就是那唯一一件早该发生的事了。暂时不考虑其他因素，我单纯

以一位爱尔兰人的身份表态：如果爱尔兰用尽全力后，自由真如美好

礼物般来临，但如果那份所谓的和平礼物的到来，是像什么时候想起

就随手赠人一磅茶叶那般的随意，那么爱尔兰会带着一脸的耻辱去接

受这份礼物，这份象征着她几个世纪以来的抗争，却以一个笑话结尾

的礼物。想象中美好的国家蓝图是带领着人民向自由迈进的蓝图，但

是当这份预想的蓝图搅和进此类可怕的事物，那么勇士之血该去完

成、去圣化这个使命。而这一年在爱尔兰，这份蓝图及相关的思想意

识都停滞不前。在这般温顺的状态下，可预见的结果就是失败，如果

不是失败，也至少会被震慑到。而战争的发生（看在我们那份骄傲的

分上，称它是场战争），也起因于爱尔兰还没能够勇敢地承担起她的

继承权。我们就好像是被驯养着的人，慢慢地向着自由爬行了许久。

而现在，我们好像是开始被允许以战争的名义向自由进军。我始终呼

吁的那份政治想象蓝图是英格兰允许爱尔兰正式与她讲和，并且这份

和平将是持久的、永恒的，但如果给我们的自由是有限制、有猜疑，

以及吝啬的，那这份并不值得接受的“自由”将让人根本不知道该如何

去感谢。

在前几页有引用到一封我写给萧伯纳先生且发布在《新时代报》

的信。这封信有些欠考虑，随后发生的事件也已经证明它不仅无意

义，还有些荒谬。不过之后，我还是在那份热情友好的杂志上向萧先



生道了歉，但因为该有的影响已经漫布空中，我的表态也被理解为赘

述。在那封信里，在这本书中，我做出的关于他的每一个论述都是错

误的。后来，当政治目的开始被极力掩藏起来时，他开始追逐公正开

明，像位勇敢的思想家一样，当然，也是作为一位伟大的爱尔兰人。

由于在这个国家发生的上述事件有进一步的发展，情况不再相

同。诛刑早已执行，人们不能理直气壮地去呵斥军事法庭所采取的措

施。看在顾全两国的利益的分上，这行为也是该受到谴责的。

我说过，爱尔兰并不辛酸，这个陈述在写作的时候还是真实的。

虽然它不再真实，但仍寄希望于慷慨的政治家来缓解这一问题，更重

要的是牢牢锁住爱尔兰和英格兰之间真正意义上的联合。

[1] 萧伯纳：George Bernard Shaw(1856—1950)，爱尔兰剧作家，因为作品具有理想主义

和人道主义而获诺贝尔文学奖。（译注）



星期一

是的，每个人都因此震惊。我想除了领导者之外，连那些志愿起

义者自己也为这一切感到惊异。然而，就在今天，宁静的城市不再宁

静：枪声四起，响彻全城每个角落，冷不丁还伴有机枪声突突作响。

从两天前开始直至当下这一刻，战争看似还很遥远。远到我还跟

自己立下了个约定——要学习识谱。因为汤姆·博德金答应我要让我见

识一种叫作德西马琴[2]的乐器。虽然知道这琴的原理是用小棒敲击小

金属片使其发声，但我还是坚持认为它属于吉他的一种。不过我承

认，恰恰是对其功能的这种描述让我对它产生了偏见，而不仅仅是有

点怀疑。我没什么理由去质疑这样的一个乐器，但我又很难想象单用

小棒敲击就能奏出乐曲。有了这琴，就算我身处异乡，也可以敲击出

爱尔兰旋律，让自己神归故里，就那么几分钟，或者去到几间小酒

吧……

为了迎接这份礼物的到来，我整个周末都在学习音阶音符。线条

上的音符和空格倒没让我觉得多麻烦，但那些或上或下的线条看上去

精妙而复杂，足以吓着我了。

周六的时候，我买了份《爱尔兰时报》[3]，在里面看到了一篇萧

伯纳的长文（转载自《纽约时报》[4]）。人们都读萧先生的文字，我

也并不太清楚他们为什么阅读这些文章。不过这大概是多年前就养成

的一个习惯。阅读萧先生的文章就好像是早上起床穿鞋一样——就像

是不用思考，也不求酬劳的一种行为。



他的文章着实把我气到了。文章名叫作“在爱尔兰的爱尔兰式废

话”。这篇文章以他刻意营造的友好而欢乐的氛围写就（和他绝大部分

新闻评论类文章类似）——这是他自己的风格——实质上就是虚伪而

不真实的那一套。

友好而欢乐！这是饱经世故者的一种态度，就像是经营店铺一样

的态度，那种“你与我不是同一等级同一素养”的态度。就像是诈牌的

人，或者用骗术的人的那种腔调。

这就是萧先生文章的基调。我在《新时代报》发表了一封给他的

公开信，因为我对都柏林的报纸是否会印刷这封信表示怀疑。而不读

这些都柏林报纸的爱尔兰人基本上也没怎么听说过萧伯纳，对他们来

说，好销量的利默里克优质培根的那些商标更值得关注，他们不会在

意那个名叫萧伯纳的人的观点——主题与培根无关。

我从文章里删去了很多对他的犀利评价，因为我希望他能够回复

我，这样我就能在第二封信中塞满对他的尖酸评论了。

这是周六的时候。

周日那天我还得去办公室，因为领导去伦敦了。我在那儿把自己

全身心投入了五线谱的音符上，虽然最终还是放弃了练习，并认定这

些神秘的东西对人类来说太高端，无法驾驭；而那些悲哀地纠缠着我

的五线谱上的知识其实也并没有那么复杂，真的纠缠着我的是一些别

的东西。

我回到了家。由于现在小说（也许仅仅是在战争期间）已经不能

引起我的兴趣了，我就看了会儿布拉瓦茨基夫人写的《秘密主义》，

这本书深深地吸引着我。乔治·罗素出城去了，否则我晚上就会去他

家，告诉他我对萧先生的看法，然后听听他在其他各个问题上的更好

的想法。于是，我就上床睡觉了。



次日清晨，我在完全的暴乱以及血腥的战争中醒来，不过我对此

一无所知。那是个银行假日[5]，只是像矿场这样的地方可没有假期。

所以我同往常一样来到办公室，在办理了必要的业务之后又把自己投

入五线谱间的音符世界中，并再一次地惊叹于人类的精巧才智。整座

大楼都是和平的气息，就算有人知道关于战争的情况或者流言，也并

没有人与我提及。

1点的时候我去吃午饭。在经过梅林小道街角的时候我看到有两撮

人在那儿朝着圣斯蒂芬绿地公园[6]的方向坚定地注视着。他们偶尔会

带着不太信任的表情彼此说说话，这说明他们之间并不认识。我没有

接近他们，倒是也往那个方向看了看，除了由窄而宽通向公园的街道

之外什么也没看见。有少数人踌躇地站着，也正盯着那一个方向。当

我转身回家的时候，我觉察到了沉静的气氛以及一种期待和兴奋。

在回家的路上，我注意到很多人沉默地站在自家门口，这在都柏

林的后街可不是件寻常事。都柏林男男女女的视线基本都传达着对每

个出现的过路人的不满，甚至还有些敌意。而我通过时，他们每个人

表情坚定，其中还包含着一种询问而不是批评。我隐隐地感到不安，

为了拉回思绪，我把曾自我约定的每日冥想用在当下，就这样一路向

家走去。

而就在那里，我被告知整个早上都枪声弥漫。我们得出的结论是

新兵或志愿军分队在进行演习。我返回工作的路就是刚才走来的同一

条路。在梅林小道，我发现了同样的沉默人群，他们仍在盯着公园的

方向，以陌生人的聊天状态不时地在说着什么。我突然心血来潮找到

了其中一个观望者。

“这里有发生过什么事情吗？”我说。

我说明了是指那些站着的人。



“这些人都在干吗？”

他是个看起来昏昏欲睡、潦草打扮的40岁左右的中年男子，有着

红色的粗短胡子和在水手中常见的一双大瞳距眼睛。他瞪着我看，似

乎我是来自另一个国家的人一样。他开始清醒，渐渐有了些生气。

“你难道不知道？”他说。

之后他发现我确实不知道。

“新芬党[7]的人今天早上已经占领了这座城市。”

“哦！”我喊道。

他接着用一种令人惊讶的近乎野蛮的正经语气说道：“他们上午11
点的时候占领了城市。公园里全是他们的人。他们已经占领了城堡和

邮局。”

“上帝啊！”我盯着他说道，然后立马转身跑向绿地公园。

几秒钟后我从惊讶中清醒过来，开始走了起来。当我靠近绿地公

园时，枪声像急剧开裂的鞭子一样响起。这是从更远的地方传来的。

我看见大门关了起来，人们站在里面，肩膀上扛着枪。我经过一座房

子，窗户都被砸坏了。我遇到一个身着便衣的男人，他悄悄穿过公园

的大门，然后门就瞬间在他身后关上了。男子朝我跑来，我停住了脚

步。他手里拿着两个小包裹，匆忙地从我身边跑过，一迈进我身后房

子的破窗户中就消失了。几乎同时，另一个身着便衣的男子从另一座

房子的破窗户中出现，他手里也拿着一些东西（我不知道是什么）。

他急切地跑向大门，门打开了。在他进去后，门又再一次地关上了。



手推车和摩托车组成的一个简陋的路障被布置在了公园这一侧的

中央，其间还有很多空隙。在那后面有一辆停着的电车，还有其他几

辆已经废弃的也停放在那儿。

我向那个路障走去。等我走到那儿（路障对面就是谢尔本酒

店），突然一阵响亮的哭喊声从公园传来。大门被打开了，里面跑出

三名男子，其中两个拿着带刺刀的步枪，另一个人手里攥着一把沉重

的左轮手枪。他们跑过去，将一辆刚刚转过街角的汽车叫停。拿着刺

刀的那两个人一下子就占据了汽车两侧的位置。拿着左轮手枪的人敬

了个礼，我听到他请求驾乘者的原谅，并让他们下车。一男一女从车

上下来。拿枪的人再次行礼，并要求他们去路边，他们都照做了。

备注——当我在写这段文字的时候，枪声正不断地从三个不同

方向传来。三分钟之前，有两声重机枪的响声。这是在这次暴乱中

首次使用重武器，4月25日。

那名男子穿过马路，站在我身边。他是个又瘦又高的中年人，消

瘦的脸刮得很干净。“我今天想去阿尔玛来着”，不知道他是在对谁说。

他眼睛下面松弛的青色皮肤有些抽动。志愿军指挥司机把车开到路障

那儿并停到一个特定的位置。他笨拙地尝试了三次之后才成功。他是

个高大的男人，面色发褐。他坐在那儿，膝盖明显有些高过座椅。他

们在用一个强力的弹簧不断地快速拽着什么东西。他表情镇静，完全

服从命令，尽管他的腿并不这样。他将车锁进路障里面。作为一个习

惯了被指挥的人，他又开始等待新命令的下达。命令一来，他就会径

直走向发令者，并依然保持着他特有的严肃。两个男人彼此没有说一

句话，但是他们呆板无神的双眼中却充满着惊讶、恐惧和愤怒。他们

走进了酒店。



我开始和拿着左轮手枪的人说话。他也就是个男孩，绝对不会超

过20岁，身材不高，有着紧密卷曲起来的红发和一双蓝眼睛——一个

看起来不错的小伙子。他宽边帽的带子已经松散在了一边，除非他用

牙齿咬住，否则会一直拍打着他的下巴。他的脸被晒得很黑，被灰尘

和汗水弄得有些脏。

在我看来，这个年轻人并不是按照自己主观思维而采取的行动。

他是为了那个先前被灌入脑中的信念在忙碌——大概被灌输了有几天

或者几个星期之久。那他的思绪去哪儿了？至少没有和他的身体在一

起。他的眼睛不断地在搜寻着，寻找着某个空间。眼神匆匆扫过云

彩，扫过街景，寻找那些不会妨碍他的东西，让他的思绪暂时从眼前

的紧迫和严酷局面上飘开……

我刚开始说话的时候，他还看着我，但我知道有那么几秒钟他并

没有真的看着我。我说：

“这些都是什么意思，到底发生了什么？”

他回答得足够镇定，但眼神却依旧飘忽浑浊。

“我们占领了这座城市，并且做好了随时应对军方攻击的准备。那

些人，”他指的是聚集在公园后面的那些男人、女人和孩子，“他们不会

离开。我们占领了邮局、铁路和城堡。我们占领了整座城市。一切都

是我们的。”

（有几个男人还有两个女人跑到我身后来听这对话）。

“今天早上，”他说，“警察突袭了我们。其中一个冲向我夺走了我

的手枪。我开火了，不过没打着。我击中了一个……”

“你话太多了。”有人对那个年轻人说。



我转身走开几步，向后瞥见他在我身后盯着什么看。不过我知道

他并没有在看我，他是在看着这片混乱和血腥，还有那些跑向他又跑

开的人们——这是一个运转中的世界，而他却惊讶地站在其中。

和他在一起的男人都没吭声，他们的岁数都要大一些。其中一个

身材不高但是很结实，留着很多白色的胡子。他很镇定，完全没有留

意那天空，或者某个空间。他看到一个穿着橡胶衣服的男人将手放在

了路障中的一辆摩托车上，立刻对他喊道：“别碰!”

那个骑手并未立即放手，白胡子男人双手握着枪大步径直跑向

他，直到两人身体相触。相比骑手，白胡子男人比较矮，他向上盯着

骑手的脸，大声吼起来：

“你聋了吗，你聋了吗？退后！”

在坚定的、如同锋利刺刀般的冷酷眼神下，那名骑手离开了。

又有一辆摩托车从绿地公园靠近艾利广场的转角驶来，摇摇晃晃

地出现在了路障那边。已经回到大门那儿的三个人喊道：“停车！”但那

名骑手试探性地转了下车轮。更多呼喊声传来，那三个男人便向他跑

了过去。

“把车开到路障那儿去。”有人命令道。

那个骑手又把车轮转得远了一点，准备离开。突然其中一个人用

枪戳了下车轮，轮胎被戳爆了。他们议论了一番，然后就有人喊道：

“就用轮毂开，快点。”

说话的人语气很凶。骑手慢慢地把车开向设好的路障那儿，停在

了那里。



我在城里走了一个小时，到处都能看见一撮一撮小声说话的陌生

人群。我意识到我所听到的事情是真实的——这座城市已经陷入了暴

动。承诺了这么久，威胁了这么久，现在真的来了。我在公园看到的

场景，别人在其他地方也看到了——同样墨绿衣着全副武装的人拿着

枪、刺刀和弹药带，同样沉默的行动。警察从街上消失了，我一个都

没看见，这种情况已经持续好多天了。听说有警察今天早些时候遭到

了枪击，一位警官在波多贝罗桥上被击毙，许多士兵被杀了，还有很

多市民也死了。

我在战争的流言中走着，死亡弥漫在周围的空气中。枪声不断地

在各个方向噼噼啪啪地响起，有时只有一声枪响，紧接着是一连串的

枪声伴随着一声短促的爆炸，然后是鞭子一样的噼啪声和回音。短暂

的寂静过后，枪声又会再次响起。

关于很多地方——桥梁、公共场所、火车站、政府部门已经被占

领的流言不断，并且没有人否认。

我遇到了少数几个我认识的人，P.H.，T.M.。他们说：“哦！”然后

紧盯着我，好像想在我身上搜寻出什么信息。

不过街上并没有很多人。更多的人都去过银行假日了，他们对此

并不知情。他们之中的很多人都不会知道发生了什么，直到他们发现

自己必须从金斯敦、达尔基、霍斯，或是其他什么地方走路回家。

我回到了办公室，决定关门一天。当我进来时，人们都松了一口

气，而当我命令敲钟的时候，他们就更是松了口气。只有很少几个人

在那儿，很快也就被叫走了。外面的大门都锁上了，而房门，我让值

班的人待到晚上。我们是最后一个开着的公共机构，所有其他的机构

在几个小时之前就关闭了。



我上楼坐了下来，但是屁股还没沾上椅子，就又站了起来。我开

始在房间踱步，来来回回，来来回回，惊讶、期待、焦急。我耳朵听

着枪声，思绪却中途从枪声飘走开始推断思考，一个想法没想完，下

一个想法又冒出来了，我强迫自己坐下来练习五线谱功课，却突然发

现自己又开始在地板上走来走去了。各种想法在我脑中炸开，就好像

他们从一个隐蔽的炮台那儿冲着我开火一样。

5点的时候，我离开了，遇到P小姐，她听到的传言正好和我搜集

到的吻合。她很关注这事，却也带着很强的幽默感看待。和她分开

后，我又碰到了Cy，我们一起去了绿地公园。途中，枪声越来越清

晰，但当我们到达公园的时候，它又消失了。我们站在谢尔本酒店楼

下，看着路障，望进公园里面，却什么也看不到。一个志愿军都没

有，整座公园看起来像个荒原，只能看见树和其间绿色的草皮。

就在这时，一名男子踏上了人行道，并直接走向路障。他停下脚

步，握住了在中间的一辆货车的车轴。在那一瞬间，公园突然恢复了

生机和声响，不知从哪儿冒出来的武装人员出现在栏杆那儿，全部冲

那个男人喊着：

“放开那辆货车！放手离开！现在就放手！”

也就是喊声而已，那个人并没有放手。他手中握着车轴停在那

儿，看向嘈杂的栏杆处，然后非常缓慢地开始将货车拉出路障。喊声

又冲着他响了起来，声音又大又凶，但他并未在意。

“那辆货车是他的。”我旁边的一个声音说道。

当这个男人缓慢地将他的货车拉到人行道上时，死一般的寂静笼

罩在人们周围，接着是连续三声枪响。这个距离是不会打偏的，很明

显他们是想吓唬他。他放下车轴，并不是要离开，而是走向了那群志

愿军。



“他有病。”身后另一个声音传出。

这个男人径直走向志愿军，他们差不多有十个人，站在栏杆后面

排成一排。他走得很慢，身体微微前倾，举起的一只手一根指头伸了

出来，仿佛准备做一个演讲。十把枪正瞄准着他，一个声音重复着：

“去把货车放回去，不然你就得死。在我数到四之前：一、二、

三、四——”

一枪打向了他，在抽动了两下之后，这个男人滑了下去倒在了地

上。

我和其他一些人跑向了他，一位女子以相同的调子厉声尖叫，无

畏而刺耳。这个男人被带到了艺术中心旁边的一所医院。他脑袋顶上

有个洞，如果没有见过血液凝结在头发上的样子，你都不知道这会有

多令人厌恶。当这个可怜的男人被抬进去的时候，一个女人扑通一声

跪在路上，并不是尖叫，而是痛苦地哭喊。

那一刻，志愿军被深深的仇恨所包围。刚刚在我旁边的男人抬起

身子，冲着栏杆大喊：

“我们会回来找你算账的！见鬼去吧！”

栏杆那边没有回应。一瞬间，这个地方再次变得荒芜而安静，绿

色的草坪沉睡在大树中间。

似乎没有人可以估算出公园里面的人数，这些天也没有看到许多

人，仅仅是那些守着大门的人，以及一些三四人组成的小团体在为了

路障而到处扣车。他们之中的一些人还仅仅是孩子——一个看起来约

莫12岁的男孩。他趾高气扬地走在路中间，小手握着一把很大的左轮



手枪。一辆乘有三个人的汽车来到他边上，他用最短的时间把车放进

了路障，拿着武器的手晃了晃就将目瞪口呆的乘客赶下了车。

人群正在越来越多地聚集起来，现在那些去近处过银行假日的人

也开始漫步回来了。对他们来说，所有事情都还需要重新解释一遍。

在这个城市里要去哪里还是自由的，但是不断传来的爆破声和枪响在

某种程度上限制了这种自由。直到半夜1点，那些晚归的旅行者还在向

市里蔓延，好奇的人们走来走去，仍在试图搜集信息。

我一直睡不着，直到凌晨4点。每5分钟就会有一声枪响不知从哪

里传来。但是大概12点差一刻的时候，从波多贝罗桥的方向传来了一

阵炮火连发的声音，在一段时间之后才渐渐散去。我公寓的窗户朝着

绿地公园，斜对着萨克维尔街。又过了一刻钟，绿地公园方向又传来

一阵炮火连击的声音。这阵猛烈的炮火大约持续了25分钟，之后就又

变成了零星的噼啪声，接着就停止了。

我大概4点才上床睡觉。我想公园很快就被军队占领了，起义应该

结束了吧。

那是暴动的第一天。



三一学院中心广场



三一学院钟楼

[2] 德西马琴（dulcimer）：又称锤击式德西马琴（hammered dulcimer），也有人把此称为

爱尔兰扬琴。爱尔兰语中的“tiompán”就是指锤击式德西马琴。扬琴起源于中东，后来传入爱尔

兰经过改良后用来演奏。（译注）

[3] 《爱尔兰时报》（The Irish Times）：爱尔兰的主流大报，创建于1859年，总部位于首

都都柏林。（译注）



[4] 《纽约时报》（New York Times）：美国纽约出版的日报，在全世界发行，有相当的影

响力。（译注）

[5] 银行假日（Bank Holiday）：爱尔兰公共假日。银行假日都是在周一。（译注）

[6] 圣斯蒂芬绿地公园：（英语：St Stephen's Green，爱尔兰语：Faiche Stiabhna）爱尔兰

都柏林市中心的一座公园。它经常被非正式地称为斯蒂芬绿地，其面积为22英亩，是都柏林主

要的乔治风格广场中最大的一个公园。如无特别说明，后文中简称的“绿地公园”均指代圣斯蒂

芬绿地。（译注）

[7] 新芬党（Sinn Feiner）：（爱尔兰语中Sinn Féin中文译为“我们”）是一个北爱尔兰社会

主义政党，由前爱尔兰共和国总统亚瑟·格里菲思在1905年建立。新芬党也是爱尔兰共和军的

官方政治组织；新芬党主张建立一个全爱尔兰共和国。（译注）



星期二

闷热低压的一天，灰蒙蒙的天空下着瓢泼大雨。

我出门去办公室，想着这场暴动应该已经结束了。在街口，我问

人暴动是不是都结束了，他说没有，而且应该是更严重了。

流言是从这一天开始的，我想这流言估计也得过个几载才会消

停。《爱尔兰时报》发布了仅有官方公告的一期，该公告表示虽然邪

恶的人们扰乱了和平，但是当下形势仍在控制之中。这条公告中用了

三行字来指出这是一场新芬党在都柏林发动的起义，除此之外，这个

国度还是安静祥和的。

没有英格兰或者其他国家的期刊送达，也没有人收发信件。所有

商店都关门了，街上也没有任何交通工具。除了铺天盖地的流言之

外，没有任何其他方式可以获取任何信息。

军队和政府似乎是措手不及。昨天是银行假日，很多军官都去赛

马或者休假了，而且上周日爱尔兰政府的重要成员都去了英格兰。

看来昨天宣布的那一切都是真的，这座都柏林城已经完全在志愿

军的掌控下了。他们已经夺下并洗劫了雅各布饼干厂，并把它变成了

由他们控制的一个堡垒。他们夺下了总邮局，并在其周围设立路障，

还有10英尺高的沙袋堆、铁丝网。所有窗户都是开着的，沙袋堆得大

概有他们人身那么高，与此同时，粮食、蔬菜和弹药在持续不断地输

入。他们挖了壕沟，准备围攻其中的某个城市军营。



目前，德国和爱尔兰之间交往频繁，主要还是通过潜艇来运送机

枪、步枪和弹药到爱尔兰的海岸边卸下。所以也有人认为整个国家都

已经开始起义，很多大的城市、区域都在志愿军手中了。科克军营在

其长官在克拉赛马时被夺取，群龙无首的状况下往往最容易被攻克。

但也有人说，德国带着数千名壮士，已经降落在了爱尔兰，还有

许多爱尔兰裔美国人和德国官员也已带着充足的军事装备抵达爱尔

兰。

就在前一天，志愿军宣布成立爱尔兰共和国[8]。成立仪式在市长

官邸前的台阶上进行，宣言据说是圣恩达皮尔斯宣读的。共和军和志

愿军的旗帜高高挂起在市长官邸。志愿军的旗帜有垂直的三种颜色：

绿色、白色和橙色。又有报告说克里无线电站被夺下，关于这个共和

国的新闻也飞到了国外。流言满街飞。

另有报道说，有约8000名来自英格兰的士兵分两批在夜晚登陆爱

尔兰，又有一队骑兵去攻打总邮局，最终被对方火力击退。派遣骑兵

去街头战场实在是愚蠢。

与此同时，据说人们比较偏向于这些镇守总邮局的骑兵们这边，

特别是女人们。她们还用砖块、瓶子、棍子去攻击起义军，一边还哭

喊着：

“你们会去伤害那些可怜的人吗？”

还有其他一些愤怒的女士竟威吓起志愿军，质问他们：

“你会伤害这些可怜的马吗？”

无可厚非，这世界上最好的人们就居住在都柏林。



骑兵们退到萨克维尔街的街口，在那儿的人群都去抚摸那些马

匹，这使得他们在街口被包围了好一会儿。如果他们不了解爱尔兰，

那对他们来说，这应该就像是一场奇怪的暴动。

志愿军准备在邮局旁设置路障，却被涌来的人群阻扰，影响了他

们的进度。其中一名志愿军格外引人注意。他撑着一把女士雨伞，只

要有人捣乱，他就飞过路障追出半条街，然后用雨伞狂打捣乱者的

头。世界的神奇之处不是爱尔兰处于战争状态，而是在狂击数小时

后，这伞却没有破。后来志愿军夜袭了码头，据说武装军队被打得措

手不及，6车弹药也被抢占。这个大概不是真的。不过他们还说，志愿

军还在凤凰公园建起了军火库。

晚上萨克维尔街还有人抢劫，不过已经有20个劫匪被志愿军枪决

了。

被攻击的商店，主要是男子服饰用品店、鞋店和糖果店。好多糖

果店都遭到了洗劫。直到这场起义结束前，糖果店都是这些劫匪的最

爱之处。抢劫糖果店——听起来真的很滑稽——就像孩子一般的天

真。大概大多数劫匪都是在享受人生唯一幸福时刻的孩子——有吃不

完的糖果。他们尝到了以前没有尝过，可能以后再也尝不到的甜头。

对他们来说，这场1916大暴动一直都会充满着甜美回味，直至离世的

那一刻。

我去了绿地公园。在梅林小道的街角，有一匹马躺在步道的血泊

中。它身上有两处枪伤，而这潺潺的血流是来自它被切断的喉咙……

透过在绿地公园的栏杆，可以看到4具尸体横陈在地上。他们是死

去的志愿军。

雨一直下，而狙击手的子弹也一直在绿地公园和谢尔本酒店之间

穿梭不断。谢尔本酒店再过去一点的地方，我看到又有一个志愿军在



栏杆里向外挪出了点身子。他没有死，只能看到他时不时无力地伸出

满是鲜血的手求救，却看不到他的脸。他无力地瘫成一团，雨滴无情

地坠落在他身上；他已全身湿透，凌乱不堪，不能再悲惨了。谢尔本

酒店那儿还是持续的枪林弹雨，他的同伴无法救出满身负伤的他。旁

观者说，他的同伴已经尝试好多次去援救他了，但估计直至夜幕降临

他都只能留在原地，等待救援时机到来。

圣三一学院楼顶和窗户那儿也有人在狙击，不过谢尔本酒店的步

枪手和对面绿地公园的志愿军的交火更激烈。

我回去的时候在酒店门口待了会儿，数了数窗户上留下的枪眼。

落地窗上有14个枪眼。枪眼中心完完全全被穿透，周围被星形包围

——子弹穿过玻璃，却没有爆裂玻璃。窗户上有三处半尺到一尺长宽

的洞眼，应该是好多枪同时发射而造成的。我想当时谢尔本酒店里面

和绿地公园内部的场景都一样的窘迫吧……

一位住在巴戈特大街的女士说，她和她的邻居一直在通宵给那些

列队在大街上的士兵提供茶和面包。跟她对话的有个军官曾两三次进

攻志愿军，以吸引其火力，从而估计出志愿军所在的位置以及人数

等。这位军官告诉她说他认为在绿地公园里有3000名装备精良的志愿

军。而他只有1000名士兵，所以他没有办法真正发起一次进攻，只能

在这儿牵制着他们。

报告说，亚眠大街站已经被军队夺回，而其他站点还在志愿军手

中。

而在周一12点左右，有一位英国的官员迈步进入了邮局，并要了

两便士的邮票。他的举动让当时在里面的志愿军十分讶异。那位官员

以为志愿军的制服是邮局的制服。志愿军把他带了进去，这位英国官

员却还在试图搞清楚到底发生了什么。这邮局关押着一些士兵，据传



言说，这些士兵很快就适应了这种关押状态，他们忙着削土豆准备餐

点，过会儿好和志愿军一起吃。

这天早些时候，我遇到了一个疯疯癫癫的人，他满口胡言，嘴巴

就像一台机关枪，或者说就像一台排字机。只要是他听到的，不管青

红皂白他都相信。他听到的一切都变得像是被施了魔法，足以让他的

希望——就是激烈的反英情绪——熊熊燃起。

要是有个谣言不投其所好，这个谣言立马就被他用三个他偏爱

的、有利的有关胜利的故事击碎。他说，德国人已经在三处登陆了。

光其中一处就有15000名士兵登陆，其他两处的士兵人数更多。整座科

克城都是属于志愿军的了，换言之，也可以说科克城和平了。德国人

的战舰击败了英国人，他们的各种运输工具向四面八方飞驰着。整个

国家都振奋起来了！驻军以一对百，着实寡不敌众。在都柏林的那些

还没被攻占的军营现在都已经被包围了，就只剩投降这一步了。

我想，这个人不仅编造出了流言，还为它插上翅膀，飞遍了都柏

林。在我所听说的这些人和事中，他是唯一一个有清楚偏向的人。他

从我身边走开后，我又回头看了看。我看到他又开始向另一个陌生人

传播他的版本的新闻信息。而最终，他也因此被捕。我都想回去再听

听他讲的是同一个故事，还是又把它阐述成了一个新故事。是的，我

感兴趣的是这讲故事的艺术。

11点，雨是时候该停了，夜晚顿时变得十分美丽。风吹动着云，

星星时隐时现。我们正在期待今夜的来访者，但枪炮声可能早已吓退

了他们。最终只有三个真正到来了，从我的窗口可以听到来来往往交

火的声响，一直飘到圣三一学院，驻守在那儿的狙击手也在激烈交

战，响声再次超越从萨克维尔街飘来的交战声。交火相当激烈，甚至

还时不时地听到机枪嘎嘎作响。



其中一个故事说志愿军夺取并占领了南都柏林联盟济贫院，还挖

了沟槽。但他们被军方重重袭击了，虽然军方牺牲了150名士兵，但最

终还是重新占领了该处。军官提出让他们投降，但志愿军却回答说他

们不可能投降，最终他们都被杀死了。志愿军驻军由50人组成，而流

传的故事中说，这50人都惨遭杀戮。

邮政总局



邮政总局和萨尔维克大街（现称奥康奈尔大街）

[8] 爱尔兰共和国（英语： Irish Republic，爱尔兰语：Poblacht na hÉireann或Saorstát
Éireann）是在1916年复活节起义中宣告，1919年由第一届爱尔兰国会成立的单方独立宣言的爱

尔兰国家。它的存在于1919—1922年在爱尔兰共和军和英国部队之间进行的爱尔兰独立战争期

间，于1922年结束战争的《英爱条约》被批准后正式停止存在。32郡中26郡成为爱尔兰自由

邦，其余6郡继续作为北爱尔兰留在联合王国内。（译注）



星期三

昨夜3点多才睡下，伴着持续不断的机枪、步枪的射击声入睡。

今天早上阳光明媚，街上的起义运动似乎显得更有生气了。这样

的运动一般都会结束在一小群人的手中，然后百姓就会开始在各个群

体中徒劳地寻求所谓的信息。如果他们所听到的流言版本和之前听到

的稍有不同，就会莫名的喜悦和满足。

我听到的第一个说法是绿地公园被武装军队控制了，第二个说法

是绿地公园夺回了自主权，而第三个说法是那儿根本没有被控制过。

最后信息汇总，真相是公园并没有被军队士兵所制约，志愿军从那儿

撤退到了一处房屋，作为控制区。实际上就在外科医学院那儿，他们

透过窗户或屋顶对外扫射。一架机枪被架在屋顶上，其余的都放置在

对面的谢尔本酒店、联合服务俱乐部和亚历山德拉俱乐部的房顶。由

此，一场横跨公园树木的三角决斗，在这些装备好的战略位置之间展

开。

透过绿地公园设置的栏杆，能看到一些步枪和子弹带散在地上，

还有被遗弃的萧索战壕和狙击孔。小男孩们奔跑着去看个究竟，又在

一阵枪林弹雨中狂奔而出。他们不相信那些人真会杀了他们，但最后

却还是真真实实地被杀了。

死去的马匹还僵硬地躺在人行步道上，可悲。

今天上午，一艘炮舰驶入了利菲河，协助轰击了被废弃的自由

厅。传言说，当时它是空的。在进军邮局和绿地公园前，康诺利和他



部下早就行军很久了。同样的信息来源也涉及了关于3000志愿军的消

息。据说，他们从贝尔法斯特乘坐短途火车而来，最终进驻了邮局。

这天，只有一个人走进了我这里。他说，他已经去过顶楼了，还

被志愿军盯上了。由此推断，志愿军应该也控制了一些可以藏身的房

子。我也去了屋顶那儿，待了半个小时也没有被盯上，只听到从萨克

维尔街的方向持续传来的开火声，还时而越发激烈。

今天的《爱尔兰时报》出版了，上面刊登了一则新的军事文告，

声明国内一切和平，还说萨克维尔街的一些房屋被夷为了平地。

外面栏杆上贴着一张单子，内容是关于军事法的公告。

细读报纸上的声明，上面说到国家的和平统治在于：比起真理，

人民能更多地倾向于去读懂忧虑时期的状态；另一种说法是：国家是

如此的和平，它却也可以用三种方式解散。有太多的平和，太多的沉

默，但是要听到从都柏林之外传来的消息却要等待数时。

而此时阳光闪耀。这是愉快的一天，周围街区街道上的枪战还是

一如既往的热烈。都柏林的街头却没有一个神色忧郁的行人。几乎每

个人都精神抖擞，面带微笑。有一种身在国外的“民主感”，而我们的

这座城市却是一位陌生人。私底下善于交际的人，在大街上也变得没

有什么公共约束或者不再紧张于公共礼貌了。人们都怡然自得地和旁

人交谈，男男女女，毫无拘束。

所以我们这座城市到底是支持还是反对志愿军的？或者说之前是

支持的，而现在是抵抗的？现在看来（写完一两天之后），都柏林是

完全反对志愿军的。但在我下笔的那一天，还无法下定论。关于这个

话题，大家无比的沉默。人们见面都相谈甚欢，滔滔不绝，却绝口不

提关于这个话题的个人意见或想法。他们相互交换最新的新闻或者说



是传言。对于听到的这些事件时不时露出一脸惊讶的表情，表示太突

然，而对于支持与否，却丝毫不表达任何观点。

有时会听到有人说“他们肯定会被击败的”。当他发表了此番预言

时，旁边的人就会去猜想他是以开心还是悲伤的心态发表的。但事实

上那些旁人什么都不知道，却也不会去追问他的想法。他们自己也不

会进一步地去积极地举旗站队。

这是男人圈里的情况。

而女人们防线更低一些，也许她们觉得自己没那么多事要去惧

怕。我所听说的大多数女人对志愿起义的看法不仅是不喜欢，而且是

非常的敌对。最明显的是那些身着靓衣的阶级人群。而那些衣衫褴褛

的平民，或者说是都柏林的贫穷妇女都表示出对立情绪。或者，用类

似这样的话来表示她们的看法再贴切不过：

“我希望他们全部都被杀光光。”

还有“他们就应该都被射杀掉”。

事实上，射杀一直在进行，每个角落都是。阳光照耀下，这些枪

击声似乎不再那么险恶与压抑，生命在枪口下的爆裂与消逝也不再令

人忧伤。

在世界大战的最后两年，我们对于死亡的看法早已发生了变化。

是的，现在杀人不再是件鬼祟的事情，不再像是疾病慢慢杀死卧床病

人那样的偷偷摸摸，杀人这件事就好像你和骑手一起乘风在旷野奔跑

打球这件事一样的自然。一切所谓的得病发病早已不复存在。现在，

得病或者死亡才被当作是健康、振奋的状态。所以，都柏林这是在嘲

笑自己轰击的噪声，在这灿烂的阳光下，似乎没有一丝有关死亡的呻

吟声。在这时候，夜幕降临在都柏林的家家户户间，机枪的鸣叫、步



枪的轰鸣、重型机枪的低吼代替了宁静。红色炫光布满了天空。夜里

的都柏林大抵是无法微笑了吧。阳光下的她是那么无条件的活泼，至

少比前一夜活泼。

这一天的战斗在蒙特街大桥那儿持续着。志愿军已经夺下三间房

子，并把它们和桥梁一起改成了堡垒。据报道说，这个据点的军方伤

亡人数很大。传言还说志愿军持有了南都柏林联盟的控制权。

士兵们抢夺下了吉尼斯啤酒厂，而与此同时，他们的对手已经在

附近夺下了另一个酒厂，枪战一直在持续中。

沿着运河的林森德这边的这场战斗看似轻松拿下。据说戴姆大街

的好多区域都被志愿军占领了。我走到了戴姆大街，但并没有看到志

愿军的人影，也没发现有任何枪击声从屋子里传出。后来，圣三一学

院的顶楼（和那些窗户）完全控制住了戴姆大街区域，所以志愿军应

该不会潜伏在这条街上。

不过一个很有意思的现象是，在其他时间，这条热闹的街道宽阔

而冷清，只有旁边小道的街角有一小撮人在张望着什么，而后面学院

绿地的格拉顿雕塑那儿却好不热闹，好像在对着圣三一学院强调着警

告责备的气息。

宣言书今天宣布了，警告所有人早上5点前和下午7点后都不准出

门。

不过当下还早。没有任何形式的新闻消息发出，但各种谣言却开

始迅速传播，一会儿一条盖过一条，一会儿一条又否决了另一条。都

柏林完全与英格兰消息隔断，与整个外界也切断了联系。或者说，都

柏林与爱尔兰其他所有地方也都隔绝了联系，没有任何消息能够透露

进来。我们海陆都被封锁了，但目前看来，好像这也影响不了什么。



与此同时，信仰开始滋生，大家开始认为志愿军能比想象的坚持

更久。刚开始的时候，人们都以为这场暴动会在发生的第二天早上结

束。但现在，暴动已经持续三天了，人们已经开始设想它会一直持续

下去了。大家已经几乎开始对志愿军怀有敬佩之情了，因为大家都以

为第一天或第二天他们就能被击退了，然而他们势单力薄却能坚持到

当下，这种精神早已让这座城市蒙羞。

人们说：“他们肯定会被击败的。”这陈述句的语气几乎就是一句

疑问句，他们继续说：“但他们在促成一场像样的战斗。”在爱尔兰，

被打败似乎不是件要紧的事，但没有作战、不敢作战才事关重大。“他
们总是出去参与战斗，即使总是失败。”的确，爱尔兰的历史就像这句

话所说的一样。

从圣三一学院顶楼发出的枪击开始变得疯狂而残暴。我穿过戴姆

大街走出了一段距离，走到底到了码头，伴随着这些枪击声，终于到

了巴拉斯特办公处。但是超出巴拉斯特办公处再多走一步都是不可能

的。因为从圣三一学院还有其他地方倒出来的铅，足够让你淹没在其

无止境的烟雾中。我站在一家名叫“凯利”的渔具店对面，望过去看奥

康奈尔大桥和萨克维尔大街。这个红砖店面的渔具店一半在码头上，

一半在萨克维尔大街。此时正在被轰炸着。

我数了数，有6部不同的机枪正在对其疯狂扫射，还有从四面八方

飞射过来的不计其数的步枪扫射在窗户上。在大约半分钟的间隔里，

还有一枚重型枪械的炮弹穿过窗户，掷入屋中，弹片强烈地撞击着四

周的墙壁。

轰炸持续了三个小时，建筑们被红色的烟尘云雾包围。步枪和机

枪子弹嗒嗒嗒地扫射在每一个角落，与此同时，重型机枪也不放过一

寸土地，子弹穿透窗户捣烂了屋里的一切。



人心在此时被吞噬，那些人就像是蹲在一座死亡火山中，无力逃

脱。我对自己说：“那个房子里，应该连一只苍蝇都没法活下来吧。”

没有一个窗户里有看到人影，也没有任何回击。整座房子如死亡

般空寂，我想屋子里的人大概全都死了吧。

然而，突然之间，街战的场景浮现在了我的脑海中，虽然我知道

房里空无一人。我对自己说：“他们已经用斧头砸开墙壁，到隔壁房子

里去了，正端坐着呢。或者他们早就从天窗那儿爬出去了，坐在离这

儿半个街区远的屋顶上呢。”然后我又想他们应该已经掌控整条萨克维

尔大街，一直到邮局了吧。后来事实证明这猜想是对的，而我清楚地

知道，就在此时萨克维尔大街注定会有悲剧发生。

我又继续去观察轰炸情况，但我不再像之前那样为此感到撕裂般

的痛苦了。离我这儿几码远的地方站着4个人，又有其他10余人聚集在

通道里。一个神情激动的女孩儿从远一点的那群人中朝我们这儿走

来，对着我们这儿喊了一通有史以来我听过最下流的话。她把他们一

个个地骂过来，然后又对着他们大喊大叫又哭又闹的，带着那种只有

女人才有的执拗，和无止境的生气闹别扭的功夫。

她咒骂了我们所有人；她诅咒说除了被炸牺牲的那些人，世界上

所有人都要得病；她又责备那些聚集在通道里的人至少应该去大路上

进军示威，至少这样能够证明他们是值得骄傲的男人，是不怕吃子弹

的男人。而她自己在此时，早已经不知不觉把自己拖入了危险地带。

她早已站在了子弹可及区域，却还在那儿骂骂咧咧了半个小时，说那

些个男人至少得像她一样，敢在枪眼下说话。

这女孩儿很年轻——大概19岁吧——披着个常见的披肩和显示出

她阶层的围裙。她有着漂亮的脸蛋，还有年轻姑娘所有的美丽温柔的

苗条曲线。但她的每一句话都有着成堆的脏字。唉，不过她用的那些



词汇并不等同于她的情绪，因为她并不知道如何才能字句有力而不用

到低级词汇——这就是为什么无意义的谩骂整天充斥在人们的耳边。

她对着我讲了一分钟话，我看到她的眼神就像小猫一样柔软，她

的语言也如同她眼睛一样温柔。她问我要火柴点烟，但我没有火柴，

我还跟她说其实我也想要点烟。几分钟后她就拿了根火柴过来给我，

然后又重新开始无止境地用那些脏话去编织出成百上千的蠢话。

大概在5点的时候，对着凯利渔具店的枪击开始减弱。

在没经验的人看来，那些枪击并没有造成太大的伤害，但事后他

们就会发现，虽然这些墙体看似坚固如初地站立着，屋内也没有被殃

及，但事实上从屋顶到地下室，整座建筑裸露得就像一个狗窝。房子

里没有了楼板，空空荡荡的；地上散落着塌下来的房顶、楼板和家

具，废墟一片。屋内一切都被砸碎，粉碎成碎屑和灰尘。唯一保持原

样的只有弹片袭来时整片掉下的砖块。

步枪已经开始射向街道另一侧的房子了，一家名叫“霍普金斯与霍

普金斯”的珠宝商店。这些子弹射到砖块上比直接射中更来得响亮。每

一发对着红砖的射击都化成了纷纷散落的红色烟尘。有三四十发子弹

射向了这家珠宝店，直到一道奇怪的裂痕出现，枪击才缓了下来。

在这整个期间，都没有从志愿军那边传来的任何回应。我想他们

肯定是军火不足。这应该是唯一可以解释得通的理由。我对自己说，

所有这一切都会在几天内结束，他们很快就会被搞定。生活又将重新

开始，除去多了一些新修的坟墓，一切将如初，直到正在发生的这一

切连同想象出来的部分都一起变成这个种族的历史与传统。

我跟旁边的一些人聊了会儿，发现大家一样愿意分享和交换我之

前在城里其他地方听到的新闻消息。同样，当触及他们的个人看法



时，他们也一样不愿透露丝毫。不过他们其中有两个人，虽然也是小

心慎重地在表达自己的看法，但他们是我在这场暴动中碰到仅有会表

达出对志愿军钦佩之情的人。他们没有表示站在志愿军这一边，同样

也没有去反驳他们什么。他俩其中一个是劳工，另一个是一位绅士。

后者的说法是：

“我是一个爱尔兰人（他指着我们身前，在窗外爆炸的炸弹），我

讨厌看到这种事情发生在其他爱尔兰人身上。”

他从其他城市到都柏林来过复活节假期，却无法离开都柏林回家

了。

那个劳工——大概有56岁——他很平静地谈及这场暴动。他是那

种我很少接触的人，但我着实惊讶于他简单又出色的话语。他的想法

太平和太镇定了。他觉得劳工在这场起义中扮演着比想象中更重要的

角色。我提到说自由厅已经被炸毁了，驻军不是投降了就是被杀了。

他回复我说炮舰那天早上其实已经开进了利菲河，并把自由厅炸得粉

碎了。不过，他又补充说里面并没有人。所有劳工志愿军早已经跟随

康诺利进军邮局了。

他说劳工志愿军团可能有1000号人左右，至少有800人吧。他又说

劳工志愿军——或者按他们自称的叫市民军——一般都很注意不会透

露人员数目的。

他们一直宣称他们拥有大约250人，也从没在任何时候列队行军超

过这个数目。

在工作的那些人，他继续说道，每次都是不同的人在游行。警方

也知道这情况，但他们觉得市民军有着世界上最弱的势力。



但事实上，这些人并不是被弃者——你不是，他说道，就算一个

康诺利倒下来了，这股力量中的劳工们也会按照训练好的秩序，按规

矩轮流着站出来。他们表示反对警察，因为两年前的罢工行动中警察

对他们施以野蛮暴行，但也因此他们暗下决心，再也不会如此毫无规

章秩序地出现在公众视野了。

是的，这位同志相信市民军的每一位成员都和他们的领导者齐首

并进，参与了示威行军。

“我知道这些同志们，”他说道，“不会畏惧任何事，而且，”他又

接着说道，“他们现在就在邮局。”

“他们有什么机会？”

“无任何机会，”他回答道，“他们从没说过他们有什么机会，他们

也没想过他们会有什么机会。”

“你觉得他们能够坚持多长时间？”

他对着已经被重型机枪轰炸过的房子，点头示意了一下，说：“那
会很快将他们这样连根铲除的。”

“我要回家了，”他紧接着说道，“他们会去想我是死是活的。”他
沿着那条弥漫着悲伤气氛的大街慢慢地走远了。稍过了会儿，我也走

了回去。



星期四

流言蜚语再次传播开来。一会儿说这个地方已经沦陷了，一会儿

又说没有。这片土地早已沦陷却又并未沦陷。就那么一个阵地，一会

儿说被军队占领，一会儿又说被志愿起义者占领，或者说根本没有受

到攻击。但可以确定的是，战斗还在继续。芒特大街上，步枪扫射声

连续不断，奔驶来往的救护车未曾间断。有人说桥上在激战，又说当

下还是志愿军占优势。

十一点半，有重型枪炮的射击声从萨克维尔街方向传出。我爬上

屋顶待了会儿，在这个高度，这些声音都听得清清楚楚。整个城市的

中轴线上枪声持续不断：从绿地公园到圣三一学院，还有从萨克维尔

大街那儿传来的。报道中提到的各种武器的种类很容易就能区分出

来：有步枪、机枪，也有重型大炮。但同时也有另一种声音，一种我

无法具名的声音，那是某种东西迸发出来的声音，压过了所有其他声

音，短而厉声的叫喊，或者更确切地说是像一个巨大的瓶塞跳起弹出

般的简短声响。

我见到了D.H.。他对志愿军能够显示出如此有力的组织能力表示

惊讶。我们相互交换了所知道的传言版本，发现我们的信息大方向几

乎是相同的。希伊·斯凯芬顿已经被杀害了。他在一所房子里被抓捕，

房子里发现了武器，而他也立即被枪决了。

我希望这是另一个版本的传言，从我对他的了解来看，他不是跟

志愿军站在一边的，他应该是反对志愿军所拥护的强制手段的。但是

关于他死亡的故事又是如此的持久不衰，使得人们倾向于去相信它。



他是我见过的或者听说过的最勇敢率真的人。这10年来，爱尔兰

所经历的每一次磨难他都参与其中，而他也一直站在慷慨宽宏的这一

边，所以也同时是在寡众薄弱的一边。有太多事情可以博得他的同情

心，而他的同情心从来不在家闲着。有很多好心人会“同情”这样那样

的遭遇，但除了情绪上的“同情”之外，就再也没有任何其他的表示

了。但如果是他，就会立刻冲到大街上。一块大石头、人行道上的高

台、雕塑的底基，任何地方都可以变成他的讲台，在任何压迫和灾难

面前他都一样，只说他自己想说的。

在都柏林，各种阶层、各种教派的人都可以炫耀说他们踢过希伊·
斯凯芬顿，或者拿手杖、雨伞打过他的头，或者往他脸上揍过拳头，

又或者在他跌倒时狠命在他身上践踏过。这些并不夸张，都是在他身

上实实在在发生过的事。他确实对任何人都没有恶意，而是以孩子般

的同情心和纯真率直去接受了那些拳头、侮辱和嘲笑。他是一个装成

大人的孩子，这面具却无法卸下。他的语言、他的钢笔和他的身体，

他所有的一切都为了迷路的、受压迫的人们时刻准备着。可是他却被

枪决了。其他那些被击毙的人，在他们面对枪口时，尽管残酷、压

抑，但他们知道他们面对的是正义，他们一直想要挑战的就在他们面

前。而希伊·斯凯芬顿没有这样的想法去抚慰他心中的愤怒或是饶恕。

他是一个被迫反抗到最后一口气的和平主义者，而从他的结局看来，

他却像是个凶手。我确信，他最后的伟大牺牲狠狠地抨击了压迫势

力，他是为了这个世界的真实而牺牲的。他的牺牲带走了一个勇敢的

男人和他那纯净的灵魂。

当天稍晚些时候，我在街上见到了希伊·斯凯芬顿的夫人。她向我

证实了她丈夫昨天被捕的传闻，但那之后她就没收到消息了。所以到

目前为止，据我所知她丈夫犯过的唯一的罪就是他组织了一个市民集

会，来招募特种警察以阻止抢掠活动。



这无数传言中，有一个口口相传的传言像是千真万确一样：马克

维其夫人在乔治大街被抓捕，并被带去了都柏林城堡里。当下还传说

罗杰·凯斯门特先生在海上被抓获，并已在伦敦塔被枪杀。传言还说好

些起义军的领袖都已经牺牲了。这些传言偷偷地从一张嘴巴传到另一

张嘴巴，传着传着就变成了千真万确的事实，并持续不断地被传播

着。而真正的事实却只能像真正的传言一样鬼鬼祟祟的，半个字都没

人信。

这是个平静而美丽的夜晚，却也是那些逝去的人过得最阴暗、最

可悲的一夜。火炮声、步枪声、机枪声和手榴弹的声音，须臾未止。

从窗口望去，我看见一颗红色的信号弹攀上天空，它偷走了天空

本该有的色彩，把天空染成了刺目的颜色，烟雾从地面升到了云中，

我看到巨大的红色火团飙升到了高空。而那宁静的夜空下，枪械的操

作声还在持续不断，但枪本身，却是沉默的。

在死亡般的沉寂中，这场暴动还在持续进行着，抗争不断。有谁

会想这些抗争中的人们有何感受，这些大多数年轻又不习惯于暴力的

抗争者们，默默地在向包围他们的闪耀火光和隆隆爆炸申诉着。



星期五

这个早晨，没有报纸，没有面包，没有牛奶，更没有任何消息。

阳光灿烂，大街上生机勃勃，却带着一丝小心翼翼的气息。所有人不

分阶级，相互交谈，但没有人真正了解对方的想法。

仍有少数人面带笑容。估计他们昨晚一直听着枪声，今早重绽笑

颜，皆因黑暗已成为过去，阳光重新洒满整座城市，他们重新拥有了

伸展身体的空间，无须再压低声音，窃窃私语。枪声不再像昨晚那般

猛烈。阳光驱走了所有人的孤独。

男人们笑容满面，女人们放声大笑，她们的笑声并不会惹人不

快，因为女人们的所为皆有理。当危险迫近时，她们会放声大叫，然

而当危险转移到他人身上时，她们会放声大笑，一切都在情理之中。

有谣言称，今天早上萨克维尔大街遭受炮火袭击，被夷为平地。

到处都成了废墟，而且听说事态并无改善，反而越来越糟糕。志愿军

从各个大本营突围，用壕沟做掩护，每一处壕沟都配备了7挺机枪。当

房子失守时，他们冲出去占领其他的房子，按照这一战略，似乎没有

理由相信起义竟然会告一段落。大街上挤满了穿着便服的志愿军，他

们口袋里揣着左轮手枪。大街上也挤满了同样穿着便服的士兵，他们

口袋里也揣着左轮手枪。人们越不想谈及的问题，就越少人愿意回

答。

我的态度当然是反对志愿军，但能如此说出来的人少之又少。我

凝视着态度暧昧的民众，他们是那么的笑容可掬、彬彬有礼、乐于交



谈。出于好奇，我试图从他们的眼神、行为举止甚至衣服的剪裁去读

懂他们的想法。

我感觉很多人并不在乎半便士赝币的下落，其他人不再是有思想

的生物，纯粹是记录时代大事件的机器。

他们对起义的到来束手无措。事情来得太突然，以至于他们无法

确定立场，分离的伤痛仍旧太深刻、太完整，倘若这是一场赛马或斗

狗，他们必将押注。

每天晚上都有英国军队登陆，仅在都柏林一处便有超过60000名士

兵，他们均配备了军事艺术所打造的攻击型武器。

士兵们严密防守梅瑞恩广场。每20步的距离便设有士兵守在道路

两旁，他们频繁地朝广场附近的屋顶进行扫射。据说志愿军占领了从

蒙特街桥到广场的屋顶，在城里广泛采取类似的防御方式。

他们全面地标记了迄今为止占领的街道上所有的屋顶，借助这些

屋顶，他们动作灵活、诡诈，来去自如，让士兵们防不胜防，处于险

境。

然而，尽管如此，志愿军们也只能短暂依靠屋顶。由于屋顶上没

有交通工具，他们很快就会弹尽粮绝。起义开始走向终点，尽管占领

屋顶在他们的计划之中，但恰恰是这一战略导致了他们的失败。

从屋顶传来机枪的声音。望向萨克维尔大街，一眼便可看到高耸

在建筑群中细长的纳尔逊柱浓烟弥漫。另外一座高耸的建筑是D.B.C咖
啡馆。这座中式宝塔曾是显眼的地标，时至今日我却无法寻到它的踪

影。我知道它不复存在，即使萨克维尔街没有被全部炸毁，但正如谣

言所说，这家伟大的咖啡馆的屋顶亦难逃厄运，或许早已被完全烧

毁。



我在砾石小径上发现了一些烧焦的过干纸。这些碎纸片一定能随

风飞得又高又远，从萨克维尔大街和梅瑞恩广场间所有的屋顶上飘

过。

11点时仍有持续的火拼，狙击手从蒙特街方向开枪，城市的每个

角落都能听到类似的声响。

据说坎登街狙击枪声频繁，人员伤亡惨重。有人曾目睹士兵们在

一座房子里抓获了两名志愿兵。他们被要求跪在路中间，在被捕后不

久就被枪毙。与此同时，行刑队的几名士兵也被击毙。

当中一名士官的脑浆洒向路边。一个年轻的女孩冲向路边，捡起

他的帽子，擦拭地上喷洒的脑浆。她用一些稻草盖住这具可怜的尸

体，诚心地将帽子送到最近的医院，让那些脑浆能与它们的主人合

葬。

尽管她的后续故事不那么阴暗，但一样感动了叙述者。

“在坎登街，”她说道，“猫狗无一生还。它们僵硬地躺在路上或屋

顶上。许多妇女对这场战争感到难过，”她说道，“她们对那些被当面

杀死的宠物感到伤心。”

城市的每个角落都在闹饥荒。一个女孩告诉我，他们一家和一起

避难的另一家人已经三天没有进食了。今天，她的父亲好不容易在某

处找到两片面包，将其带回家。

女孩说道：“当我父亲带着面包进屋时，我们14个人都朝他飞奔过

去，面包瞬间就所剩无几，可让我们羞愧的是，我们依然像父亲回来

前般饥肠辘辘。可怜的父亲啊，”她说，“自己一口都没有吃。”她认

为，穷苦人民是反对志愿军的。



志愿军还占领了雅各布饼干加工厂。谣传一位神父前去劝降，可

他们回答说，宁死不降。他们请求神父赦免他们的罪过，据说神父拒

绝了——但这（故事的后半部分）并不可信。这间加工厂邻近阿德莱

德医院，这一地理位置可能延误或妨碍针对工厂的军事活动。

在梅瑞恩广场附近，步枪群射的声响不断，时不时还能听到持久

的机枪交火声音。

夜晚，四面八方仍旧是不间断的射击，两军在萨克维尔大街交

战，亮起一道道刺眼的红光。

这些夜晚我都难以入睡，坐立不安，一旦坐下，立马就站起来，

荒谬地以为船只从窗边进军到墙边，循环往复。我一生中从未有如此

犯困的时候，但我不认为自己很幸福。没有任何一个都柏林人感到兴

奋，却怀着紧张和期待，这比任何一种兴奋都更可气。这主要是因为

消息的不畅通。我们不知道发生了什么，正在发生什么，或者即将发

生什么，回归到原始社会的状态让我们困扰不安（因为原始社会主要

是信息传播不畅通）。

每晚我们临睡前的话题都是：“明天一切是否都将结束？”这个问

题伴随着我们度过整个夜晚。



星期六

今天早晨同样没有面包，没有牛奶，没有猪肉，没有报纸，但阳

光却依旧灿烂。初春的天气竟然如此美好，让人诧异。

谣言四起，有些人说邮政局已经被占领，有些人则说没有。军队

控制了通往梅林广场的街道，他们并不允许我前往自己的办公室。当

我到达那里时，一辆汽车因未停下接受诘问，而遭到了军队的射击。

旁观者称这是贺拉斯·普伦基特爵士的车，其本人已被射杀。后来我们

才发现贺拉斯爵士并未被杀害，真相是他的侄子驾驶这辆车经过时，

遭到了猛烈的枪击。

这个时候，坊间一直流传着凡尔登沦陷的谣言。后来这一谣言和

关于卡特·索得救的谣言都被否认了。据说他在这里待了三天，倾尽所

有钱财，希望从克莱尔郡回到家乡。听说希伊·斯凯芬顿的房子遭到突

袭，从屋子里抬出两具尸体，索女士感到相当难过。我不清楚她的政

治倾向，但我认为她的举动可以用“仁慈”来概括。她拥有金子般的心

灵和雄狮般的勇气。后来我遇到了特派员贝利先生，他说志愿军委托

其前来商讨投降条款。希望他所言属实，愿上帝怜悯可怜的世人。没

有人相信慈悲的存在，人们在大街上被随意射杀，或者被押往最近的

营房枪毙。人们渐渐相信，起义结束后，牵扯其中一方的任何一个人

都将难逃一死。

那就是将会发生的情况。但这些天，死亡的想法不再萦绕在我的

脑海里，如果欧洲战争持续得更加长久，死亡的恐惧将彻底从人类身

边逃离，正如历史上发生的情况一样。当那庞大的威慑消失时，我们



的统治者将茫然若失，不知如何处理那些罢工者和不满的民众。或许

他们将不得不重新使用封存已久的酷刑。

大街上的人们有说有笑。事实上，空气中弥漫着愉悦和阳光。每

一分钟都有民众遭到射杀、刺杀，炸得粉身碎骨或烧成灰烬，可却无

人在意。这些悲剧持续上演，可却不再重要。

我在绿地公园碰到一个人，他在信封背面制订计划。问题在于，

根据计划，审讯者要从他所在的河对岸的那条街出发，走完这一小时

路程的四分之一，就必须得开始长达20多公里的征途。另外一个年轻

的男孩儿抱着一个大火腿，站得离他很近。他姐姐住在附近的一间屋

子。三天了，他一直试图将火腿送到他姐姐手中，均未成功。他本来

已经放弃希望了，后来灵机一动，他可以自己吃了这火腿，那就没问

题了。

双方交火持续了一整天，但是在一些地方，火力不会相当猛烈。

时不时伴有机关枪的响声，却丝毫未闻重型军火的声响。

谣传邮局被占领了，志愿军遍布在屋顶的每个角落。又有谣言

说，双方正在商讨投降条款，萨克维尔大街已经被夷为平地。

夜晚七点半时，整座城市基本上恢复了平静。间隔许久才能听到

步枪射击的声音。

当晚我比以往更早上床睡觉。半夜两点，透过房间的窗户仍可看

见萨克维尔大街闪着红色火光。清晨的到来将向世人宣告起义是否结

束，但现在仍未是时候。我居住的那条街和周边仍时有枪声，有时步

枪的猛烈射击会演变成有规律的扫射。



星期日

起义仍未平息。

火并仍在继续，但少了机关枪、大炮和迫击炮的声音。

从我家厨房的窗户可以看见远处飘扬的共和国国旗。这面旗帜飘

过雅各布饼干加工厂。只要看见旗子降下来，我便可知起义结束。

我出去时，街上人烟稀少。我碰见了D.H.，一起穿过了绿地。共

和国的国旗依旧飘扬在外科医生学院。我们试图前往葛拉芙顿大街

（那里破碎的窗户和两个裂开的口子都昭示了抢劫者的到访），但顺

着这条街继续往下走时，全副武装的哨兵就挥手示意，让我们往回

走。于是我们绕道欢乐剧场，进入美世大街，在那里成群的穷人排队

等待当地面包店开门。我们进入乔治大街，打算走达姆大街，这样才

能离萨克维尔大街更近，看看关于摧毁的谣言是否正确，但我们又被

军方制止了，不得不往回走。

我们并没有从交谈中得到任何消息，甚至连谣言都没有。

这是我第一次踏足房门几步之外的地方，我的邻居似乎比其他地

方的居民更擅长制造谣言，想象力更丰富。我们一回到家就得到消

息，据说已抓获了两名志愿军首领。他们分别是皮尔斯和康纳利。根

据消息，后者大腿骨折，在卡索医院接受治疗。皮尔斯与200名追随者

在邮局发起突击时英勇就义。他们在准备撤离时遭到了机枪扫射，无

一生还。后经证实，牺牲的是欧·拉伊利而非皮尔斯，之后皮尔斯的死

并没有那么轰轰烈烈。



看过英国报纸的人都说，库特向土耳其投降了，但凡尔登并未落

入德国人的手中。谣言四起，两国爆发了一场激烈的海战，德国军舰

全部被毁，而英格兰仅损失了18艘战船。据说，在被捕的志愿军中，

相当一部分为德国人，但没有人相信这一说法。这一谣言不可避免地

带来另外一种说法，传闻100艘德国潜艇沉入了斯蒂芬公园的池底。

两点半时我见到了特派员贝利先生，他告诉我一切都结束了，埋

伏在城市各个角落的志愿军都打算投降。一辆载着两位军事长官和两

名志愿军领袖的汽车驶入外科学院，获允入内。经过短暂的停顿，马

克季伟奇夫人走在100名士兵前头，步出学院，他们已经缴械；另一辆

载着志愿军领袖的汽车驶进其他军事据点，预计傍晚时分完成投降。

我准备回家时，在路上碰到了几天前见面的熟人。他编造了很多

谣言，好比蜘蛛织网。在这种情况下，他仍然侃侃而谈，我好奇地听

他讲述英格兰在前线战败的故事。他宣称，英格兰入侵了6个不同的营

房，但其舰队已完全被毁，德国大军则登陆了爱尔兰西海岸。他在大

脑中凭空捏造这些谣言，然后不断地大声向自己重复这些谣言，慢慢

地催眠自己。这一切均来源于消息灵通的陌生人，他们对谣言深信不

疑，并对见到的每一个人散播谣言。还有其他谣言，如西班牙向我们

宣战，智利海军全速前进前来营救我们。他可以派法国军队飞往西边

去取一枚别针，惘顾眼前的战事。我觉得，这个异类是整座城市真正

快乐的人。

现在是三点半了，从我的窗户可以看到共和国的国旗在雅克布工

厂上空飘扬。虽偶尔听到枪声，但总体来说城市还是挺平静的。4点45
分时，重型机枪轰隆作响。10分钟后重型机关枪扫射，伴有步枪射击

的声音。再过了10分钟后，雅各布工厂上空的旗帜降下来了。

后半夜，尤其是在我居住的那条街，狙击和军事交锋持续不断。



一些私人住宅遭到了抢劫。普伦基特伯爵的府邸被在此盘踞已久

的军官洗劫一空。宣战后，我仅用两分钟快速地路过家门，被子弹驱

赶到菲茨威廉广场。子弹在我周边的街道上嗡嗡作响，那种在耳边呼

啸而过的声音相当奇怪。那种声音有点类似快速电锯发出的声音，相

当迅速且尖锐。

毫无疑问，狙击手在我对面屋的房顶上，却并不是在屋顶上入

睡。这些孤立的群体或许难以得知他们同伴投降的消息，但通过其他

街区火力的减少，他们大概能推测出起义已经失败。

早晨，我从窗户看到4名警察在街道上巡逻。他们是这一星期以来

我见到的第一批人。因为爱尔兰民众拥有正当理由去害怕军队，但他

们并不像惧怕警察般害怕军队，很快军事故事将终结，开启警察故

事，重启政治故事，但之后的几个星期将撒下比以往更多的怨恨种

子，那些种子将重新生根发芽。



爱尔兰市民军在都柏林自由厅外列队



复活节宣言。由帕特里克·皮尔斯在1916年复活节起义中在都柏林邮政总局外宣读



起义结束

起义结束了。不过，起义的结果、经过以及原因值得我们探讨。

第一个问题很简单。我们城市最美好的地方已被炸得支离破碎，

化为灰烬。我们当中在外服役的士兵称，这个地区的废墟比他们在伊

普尔[9]甚至是在法国或佛兰德斯[10]看到的更为完整。许多男人、女

人、孩子、志愿者和平民都惨遭杀害，和军事设备一同转移的55000人
均被杀害。这些人员和物资的转移让整个英国陷入混乱。这就是发生

过的一切。

针对起义经过的探究将耗时多年。我们只知道，我们的城市爆发

了一场自发战争。整整一个星期我们生活在枪林弹雨中，战争来得让

人措手不及，又以迅雷不及掩耳之势结束。除了死者和囚徒，知道这

场战争的人都希望在这座城市度过余生（写作期间，一知情人士被枪

决）。

起义的原因则涉及更加确切的情况:由于爱尔兰党的领导人在英国

议会中并没有代表民意，酿成此次祸乱。在英格兰和德意志宣战之

日，他上台就职，领导着拥有长达8世纪历史传统的爱尔兰，如今却将

它抛诸脑后。他承诺爱尔兰将采取一套特殊的行动方案，可他无权许

下这一承诺，更无法保证承诺的兑现。其所在党的摇摆不定，以及自

身的情绪化出卖了他自己、我们和整个英格兰。他宣誓忠于爱尔兰，

仿佛爱尔兰是他的囊中之物，他有权为她代言。即使在新纪元，爱尔

兰亦从未背叛英格兰，因为她从未效忠于英格兰。不仅每一位在世的

英国人，甚至世界各国的人们都熟知她那坚定不移的国家信念。



那就是他想要被取悦的方式吗？他本可以代表爱尔兰，简单地声

明爱尔兰的忠诚、仁慈和中立（假如他懂得使用那些夸张的词汇）,如
此一来，他将得到欢呼声，在数月的时间内便可争取地方自治的权

利，以回报爱尔兰战士们的付出。他将得到英格兰以和平方式送达的

政治意见。然而，唉，这些细节都因他的情绪化而被隐藏得无影无

踪。对于一个认为他不是在与爱尔兰或英格兰对话的人而言，这些细

节都轻若鸿毛，但对于这片千疮百孔的土地而言，他如此深刻地保证

国家的忠诚，绝不会让哪怕是一片纸屑遮住了她的容颜。

一个谎言被揭穿后，便不再是光芒四射、安详的女神所熟悉或者

期许的——那是一种病，一种道德梅毒，将无休止地蹂躏寄生的肉

体，直至它被净化。雷德蒙德先生[11]说了这个谎话，他对英格兰负

责，皆因这场暴乱让她内疚不已；他对爱尔兰负责，皆因我们不得不

忍受那断壁残垣。没有他的谎言，起义将无由而起；没有他的谎言，

在此刻以及过去的一年里，“爱尔兰问题”将画上句点。在相当长一段

时间内，爱尔兰必定会对那可恶的罪行感到惭愧，在这个节骨眼上，

她不会受到约翰·雷德蒙德的折磨。

他是我们最近一次起义的导火索——世界很大，大得难以立契转

让，我们应该称其为吵闹，或者暴乱，或者争吵，这样才能厘清事实

的方方面面，但两国问题的根本不在于爱尔兰。

这是英格兰的问题，虽然近年来两国努力寻求更大的共识（这一

过程被炮火打断），但英格兰应该承认对爱尔兰的所作所为，并尽力

补偿。这一情况基本上可以用一个短语概括。我们只是个小国，而你

是个大国，却让我们吃败仗。我们是个贫困的国家，而你是世界上最

富有的国家，却不断地掠夺我们。这就是历史的真相，无论国家或政

治是否对立，你都没有给予爱尔兰任何理由去爱护你，更不应强求她

虚伪、愚蠢的爱戴。



你认为我们的民众冥顽不灵——这是个谎言。我们的历史记忆相

当深刻，在两国长期痛苦的关系中，你从未给予我们宽容，因此不值

得我们爱戴和忠诚。我们是一个优良的民族，我们是世界上仅剩的基

督民族，没有任何一个国家能像我们这般，对迫害者表现出如此的宽

容。没有任何一个国家能像我们这般原谅敌人，你一直虐待我们，而

我们备受痛苦的一代又一代人民却一而再再而三地原谅你。那些对我

们不利的贸易商和政客们，实际上也是你的敌人，但你却一直在包庇

袒护他们。最后他们对你造成了最大的伤害，我们早已做好了防护措

施，而你却不知所措。那些“反对独立者”为了金钱利益，在适当的时

机出卖国家。

同时，不要总是迫切地将你的礼物用枪炮赠送给我们。这一举动

太频繁，已让我们生厌。如今你面临着前所未有的机遇，修复两国的

关系。在爱尔兰这片土地上，没有一个人因为这场战争对你心生怨

恨，这得益于你派遣的士兵们可敬的行为举止。如果你愿意，爱尔兰

与你将永远和平，但你必须得立马抓紧她的手，因为数月之后她将不

再对你伸出友谊之手。古老、糟糕的关系将持续下去，怨恨不断滋生

和增长，将有另一段记忆被封存在爱尔兰容量庞大的大脑中，并始终

记忆犹新。

[9] 伊普尔(Ypres)：比利时西弗兰德市的一座城市。第一次世界大战期间，协约国军队同

德军于1914年、1915年和1917年在比利时西部伊普尔地区进行过三次战役。

[10] 佛兰德斯（Flanders）：中世纪西欧的一个国家，今为欧洲西北部的一个地区，在北

海沿岸，包括法国西北部部分地区、现比利时的东佛兰德省、西佛兰德省以及荷兰的西南部

部分地区。第一次世界大战期间，德军与协约国军队于1914年和1918年在比、法边境佛兰德

地区进行过两次战役。

[11] 约翰·雷德蒙德（John Redmond），爱尔兰议会党领袖。他通过议会民主政治赢得了

初步的在联合王国之内的爱尔兰自治，并由1914年第三部地方自治法保障。



志愿军

在起义中表现出来的组织能力值得一提，但事实上并非那么出

色。除了起义的勇气以外，起义的实质和独特性还取决于它的简易

性，“出色”一词不适合这种情况。

起义初期，志愿军们的用兵之道仅保留了“战略”的基本框架。他

们占领了中心和战略区域，并部署驻防，可无奈阵地最后均被攻陷。

由于堡垒要塞没有多余出口，他们选择天窗和屋顶，从而方便出入和

突袭。屋顶为他们提供了足够的掩护和极大的机动性，这也是志愿军

最大的优势，仅凭这一点，起义才得以撑过第一天。

这是他们完整的作战计划，毫无疑问他们认真研究了都柏林的屋

顶，以及屋顶间最完备的互通方式。除此之外，我觉得他们没有其他

值得赞扬的地方了。但这只是计划的雏形，除非他们完全疯了，不然

肯定还有后续的安排，要不是英格兰舰队的阻拦，计划本可成真。

毋庸置疑，他们期待整个国家都加入起义中，理应清楚成员的数

量，以及进行持久抵抗的概率。“抵抗”是起义的一个关键词，抗战计

划必定确立结束日期。那一天，肯定发生了别的事情让他们得以放下

心头大石。

除了德国军队登陆爱尔兰或英格兰以外，没发生什么特别的事

情。我认为，那些被登陆的区域并不重要，但有人猜测他们期待并安

排这样一次登陆，尽管现今并没有任何证据证明这一点。

这个逻辑相当简单和有理，或许无须更进一步地抽丝剥茧，人们

即能接受。然而进一步的抽丝剥茧还是必需的，因为爱尔兰的逻辑和



善辩通常都颠倒黑白。或许除了装备和军火供给以外，德国压根就没

有参与到起义中，而我更认同这一看法。志愿军知道他们无法给英格

兰一个大大的下马威，他们唯一的目的就是在爱尔兰引起骚动，将爱

尔兰问题上升为国际问题，让整个欧洲议会和全世界在讨论欧洲战争

和平条款时，认真聆听爱尔兰的诉求。

我认为这是起义背后的形而上学。他们很可能希望得到德国的援

助，哪怕是几千名士兵，从而延长起义的时间，但我不认为他们期待

或者真心欢迎德国军队的到来。

在此次起义中，有两个特点在爱尔兰起义史上是独一无二的。第

一个特点就是没有出现告密者，带头人中没有出现告密者。起义爆发

前两天，我的确在街边听到人们讨论起义即将到来。他们补充说道，

他们当时并不相信这个消息，对此不以为然。一位传教士对我说了相

同的话，或许早已谣言四起，每个人包括政府当局都将此次起义看作

一个笑话。

起义的另一个独特性在于，这是一场无声的抵抗。整座城市充斥

着枪声，志愿军和现役军人互相射击，在悄声细语中死去，或许可以

说，双方都害怕德国军队会听到战争的声音，从而利用此次起义渔翁

得利。

起义还有第三个理由，与外来因素毫无关联。据说，都柏林民众

认为政府打算突袭志愿军，夺取他们的武器。人们至今仍记得奥尔德

曼·凯利向都柏林当局传达的文件，那份文件谣传是国家指令，要求军

队和警察突袭志愿军，缴获军械，并且抓捕首领。志愿军曾扬言绝不

会让军队得逞。政府列出一张囊括所有被突袭地点的名单，名单发布

的当天晚上，便在爱尔兰引起轰动。新闻界显然是依照指令，拒绝刊

登这份名单。然而志愿军和大部分民众都相信名单的真实性，起义很

有可能是为了先发制人，让政府的计划泡汤。



起义还有另外一种可靠的解释。我认为这是最真实的解释。

英格兰是海上霸王，从战争开始前的一个星期到今天，她一直都

是这些领地毫无争议的最高统治者，因此所有关于德国入侵、德国军

队在爱尔兰登陆的论调都毫无意义。在这场战争中，除非德国军队能

同时解决海上运输的难题，否则没有任何国家的军队能够登陆英格兰

或者爱尔兰。这一难题终有一天会得以解决，因为所有问题都能被解

决，但在这场战争中却尚未得以解决。志愿军的首领既不是天才也不

是蠢材，对于他们和德国而言，向德国寻求军事援助都是困难重重。

起义是因为他们走投无路，正如胆小鬼被赶入最近的营房，被整个爱

尔兰嘲笑为懦夫和自大狂。

有趣的是，起义前夕，麦克尼尔教授辞去了志愿军的首领工作。

街头巷尾热议的变节故事并不可靠，因为像他这类型的人不是叛徒，

这个说法若没有进一步的评论或公告，很可能不被众人理会。从起义

爆发前的会议到麦克尼尔教授辞职期间所发生的一切，都留给民众极

大的想象空间。

这是我对发生的一切的看法或者猜想。由于不同领袖人物认为政

府策划了一场敌对运动，带给他们一段极其黑暗的时期，所以他们才

召开此次会议。比勒尔先生和马修·内森爵士都不希望在战争期间，爱

尔兰内部发生冲突，这一点不容置疑。这样一场冲突可能会伴随着各

种政治影响，尽管政府信奉自由主义，但爱尔兰强大的军事和政治党

派则推崇解除武装、惩罚志愿军，尤其是要严惩志愿军。我认为，倒

不如说我猜想，麦克尼尔教授与比勒尔先生和马修·内森爵士的立场相

近，并肯定政府不会采取任何针对志愿军的行动，只要志愿军不采取

武装手段，当局就不应干涉。我认为，麦克尼尔教授给出并接受了所

有必需的保证，当他在会议上通告所发生的一切，发现他们并不坚定

地认为信仰与他们同在时，黯然辞去职位，卑微地希望此举能让成员



们改变愚蠢的目的，或者至少让大部分追随者退出起义行列，从而减

少枉死的人数。

在反对起义方面，他并非孤军奋战。雷希利和其他战友因与他同

一战线而出名，当决定起义时，雷希利和他的成员一起游行示威，倘

若不是一个勇敢的绅士，绝不会这样做。

当发生的故事被官方记录成文时（可能已有书面记载），我认为

这将带领我们找寻事实真相，德国的阴谋和金钱对这场起义的贡献少

之又少，微不足道。



爱尔兰小学教材中摘录的关于1916年4月23日的报导



被英军炮轰后的邮政总局



部分领军人物

这场起义重复历史的步伐，最终以血战结束。这说法听起来有些

夸张，但这场起义绝非一碗豌豆汤或药草茶就能轻松解决。战争持续

期间，对抗相当坚决，我认为这是爱尔兰举事者们最可贵的地方。

这个国家是局外人，因为约有30000名爱尔兰士兵正与英格兰对

抗，而非反对她。仅仅都柏林一处，基本上所有贫苦家庭的父亲、兄

弟或者儿子，都奋战在反抗英格兰的前线。整座城市揭竿而起，与志

愿军们浴血奋战，没有任何军队能够击溃他们。这也许是一个大胆的

陈诉，因为重型机枪就能摧毁他们。但无论从哪个方面而言，爱尔兰

民众认为这场起义带给他们无以言表的悲伤和哀痛，但这绝不是一场

卑鄙和胆怯的战争。

如果我们的同胞在英格兰军队服役中被无辜杀害，我们没有理由

置身事外，更无法信服。但如果我们的同胞在与英格兰军队对抗中被

杀害，而且他们的兄弟恰巧在那支英格兰军队中服役，这就引出了问

题的纠结之处，但我们别无他法。一切既已发生，我们只能努力抹平

战争带来的伤痛。

人们常说，时势造英雄。也就是说，天降大任之时，当众人都退

避三舍时，必定有勇士挺身而出。但扛起重担的并不都是伟人和优秀

之士，并非所有凡夫俗子都只想着羊排和美女，王侯将相宁有种乎。

我无意将起义中的相关人物理想化。几年后，他们的国家将一如既往

地对他们做出公平的论断。



我认识的领军人物不是伟人，而且也不聪明，他们是学者，而不

是思考者；他们是思考者，而不是行动者。我觉得他们没有能力跃上

巅峰，他们从不渴求与众不同。

于我而言，他们都是好人，所谓好人，就是希望没有不幸，行为

举止无私且得当。无人生还比知道托马斯·麦克多纳更为糟糕，至少我

从未亲耳听见麦克多纳对任何人不友好或出言不逊。据说他的诗作具

有重大意义，根据某一衡量标准，事实的确如此。如果用同一标准去

衡量他的死亡，那将是件意义非凡的事情。他受审后即被枪决。他和

年轻的太太育有二子，与家人从此天人相隔并非易事。人们说他临死

之前回想起美好的过往时，肯定备受折磨，这是多么的痛苦。与强权

对抗时，我们都是宿命论者，但我希望，当士兵将他押赴刑场时，忧

愁能远离他。

我也认识拉伊利，但并不亲密。我只能说他是个有幽默感、充满

活力的绅士。他是个有想法且健谈的人，嘴边总是挂着笑容。

我也认识普伦基特和皮尔斯，但并不亲密。年轻的普伦基特永远

不会给别人留下激进分子的印象。跟皮尔斯和麦克多纳一样，他也会

写诗，三人的作品不分伯仲。他偏爱古灵精怪的东西。他学习埃及语

和梵语，还有一大堆稀奇古怪的东西，爱好发明和看戏。他受审后被

判处死刑，已被枪决。

至于皮尔斯，我不知如何评价他，更不知从何说起。如果说起这

场起义的理想主义者，那毫无疑问就是他。如果问起世界上最不适合

被砍头和起义的人，那毫无疑问也是他。至于他人说起的品质，那些

成就这位起义军事将领的品质，我从未真正“触及”或感受。这些人都

没有吸引力，拉金先生魅力非凡，但我觉得皮尔斯跟其他人一样普

通。然而恰恰是他号召了如此多的民众加入起义队伍中。



民众要找到权力、行动或才智的中心，才能团结起来。我认为皮

尔斯之所以成为领导者是因为他是性情中人。他并非心浮气躁，而是

在不同角度，人们会觉得他遭受的远比享受的要多。

他拥有权力，他的亲密朋友们开始为一己私欲和利益行动。他的

校长们没有定期领到薪水。他没有支付他们薪水的原因很简单，那就

是他身无分文。要是换作别人，这个解释显然不成立，但在他身上，

这个解释合情合理，甚至小孩都能理解。令人吃惊的是，这些校长们

并没有弃他而去。尽管报酬迟迟没有着落，他们都被孩子必须接受教

育的理想冲昏了头，心甘情愿地留下来。他的一个学生说，对皮尔斯

撒谎一点儿都不好玩，因为无论谎言多么离谱，他总是坚信不疑。他

建立、整修和改善他的学校，因为一切都是为了他的学生们，不知怎

的，他总是能找到为这些孤注一掷的希望奋斗的人们。

我认为，他不是“信仰上帝”，而是当某些事需要完成时，他不顾

逻辑、金钱和权力地完成了。他说过，这件事必须完成，而且如今只

有一个人能做，那我会去做。他铆足劲儿去完成这个任务。

想起这些不得不挑起血腥且孤寂工作的人们，不禁感到惋惜。我

们甚至可以想象他们在呐喊：“噢！太可恨了！”怒吼后他们毅然扛起

了这份责任。



劳工与起义

在爱尔兰，似乎无人能清楚地知道志愿军的确切信息，他们的目

的和人数无从知晓。如今我们知道了领导者的名字。他们被执行死刑

的故事让我们熟悉了这些名字。共和国宣言让我们了解了他们的目

的，但针对他们的人数则存在三种猜测：10000、30000或者50000。毫

无疑问，第一个数字太小了，第三个数字又太大了。爱尔兰人认为，

人数应该介于1.5万～2万。

当然，市民组成的军队或者志愿军中的劳工人数不会超过10000
人，也难以达到这个数目。然而一些人认为，最近一次的起义是为了

解决都柏林的劳工问题，而非出自国家利益或爱国情怀。这一说法基

于一些灵活多变的事实。

这是个有趣的观点，但在我看来，这是错误的。

志愿军有200多名都柏林劳工，当命令下达时，更大规模的市民军

队将无法行进。爱国理想几乎是每一个非工会成员的爱尔兰人的历史

使命和重担，同时也激励着如此庞大的志愿军队伍。他们与劳工的联

系更多体现在行动上，而非情感上。

有两个不同和对立阶级认为，劳工是志愿军的重要组成部分。

就像有人从两性角度去解释人生一样，有个阶级秉持经济理念，

他们在人类活动背后发现了工资和利润的冲突。事实的确如此，但不

应夸大。在爱尔兰，劳工并没有占据举足轻重的地位。尽管每一种观

点都认可其地位的重要性，但劳工的概念还没有在爱尔兰得到普及，

正处于“上升”的过程。当这个国家面临劳工问题时，执政党并没有把



它当回事，只有两个人——拉金先生和詹姆斯·康诺利正视它，他们都

是特别的人，充满了好奇心。

事实就是爱尔兰的劳工并没有成功组织任何活动，更不用说表示

不满。这是缺乏自我觉醒的表现。在都柏林以外的地区，这种情况并

不存在。整个国家的想象力相对局限，无法接受自由以外的事物，“统
治者”的政策让我们忙于政治，无暇顾及社会理念。他们认为这是一项

可取的政策，而且到现在为止该政策取得了全方位的胜利。

在其他国家，劳工们早已习惯说出接受和拒绝，然而在爱尔兰，

即使在都柏林，他们的同行尚未尝试这种方式。但爱尔兰即将迎来自

由，这种欲望相当明显，某种程度上早已路人皆知。他们理解的主

题，拥有一套完整的语言，但他们不愿为了那些不了解或不珍惜的主

题献身。

或许任何行动要想上升为全国范围，皆需知识分子的振臂一呼以

及经济上的重创，当这些因素都具备时，那这次起义将势不可当。在

爱尔兰，在都柏林地区有组织的劳工示威，并不足以将其目标或色彩

加诸在志愿军身上，而恰恰是劳工的理想融合且消失在全国起义中。

毫无疑问，两年前的大罢工仍是都柏林劳工难以抹去的痛苦记

忆。然而，这段记忆对于那时的劳工或许不是那么苦痛。不过，当时

人们对英格兰的憎恨，或者双方冲突的压力，都无法归咎于英格兰。

当地商人，尤其是地方警察、掌权者和法院压制他们，因此他们才应

是怨恨的来源。

游行示威的原因并不难懂。我无须推敲，便可知他们针对英格兰

起义的原因，除非他们首先是爱国者，之后才是工会成员。



我不认为理想和现实在都柏林起义中实现了完美的结合，但我认

为这是执政党迈出的第一步，多年后爱尔兰将出现更大、更难以解决

的麻烦。

或许不会出现更大的麻烦，因为联合行动在爱尔兰的发展慢中有

稳，将厘清我们的经济问题，如果英格兰民众觉得国家问题不应一次

性解决，在这过程中还可以顺带解决。

詹姆斯·康纳利全心投入在国家和经济战营，他是个豪爽的人，愿

意同情那些肆意浪费的人。

毫无疑问，他井然有序的战略大大帮助了志愿军。拉金先生处于

爱尔兰劳工运动的中心，康纳利则是智囊。由于其在起义中的地位，

他被处以死刑，现已逝世两天。

他在战争中身负重伤，经过细心照料才得以重新站起来，这一事

实没有遭到过多的怀疑，他现已被击毙。

其他人也丧生了。我与他们并非深交，康纳利也不过是熟人一

个。几个月以前，我见过他几次，但每次其他人都在场，他在这些场

合很少发言。别人告诉我，他天生寡言少语。他是爱尔兰可有可无的

备胎，但全世界的劳工都为他的逝去默哀。

曾经照料过他的医生在弥留之际称，康纳利平静地接受了死刑的

判罚。在宣判的那个早晨，他就被枪决了。这位绅士对他说：

“康纳利，当你站着被枪决时，你是否会为我祈祷？”

康纳利回答道：

“我会的。”



他的访客继续说道：

“你是否会为那位刽子手祈祷？”

“我会。”康纳利说道，“我会为世界上做好自己本分的好人祈

祷。”

他是个忠于职守的人。我们可以肯定他遵守了那个承诺。他会为

那位无暇为自己祈祷的人祷告，正如他多年来原本可为自己奋斗，却

为他人而奔走一般。



爱尔兰人的问题

爱尔兰人的确有一个疑惑。爱尔兰有两个问题，当中最重要的并

非是我们报纸或政治宣传的头条。

第一个是国际性问题，简单地说就是，爱尔兰希望对本国拥有自

主权。英格兰人声称有同样的想法，在任何时候都可以充分理解这一

点，没有必要再纠结于这些问题。

另外一个问题则大相径庭，三言两语难以说明白。问题的难点在

于，只有通过某种方式寻求爱尔兰的自由，该问题才得以解决。因为

自由理想象征着这个民族的想象力。它就像个噩梦，缠绕着爱尔兰，

阻止了国内一切民主和文化事业，甚至可以毫不夸张地说，如果这场

昏迷和高烧持续，爱尔兰将无法继续生存。想象力是一种智力优势，

不应遭受禁锢，而应让其发挥作用，这也是我们所需要的。

第二个问题也可以看作宗教问题。接受一种想法比质疑更加轻

松，这一说法被当作真理，但事实上并不正确，在爱尔兰人的生活

中，没有一个谎言能如此根深蒂固、无理取闹，没有一种政治谎言能

如此不高明，体现赤裸裸的剥削。

在爱尔兰，政治一向褊狭，而宗教一向宽容。我不是天主教徒，

并不打算宣扬我骨子里不喜欢的宗教系统，但我从未在该教派的同胞

身上发现真正的褊狭，却发现了新教徒的不宽容。我会缩小言论的范

围。应该说，我发现部分新教徒心胸狭隘。在爱尔兰北部以外的地

区，不存在宗教问题，而在北部，从本质上说，与其说是宗教问题，

不如说是政治问题。



所有的思想都是一个人想法的浓缩，因此我们可以对爱尔兰的第

二个问题得出一个结论。它既不是天主教也不是国家主义者的问题，

不完全是新教徒和工会成员的问题，而是后者极端势力的责任。即使

是一个在爱尔兰生活了许久的爱尔兰人，也难以触碰到该问题真正的

政治事实，它深埋在爱尔兰新教政治下，在英格兰或爱尔兰不断受到

反对和攻击。这就是事实，周边的人对他们国家怀着一种永久的、致

命的和难以解释的憎恨。

有些人或许会对显而易见的现实做出广泛的总结，并试图通过这

种方法解决问题。我们认为，对英格兰的忠诚是他们行动的真正中

心。我同意这一看法，但它只触及了一点。我们同情那些出生且生活

在和平中的同胞，但对英格兰的忠诚并不涵括这份同情背后的憎恨、

盲目和懦弱。我们可以认为，这归咎于特权思想和对权力的欲望。所

以，我只能将这想法看作是问题的一个方面，但这些都是文化观念，

当到达爆发点时将不再发挥作用。

我知道只有两种精神状态是完全脱离肉身和意识的，那就是懦弱

和贪婪。难道说敌意不仅仅是这两种状态的综合体？他们害怕什么？

觊觎什么？在一个国家，他们可以再度怀疑事实无罪，或者觊觎如羊

骨般贫瘠的土地吗？他们已经自我催眠，幻化为强盗、恶棍和巨人，

变身成儿童故事里臭名昭著的坏人。

我不认为这是在讲故事，但我认为当中的确有故事可讲，那就是

工会党是一支为外人不懂的派别。我猜想该党有一个秘密组织，如果

真是如此，我迫切想知道他们的地位，他们是如何与人性或者社交生

活达成一致。这些纯属猜测。我作为一个小说家，一向喜欢天马行

空，这次却不想添油加醋。

但第二个爱尔兰问题并非像表面般严重。虽然问题现在很严重，

但一旦爱尔兰取得国家独立，将不再严重。



对抗谎言的最好办法就是不去相信它，爱尔兰在这种情况下就是

采取了这种防卫。由工会右翼做出的声明并不仅仅基于宗教，他们综

合了所有因素。根据他们的说辞，在爱尔兰生活并不安全。无论白天

或夜晚，民众都担心财产会被挪用，心里惴惴不安，还有其他一些未

阐明的情况更加悲惨、阴暗和鬼祟，谣言在国外悄声四起。

这些事情在爱尔兰都没有得到重视，事实上，它们不是爱尔兰消

费的肉类。爱尔兰的法官总是佩戴白色的手套，如果不是因为政治问

题，他们将没法当面看清自己的手。爱尔兰的律师公会几乎泪流满

面，齐声喊出“土地法案”，不再冷眼看待贫困。这些传闻都是为英格

兰而造，也顺利传到了那片土地上。如果没有市场需求，传闻将止

步。当这些人明白自己并未真正掌控这个有钱有势的大集团时，或许

会变得爱国和具有社会性。但爱尔兰并未采取任何防卫措施，而英格

兰却对这些传闻兴奋不已。她按照自己的意愿将爱尔兰打造成一个果

冻。她对他们唯一的阻碍就是自由。

所有人的生活都相对简单。有人饥肠辘辘，知识赋予他工作，得

以度过余生。有人会发现自己是爱尔兰人（对于很多人而言，这都是

一个发现的过程），知识简化了随之而来的政治行为。你可以完全是

爱尔兰人，正如卵石或星星般完整，这就是作为爱尔兰人的舒适感。

但没有一个爱尔兰人希望成为混血英格兰人，如果真有这种追求，那

自杀绝不是一种英雄行为。

北爱尔兰问题一直没有得到秘密镇压。民族主义者的想法过于空

泛，认为北爱尔兰对爱尔兰的态度根源于傲慢和固执。将这两种坏因

素都纳入北爱尔兰构想中，并不能解释北爱尔兰的立场问题。爱尔兰

的官方表态以及北爱尔兰都没有得到恰当的解释。

爱尔兰政党采取了什么措施来减少北爱尔兰的偏见，让不和谐的

声音与爱尔兰其他地区达成一致？悲哀的是，答案很完整。他们冷眼



旁观。他们或许曾采取了措施，却让北爱尔兰人们恨得牙痒痒。有时

当奥兰治党主义[12]奄奄一息时，他们支撑和引领爱尔兰民众，北爱

尔兰人对爱尔兰眼下的时局做出了回答。如果当局有一丝政治才能，

那么在过去10年里，他们就会奔走于北部，向北方黑佬们解释，抚慰

和讨好他们。但是，正如善良的爱尔兰人一般，他们不能脱离英国

了，他们在不盛行游行的国家示威、发表演说，仅仅是爱尔兰口音已

经让英格兰人无聊至极，恸哭不已。

游行让贝尔法特的民众欢欣，演说则帮助德里的民众意识到，为

了我们共同拥有的这片土地，要想消除这些胡言乱语，就必须实现地

方自治和民族团结。

让当局解释为什么忽视了派遣合适人选前往安抚北爱尔兰民众的

政治义务。简单来说，他们为什么联合抵制北爱尔兰，未经证实就轻

信谣言，让政治、宗教和种族敌意在爱尔兰境内滋长。难道他们害怕

会被扔“坚果”吗？无论他们害怕什么，他们给予北爱尔兰最遥远的安

全距离，在其他地区大声高调，却在那片土地上保持沉默。

北爱尔兰的不满表面上是宗教问题，但要制订这类问题的保障措

施相当容易，且实施难度低，如此一来，这类问题基本上就不予考

虑。真正的难题在于经济，相当复杂棘手。但除非能立马察觉利润和

损失，否则人的灵魂不会轻易被会计师的故事所搅动。因此我们的北

爱尔兰同胞高举宗教旗帜，在那神圣的徽章下，为部分人口中的贪欲

而战，直白地说就是为了面包和黄油而战。

新芬[13]一词意指“我们”，这一章我从我们的角度出发讨论问题。

比任何政治解放更为迫切的是，聚集所有善良的人们，共同解救这片

贫困的土地。我们关注的焦点不应放在天涯海角，而应聚集在我们的

周边及所能触碰到的一切。如果能巧妙回避的话，没有一位政治家愿



意向我们谈起爱尔兰。他的故事仍旧是关于威斯敏斯特、钦博拉索山

[14]和月亮山。爱尔兰人必须开始为自己设想，有主见，而不是一味

地将精力浪费在太过遥远且障碍重重的事业上。我认为，我们的同胞

并不逊色于他国人民。或许谈不上更好，但至少不会太差。我觉得本

土政治徒然无功，摧毁灵魂。我们拥有的这片岛屿面积小之又小，却

是我们需求的20倍，即使穷尽我们子孙的一生也无法用尽它的点滴。

我们城镇有太多的问题亟须解决，这让无数智者黔驴技穷。这就是世

界，充满了疑惑与快乐。没有迷失的一切，更不用说勇敢的人们，他

们已经被利用过了。从今天开始，爱尔兰将展开一段伟大的旅程。志

愿军已牺牲退场，现在轮到积极响应号召的民众上场了。

[12] 奥兰治党主义（Orangeism）：反对爱尔兰民族主义和天主教，企图让新教占据统治

地位。

[13] 新芬(Sinn Fein)：爱尔兰民族主义政党，致力于爱尔兰的政治和经济独立并复兴爱尔

兰的文化。

[14] 钦博拉索山（Chimborazo）:位于南美洲厄瓜多尔中部。



哲人之旅

（《金坛子》节选）

《金坛子》是爱尔兰作家詹姆斯·斯蒂芬斯的代表作，由6个不同

主题的故事组成。

这是一部独特的作品，融合了哲学、爱尔兰民间故事和永远绕不

开的两性探讨。全书文笔幽默而不失优雅，在出版后即大受欢迎，曾

多次重印。

第一章

两个孩子回家后，向哲人报告了他们的所见所闻。哲人向他们详

细询问了潘神的长相、他是如何招待他们的，以及他是怎么为自己的

恶行辩护的。当哲人发现潘神并没有回复他的口信，他相当恼火。他

想说服自己的妻子前去造访，代为传达他对潘神的憎恨和蔑视。但是

瘦女人尖酸地反驳道，自己是一个可敬的已婚妇女，已经没了智慧，

一点也不想失掉更多的美德，并且一个丈夫绝不会做出任何危及自己

妻子名声的举动。就算她如此不幸，嫁给了一个蠢货，她的自尊还是

幸免于难了。哲人则指出，凭她的年龄、她的容貌和她的语气，足以

让她免遭潘神的魔力甚或谣言。而且，对于米豪尔·麦克穆拉楚的事

件，他只是出于科学上的兴趣和帮助他人的善意，全无个人感情。而

这居然被他的妻子贬低为那种做丈夫的常常会有的、不怀好意的促狭

伎俩。



他们俩都这么在意这些事，这事情算是打了个死结。于是哲人决

定将这件事呈交给安格斯·奥格，求他庇护麦克穆拉楚一族。他吩咐瘦

女人给他烤两个面包，着手安排这趟旅程。

瘦女人烤好了面包，把它们放在袋子里。第二天一大早，哲人将

包裹甩到肩上，踏上了寻访之旅。

走到松林边上，他拿不准自己朝向哪个方位去，于是稍停了一会

儿。然后，他选择向戈特-纳-克洛卡-莫拉的方向走去。穿过戈特-纳-
克洛卡-莫拉的时候，他突然觉得应该拜访一下矮精灵，和他们谈谈。

但念及米豪尔·麦克穆拉楚以及自己正在为之奔劳的麻烦——这一切都

能直接追溯到矮精灵头上——他便对他的邻居冷下了心肠，从紫杉边

走过，毫不逗留。他很快走到了那片石楠丛生、凹凸不平的山地，孩

子们就是在这儿发现了潘神。他继续向山上攀爬，发现卡伊缇琳·妮·
穆拉楚手里拿着一个小罐，正走在前方不远处。一头刚被她挤过奶的

母羊正低头吃草。前方卡伊缇琳步履轻盈的模样让哲人不由得闭上了

眼睛，胸中燃烧着正义的怒火，但出于一种不能免俗的好奇心，随即

便睁开了双目——这全都是因为那女孩未着寸缕。他一直盯着她，看

到她走到树丛后，消失在岩缝里。对女孩和潘神的愤怒控制了他，使

他放弃了那条孩子告诉他的直通山顶的路线，向岩缝走去。听到他的

脚步声，卡伊缇琳慌忙从岩洞里跑了出来。然而，哲人从她身边挤了

过去，鄙夷地唾弃。“荡妇。”他说完后便走进潘神所在的岩洞里。

他一边走着，一边为自己严苛的态度而懊悔。他说：

“人类的躯体由血肉和肌腱组合而成，包裹在骨架之外。衣服的首

要用途是保护身体免于寒冷、免于雨淋，如果没有危及这一基本前

提，它不该被看作道德的标杆。如果一个人不想要被这么保护，谁能

对这值得尊重的自由说不呢？高贵不在于服饰，而在于心灵；道德在

于行为；美德在于思想——”



“我常常想，”他走到了潘神面前，继续对潘神说，“衣饰对心灵的

影响一定是非常巨大的。它定然是修饰了心灵，而非拓展了心灵，甚

或是使之强化，也并非使之活跃。衣饰的存在即刻影响了整个环境。

空气这一天然的媒介，仅仅是滤过我们的身体，其轻微的影响完全及

不上这无所不在的基本元素所带来的好处。这自然引发了一个问题：

衣服是否和我们想象的一样，是非自然的呢？从保护人体免受恶劣天

气影响的角度看，我们发现许多生物因由自身内在的驱力，长出某种

可以被视为其衣物的外层甲胄。熊、猫、狗、老鼠、羊和海狸，都被

毛皮包裹着，所以这些生物不能被视为赤身裸体。螃蟹、蟑螂、蜗牛

和贝类，都为自己定制了甲壳质的装备，以至于要看到它们本身的肉

体，只能用外力使之暴露出来。类似的，其他生物都给自己提供了某

种遮蔽物。因此，穿衣服不是一种艺术，而是一种本能。人赤裸着来

到这个世界上，不能自己长出衣物，却要从各种遥远而随机的来源采

集，我们没有理由把这种需要当成一种寻求礼仪的本能。你也会承

认，这些想法是重要的反思，在我们触及那宽泛而棘手的主题——道

德与不道德行为——之前，值得加以考虑。那么，什么是美德呢——”

潘神彬彬有礼地听完了上面一席话，忽然打断了哲人。

“美德，”他说，“是令人愉悦的行为。”

哲人将这一论断在食指上掂量了一下。

“那么，什么是邪恶？”他说。

“邪恶就是，”潘神说，“无视令人愉悦的行为。”

“如果是这样，”哲人评论，“到目前为止哲学都走在一条错误的道

路上。”



“正是如此。”潘神说，“哲学的生活方式是一种不道德的行为，因

为它暗示着一种无法被遵循的行为标准。即使它可以被遵循，也必将

导致贫乏这种滔天大罪。”

“美德的概念，”哲人带着几许愤慨说，“曾经激励了世界上最高贵

的智者。”

“它并没有激励他们，”潘神回答，“它只是催眠了他们。因此他们

把自我压抑当成了美德，把自我牺牲当成了可敬之事，而非它的本来

面目——自我毁灭。”

“确实，”哲人说，“这很有意思，如果这是真的，生命的所有举动

都会变得简单多了。”

“生命本来就很简单，”潘神说，“生命就是生与死，在生死之间饮

食、歌舞、结婚生子。”

“但是这仅仅是物质主义。”哲人喊道。

“你为什么说‘但是’？”潘神回答。

“这是赤裸裸的，无药可救的动物性。”哲人继续说道。

“你想叫它什么都行。”潘神回答。

“你什么都没有证明。”哲人吼道。

“可以被感知的东西无须证明。”

“你遗漏了新事物，”哲人说，“你遗漏了大脑。我相信意识高于物

质、思想高于情感、精神高于肉体。”



“你当然这么认为了。”潘神说着，拿起他的麦秆做的牧笛。

哲人向出口狂奔而去，一把推开卡伊缇琳。“荡妇。”他尖刻地

说，然后冲了出去。

在崎岖的山道上攀登时，他仍能听见潘神的笛声，召唤着，低诉

着，传递着无上的欢乐。

第二章

“卡伊缇琳不值得被拯救。”哲人说，“但我还是要救她。事实

上，”他思考了一会儿，“她不想被拯救，然而，我就是要救她。”

下山的路上，她的倩影浮现在他的眼前，像古老的雕像一般美丽

简洁。他恼火地甩甩头，想要摆脱那幽灵般的幻影，但那幻影却顽固

地不肯消散。他想要把精神集中在深刻的哲学箴言上，然而她那扰人

的影像总是插入他和他的思想之间，继而完全抹杀了后者。以至于当

他前脚刚声明了一句格言，后脚就忘记自己刚刚说了什么。这种精神

状况对他来说极不寻常，让他困惑不已。

“精神竟然如此脆弱，”他说，“连一个身影，一个活的几何形体都

能从根基上动摇它！”

他被这个念头吓到了：他意识到文明的殿堂乃是建筑在火山口之

上……

“一个气泡，”他说，“破灭了。一切事物的表象之下乃是混沌和激

进的无政府主义，一言以蔽之，是贪婪坚忍的欲望。我们的眼睛告诉

我们应该思考什么，而我们的智慧不过是一个感官刺激的目录。”



他本应沉浸在深深的沮丧中，然而在他的混乱之中，却有一道幸

福的清泉汩汩流出，他从孩童时期起就没有感受过如此美妙的快乐。

岁月从他肩头轰然落下。他每迈出一步，就放下了一磅重负。他的面

容开始动摇，在奔跑之中他发现了一种他不能从思考中获得的愉悦。

事实上，他觉得思考与之相比大为逊色。所以，说他无法思考并不准

确，他只是不想思考而已。精神的全部重要性和权威性似乎正在消

退，原本只属于肉体的行为吸引了他的注意力。他惊讶地看到山峦和

村庄沐浴在阳光里。篱笆上的一只鸟攫住了他的心神——鸟喙、头、

腿，还有那沿着风的弧度逐渐变细的宽大翅膀——这是他生命中第一

次真正地看见了一只鸟。下一分钟，它振翅飞去，他甚至能够模仿出

它尖锐的鸣叫。在蜿蜒的山路上，他每踏出一步，景色便随之变化，

发现并观察到这一点使他近乎狂喜。一座陡峭的山崛起在路中央，然

后融化成了一片倾斜的草地，直滚到村庄里去；之后轻松安闲地攀爬

而上，重又变成山峰。在另一边，一丛树木友好地一起轻轻点头。远

处有一棵独自生长的大树，枝繁叶茂，洁净美丽，对美好的独处感到

怡然自得。一丛灌木低低地蹲伏在地上，仿佛它就要跳起来，追着兔

子大笑大叫着穿过草地。到处都是大片的阳光，而影子的深井也无处

不在；说不上来何者更加美丽。阳光！啊，它的荣光，它的美好和勇

气，它的照耀多么无边无际，毫不吝惜，毫不在意。他看见太阳那无

法计数的慷慨，自己也为之感到光荣，就好像是他自己掷洒了这慷慨

的赠予。难道不是他吗？难道阳光没有从他的头上流泻而下，没有从

他的指尖获得生机？真真切切地，他心里的快乐膨胀出来，超越了宇

宙。思想！啊！这可爱的东西！但是动作！感情！这些才是现实。去

感受，去做，去欢天喜地地大步向前奔去，高唱这壮美生活的赞美

诗！

过了一会儿，他觉得饿了。他伸手到包裹里掰下一块蛋糕，开始

寻找一处适于进餐的地方。路边有一口井，那是一个聚满了水的小角

落。井上方盖着一块粗糙的石头，浓密安静的灌木在井周围的三面环



绕着，几乎完全阻挡了人们的视线。他本来都不会注意到这口井，只

是有一条两掌宽的小溪若隐若现地从井里流出来，流向田野里，暴露

了它的存在。他在井边坐下，用手舀水，觉得水很好喝。

他正吃着蛋糕，不远处有声音传来。不一会儿，一个女人出现在

山路上，拎着一只水罐要过来汲水。

她是一个大块头的女人，模样却很清秀。她走路的样子活像是那

种一生顺遂、无忧无虑的人。当她发现哲人坐在井边，她惊讶地停了

一会儿，然后带着快活的微笑走上前来。

“早安，先生。”她说。

“早安，女士。”哲人回礼，“在我旁边坐会儿，吃块蛋糕吧。”

“当然，太好了。”女人说着，在他身边坐了下来。

哲人掰了一大块蛋糕给她，她吃了一点。

“这蛋糕有种特别的味道。”她说，“是谁做的？”

“我的妻子。”他答道。

“哇哦！”她打量着他，说，“你知道吗，你看起来一点也不像个已

婚的人。”

“不像吗？”哲人说。

“一点也不像。一个已婚的男人看起来安逸沉稳：他看起来像是完

成品，如果你懂我的意思。而一个单身汉看起来浮躁又滑稽，他总想

到处跑、到处看。我总能分辨出来已婚和未婚的男人。”



“你怎么分辨呢？”哲人说。

“很简单，”她点点头，说，“从他们看女人的方式。一个已婚男人

会安安静静地看着你，好像他完全了解你。对女人来说，他身上没有

什么奇异之处。但一个单身汉会尖锐地看着你，忽而移开视线忽而又

看回来。这样你就知道，他正在琢磨你，不知道你在怎么想他。所以

他们总是奇异的，而这就是为什么女人喜欢他们。”

“为什么！”哲人惊奇地说，“女人喜欢单身汉胜过已婚男人？”

“当然了，”她由衷地回答，“如果有个单身汉在路左边，女人们绝

不会看一眼路右边的已婚男人。”

“这件事，”哲人说，“非常有趣。”

“奇怪的是，”她继续说，“我在路上看到你时，我对自己说，‘这
人是个单身汉’。你结婚多久了？”

“我不知道，”哲人说，“大概有十年了吧。”

“你有几个孩子，先生？”

“两个，”他答道，紧接着就纠正了自己，“不，我只有一个孩

子。”

“另一个夭折了吗？”

“我从来只有一个孩子。”

“结婚十年了，只有一个孩子，”她说，“为什么呢？亲爱的，你根

本就不算已婚。你过去都做了些什么，做了些什么！我不会跟你讲我



那些活着的和死去的孩子。但是我要说，不管结婚与否，你都是个单

身汉。一看见你我就知道了。你的妻子是个什么样的女人？”

“她是个很瘦的女人。”哲人咬了一口他的蛋糕，喊道。

“她现在还是这样吗？”

“还有，”哲人接着说，“我跟你聊天是因为你是个胖女人。”

“我不胖。”她愤怒地反驳。

“你胖，”哲人坚持，“而这正是我喜欢你的原因。”

“啊，如果你是这个意思——”她咯咯笑了。

“我认为，”他爱慕地看着她，继续说，“女人就应该胖。”

“实话告诉你，”她热切地说，“我也这么认为。我从没见过一个不

刻薄的瘦女人，也从没见过一个不蠢的胖男人。胖女人和瘦男人才是

自然的。”她说。

“正是如此。”他说完便俯身过去，亲吻她的眼睛。

“啊，你这混蛋！”女人边说着边伸手推他。

哲人窘迫地缩回来。“请原谅我，”他说，“如果我玷污了你的美德

——”

“这是已婚男人的台词，”她匆匆站起来，说道，“现在我知道你是

了。但你身体里还是有许多单身汉的成分。愿上帝帮助你！现在我要

回家了。”说完，她将水罐放到井里装满水，转身离开。



“或许，”哲人说，“我应该等你丈夫回家，为我所做的对不起他的

事寻求他的原谅。”

女人转过来面对着他，眼睛睁得像盘子一样大。

“你说什么？”她说，“如果你敢的话，跟着我，我要放一条狗来咬

你。我一定会这么做的。”她恶狠狠地大步向家走去。

犹豫了一会儿，哲人选择继续走他穿越山岭的老路。

天色已晚，他在山间跋涉时，周围环境里幸福的宁静再度溜进他

的心，安抚了他关于胖女人的记忆——有那么一会儿，她不再是一段

愉悦有趣的回忆。他不在深思，只是肤浅地运转着他的头脑，想着自

己为什么会吻一个陌生女人。他对自己说，这样的行为是错误的。但

是这一判定不过是长期习惯于分辨对错的头脑的自动反应，因为，几

乎在同一瞬间，他向自己担保他的所作所为完全没什么要紧的。他的

观念正在经历一种有趣的转变。正确和错误发生碰撞，紧密融合，最

终几乎无法拆分。和错误相连的污名似乎同它的重要性不成比例，而

正确也完全配不上与之相伴的赞誉。是否任何邪恶加之生命的短期甚

至是长期效果，都会立刻被转化成美德所带来的均等影响？然而这些

微小的反思只困扰了他一小会儿。他不想搞任何内省式的发掘，感觉

良好本身就已经足够了。为什么思考于我们这么明显、这么引人注目

呢？要不是出了问题，我们不会意识到我们有消化或是循环器官，自

此之后，对它们的认知便折磨着我们。健康大脑的劳作就不能同样程

度地隐秘而又同样能干吗？我们为什么必须大声思考，努力从三段论

走到结论，谨慎对待我们的结论，怀疑我们的假设？思考，因为我们

能意识到它，所以它仅仅是一种疾病。健康的精神应该宣扬它的信念

而非它的劳作。我们的耳朵不该听到它疑惑时发出的喧嚣，也不应被

迫倾听我们永远为之困扰的利弊之辩。



道路像缎带般在山间蜿蜒。道路的两旁是篱笆和灌木——矮小坚

硬的树木把叶子紧攥在自己手中，激得风要从这紧握的手里夺取叶

片。山脉升起又下沉，高高地笼罩在每一片风景之上。这时，溪流下

落的叮咚声打破了静谧。远处有一只牛哞哞直叫，传出悠长低沉的单

调音节。远处还传来一只山羊颤动的叫声，不知从何处来，又飘向何

处。周围弥漫着各种各样带着小翅膀的生灵发出的嗡嗡声，不过大体

上是一片宁静。上山时，哲人顺着坡度前倾，猛力蹬地，几乎像一头

公牛一样带着对克敌制胜力量的骄傲喷出鼻息。下山的时候，他背着

手，任自己的双腿肆意撒欢。难道它们不知道自己的任务吗？——祝

它们好运，然后走吧！

走着走着，他看见一位老妇人在前面蹒跚而行。她拄着一根拐

杖，双手因为风湿又红又肿。她那看不出形状的靴子里有石子硌脚，

硌得她步履蹒跚。她鹑衣百结，身上披着你所能想见的最破烂的碎

布，而那些一度搭在她身体上的破布错综复杂地结在一起，再也没办

法从身上脱下来。她一边走，一边自言自语，嘟囔个不停，这让她的

嘴看起来像印度橡胶一样不息地努来努去。

哲人很快就赶上了她。

“早上好，女士。”他说。

但是老妇人没有听到：她似乎正专心感受着靴子里的石子给她带

来的疼痛。

“早上好，女士。”哲人又说了一遍。

这次她听见了，并且回答了他。她昏花的老眼慢慢望向了他的方

向——“早上好，先生。”她说。哲人觉得她苍老的面容看起来非常和

蔼。



“你有什么麻烦吗，女士？”他说。

“我的靴子，先生。”她答道，“它们满是石子，我几乎没法迈步，

愿上帝帮助我！”

“你为什么不把它们倒出来呢？”

“啊，当然，我本来可以的。但是先生，靴子上全是洞，如果我把

石子倒出来，不出两步，靴子里就会有更多的石子。一个老太婆不能

总是走走停停。愿上帝帮助她！”

路边有一座小房子。老妇人看到它的时候，稍微振作了一点。

“你认识住在房子里的人吗？“哲人说。

“不认识。”她答道，“但是这真是栋漂亮的房子，窗户明净，门环

闪光，连烟囱里的烟都——我在想如果我恳求女主人给我一杯茶的

话，她会不会给我——我这穷苦的老婆子，拄着一根拐杖在路上挪！

或者给我一点肉，或者一个蛋。”

“你可以去试试。”哲人温和地建议。

“或许我真的会。”她在房子外边坐下，哲人也跟着坐下了。

一只小狗从房子里跑出来，小心地凑近他们。它心怀善意，但它

也早已经发现，友善的接近有时候会被冷漠地对待。这一点表现在，

它接近的时候，半信半疑地摇着尾巴，低声下气地在地上打起滚来。

很快地，小狗发现这儿没有恶意。它向着老妇人小跑过去，毫不迟疑

地跳到她的膝上。

老妇人冲着小狗咧嘴笑了——



“啊，你这小家伙！”她说。她把手指给它咬。快乐的小狗在她瘦

骨嶙峋的手指上磨牙，然后和老妇人胸口耷拉下的一块破布开始了一

场模拟战斗。它带着愉悦的兴奋感对着布又吼又叫，老妇人只是抱着

它，爱怜地抚摸。

对面房子的门迅速打开了，一个满脸冻疮的女人走了出来。

“放下那只狗。”她说。

老妇人谦卑地对她露齿而笑。

“遵命，夫人。我不会伤害这只小狗的，这小家伙！”

“把狗放下来，”女人说，“做你自己的事——你这种人就应该被抓

起来。”

一个穿着衬衫的男人出现在她后面。老妇人对着他笑得更谦卑

了。

“让我在这坐一会儿，和小狗玩玩吧，”她说，“路上挺冷清的

——”

男人迈步向前，一把抓住小狗的后颈拎了起来。小狗挂在他的大

拇指与其余四指之间，尾巴卷在腿间，眼睛惊讶地睁得溜圆。

“你给我滚蛋，老婊子！”男人可怖地说。

老妇人痛苦地站起来，重又用脚支撑起身体全部的重量。她蹒跚

地走在尘土飞扬的路上，哭了起来。

哲人也站了起来。他非常愤怒，但是不知该做什么才好。一种异

样的无力感阻止了他上前干预。当他们继续前行，他的旅伴又开始抱



怨，更多地是对自己而不是对他——

“啊，愿上帝与我同在。”她说，“一个拄着拐杖的老婆子，世界如

此之大，却没有一处栖身之地，没有一个邻居……我希望我可以有杯

茶，好想。我向上帝祈求我能有杯茶……我坐在我的小屋里，桌上铺

着洁白的桌布，碟子里是黄油，茶杯里是浓浓的红茶，我往里面倒奶

油。或许，我也会告诉孩子不要浪费糖，那些小家伙！他说他今天要

去大场子割草，要不就是那头红色的母牛要下崽，那可怜的东西！如

果男孩们去上学了，谁给萝卜除草——我坐着喝我的浓茶，告诉他那

只游荡的老母鸡蹲在哪儿……啊，愿上帝与我同在！一个老东西拄着

拐杖，在路上摇摇晃晃。我希望我可以变回一个年轻女孩，真想。那

么他就会向我献殷勤，他会说我真是一个好女孩，除了我的爱，没有

什么能够让他幸福安宁。啊，他就是这样的人，一定的，那种，好男

人……索卡·莱利想要勾引他离开我；有着大胆眼神的凯特·芬尼根在

教堂里盯着他；他跟我说，跟我比起来，她们俩就只是一对老母山

羊……然后我会和他结婚，跟我的男人回到我的小房子里——啊，愿

上帝与我同在！他会吻我，会笑，会吓唬我。啊，那种男人，有着温

柔的眼睛、温和的声音，会讲笑话会大笑，会思考世界还有我的全部

——唉，真的……邻居会在晚上拜访我们，坐在火炉旁，指点江山，

侃侃法国、俄国，以及其他一些奇怪的地方。他引领着谈话的方向，

像个学问人一样。他们都听他讲话，互相点头，对他的博学感到惊

讶。或者，邻居们会唱歌，他会让我唱爱尔兰民谣，为我骄傲……
啊，那时，愿上帝与我同在，一个孤单的拄着拐杖的老东西，阳光照

进她的眼睛，让她口渴不已——我希望有杯茶，好想。我向上帝许愿

能有杯茶和一点肉……或者一个鸡蛋。一个顶呱呱的新鲜鸡蛋，麻花

鸡下的，这家伙过去给我带来了多少麻烦！……我有过十六只母鸡，

它们都会下蛋，真的。



……是这个奇怪的世界，这奇怪的世界——天有不测风云……
啊，愿上帝与我同在！我希望靴子里没有石子，真的好想。我向上帝

许愿能有一杯茶和一个新鲜鸡蛋。啊，荣耀归于我主，我的老腿日渐

无力。希望有一天——当他在房子里的时候——我可以在房子里待一

整天，打扫卫生，喂鸡喂猪，然后舞至深夜：他也会为我骄傲……”

老妇人拐上了一条蜿蜒的小路，继续自言自语。哲人长久地目送

她。她的离开让哲人感到心情舒畅。他大步向前，抹去了心中她悲惨

的形象。不一会儿，他又高兴起来了。太阳仍在照耀，鸟儿在他身边

飞翔，前方宽广的山坡在快乐地微笑。

一条小路直角相交插入了他的道路。当他走近时，他听到一阵嘈

杂声，是一大群人前行发出的声音——有脚步声，有车轮滚动时嘎吱

嘎吱的声音，还有不停歇的低低的说话声。不一会儿，他就和小路平

齐了。他看到一辆驴车，满载着锅碗瓢盆，旁边走着两个男人和一个

女人。他们正在一起大声地谈话，声音非常刺耳。驴子拖着车沿着路

走，无须任何协助，也不需要人给它指示方向。只要有路，它就一直

走：如果它碰到十字路口，它就右转；如果有人说“吁”，它就停下；

如果说“驾”，它就后退；如果说“对”，它就继续。这就是生活，如果

有人质疑这一点，就会被棍棒、靴子，或是石头打；如果有人继续这

么走，什么也不会发生，这就是幸福。

哲人跟这支队伍打招呼。

“愿上帝与你们同在。”他说。

“愿上帝和圣母玛丽与你同在。”男人甲说。

“愿上帝、圣母玛丽和圣帕特里克[15]与你同在。”男人乙说。



“愿上帝、圣母玛丽、圣帕特里克，还有布瑞吉特[16]与你同

在。”女人说。

那头驴子却一声不吭。因为“吁”没有在对话中出现，所以它知道

这不关它的事，向右转进入了新路，继续它的旅程。

“你去哪儿，陌生人？”男人甲说。

“我要去拜访安格斯·奥格。”哲人说。

男人瞥了他一眼。

“好吧，”他说，“这是我听过的最奇怪的故事了。听着，”他招呼

他的同伴，“这个人在找安格斯·奥格。”

另外两个人靠得近些了。

“你想向安格斯·奥格祈求什么，亲爱的先生？”女人说。

“啊，”哲人说，“这是一个特殊事件，家庭事务。”

几个人之间出现了数分钟的沉默。他们全都跟在驴车后面一步步

往前走着。

“你怎么知道到哪去找他？”男人甲又说，“你是不是从一本旧书上

或是一块刻了字的石头上得知了他的所在之处？”

“你是不是找到了阿莫金[17]或是奥西恩[18]在沼泽里写的诗，而

且它从头到尾都是符号？”男人乙说。

“不，”哲人说，“这样是不能找到神的。你要做的是，从屋里走出

来，沿着任意一个方向一直走，把影子抛在身后，只要你是朝着山走



的就好，因为神不会待在村庄或是平原上，他们只在高处；之后，如

果神想要见你，你就会径直走向他的城堡，就好像你知道它在哪儿一

样，因为他会用空气之线引导你，那线从他的所在一直延伸到你这

儿。如果他不想见你，你永远也找不到他，不管你走一年或是二十年

都是一样。”

“你怎么知道他想不想见你？”男人乙问。

“他为什么不想呢？”哲人说。

“或许，亲爱的先生，”女人说，“你是那种圣洁到让天神喜爱的

人。”

“我为什么需要是那样的人呢？”哲人说，“神喜爱人，不在于圣洁

与否，只要为人正派就行。”

“好了，够了，我们扯了好多这些鬼话了。”男人甲说，“你包里有

什么，陌生人？”

“什么也没有，”哲人说，“只有一块半蛋糕，是为我的旅行准备

的。”

“给我一点你的蛋糕吧，亲爱的先生，”女人说，“每个人的蛋糕我

都想尝尝。”

“当然没问题，非常欢迎。”哲人说。

“你分给她的时候，或许你也能分我们一些，”男人乙说，“她不是

世界上唯一觉得饿的人。”

“为什么不呢？”哲人说着，便开始分蛋糕。



“那边有水，”男人甲说，“可以让蛋糕湿润一些——吁，你这混

蛋。”他朝驴子怒吼道，驴子立刻一动不动了。

沿着路缘，一堵墙边上生有一小撮稀稀疏疏的草，驴子慢慢地向

着草移动过去。

“驾，你这畜生。”男人吼道，驴子立刻走起来，但是它走着走着

渐渐向草靠了过去。男人甲从车里拿出了一个马口铁罐，攀上了那堵

矮墙去取水。在他离开之前，他踢了驴鼻子三脚，但是驴子一声不

吭。它只是静静地走着，径直走到了草边。男人爬墙的时候，驴子开

始吃草。草里有一只蜘蛛蹲坐在一块大石头上。它有一个小身子和长

长的腿，在那儿无所事事。

“有人踢过你的鼻子吗？”驴子问它。

“唉，有啊，”蜘蛛说，“你和你的同伴，总是踩在我身上，或是躺

在我身上，要不就是用轮子碾我。”

“好吧，你为什么不在墙上待着呢？”驴子说。

“当然不，我老婆在上面。”蜘蛛回答。

“这有什么不好的吗？”驴子说。

“她会吃了我，”蜘蛛说，“并且，不管怎样，墙上的竞争是有致命

危险的，那儿的苍蝇每过一个季度都变得更聪明也更胆小。你有老婆

吗，现在？”

“我没有，”驴说，“我希望我有。”

“你一开始会喜欢老婆，”蜘蛛说，“之后你就会恨她。”



“如果我喜欢过她一回，我就有可能喜欢她第二回。”驴子回答。

“单身汉才会这么说，”蜘蛛说，“无所谓了，我们总是不能戒绝女

色。”说完，它开始移动它全部的腿，向墙的方向爬去。“你只会死一

次。”他说。

“如果你的老婆是头驴，它就不会吃了你。”驴说。

“那么她会做点别的。”蜘蛛回答，然后爬到了墙上。

男人甲带着一罐水回来了。他们坐在草上，吃着蛋糕，喝着水。

女人自始至终都盯着哲人。

“亲爱的先生，”她说，“我想你在一个对的时刻遇到了我们。”

另外两个男人笔挺地坐了起来，互相交换了一下眼神，然后同样

关切地注视着女人。

“为什么这么说呢？”哲人说。

“我们一路上都在争论一个问题，而即使我们从现在争论到世界末

日那天都不会有什么结果。”

“这还真是一个大问题。它是关于宿命论或者意识的起源吗？”

“不是，是这两个男人我该嫁谁。”

“这并不是一个大问题。”哲人说。

“不是吗？”女人说，“我们七天六夜都只谈论这一个问题，这就是

一个大问题，不然我想知道什么才是。”

“哪儿有问题，女士？”哲人说。



“问题在于，”她回答说，“我不能决定我应该选谁，因为我不分轩

轾地喜欢他们两个，如果我选了一个，就必须也选择另一个。”

“情况真棘手。”哲人说。

“就是很棘手，”女人说，“这麻烦搞得我又恶心又愧疚。”

“那你为什么说我出现在一个恰当的时刻呢？”

“因为，亲爱的先生，一个女人需要在两个男人之间选择，不知道

该怎么做，因为这两个男人总是像兄弟一样，你都不知道他们谁是

谁：这两个男人间的区别不比两只野兔之间的区别更多。但是，如果

有三个男人可以选，那就完全没问题了。所以我说我今晚应该嫁给

你，而不是别人——你们俩安静地坐在你们的位子上吧，我告诉了你

们我将要怎么做，而这就是问题的终结。”

“我向你保证，”男人甲说，“能让争论结束，问题得到解决，我和

你一样高兴。”

“我曾经困惑的是，”男人乙说，“这整场争论，以及关于它的方方

面面。你就不会说些别的，除了——‘或许我应该或许我不应该’、‘这
是对的那也是对的’、‘为什么不是我为什么不是他’——我今晚终于能

安睡了。”

哲人不知所措了。

“你不能嫁给我，女士。”他说，“因为我已经结婚了。”

女人愤怒地转向他。

“现在不要让我再面对任何争论了，”她说，“因为我受不了了。”



男人甲凶狠地看着哲人，然后向他的同伴示意。

“给他的下巴来一拳头。”他说。

男人乙正准备这么干，女人愤怒地制止了他。

“收起你的拳头，”她说，“不然你的状况会更糟。我完全有能力保

护我的丈夫。”她靠近了些，坐在男人们和哲人之间。

这一刻，哲人突然感到蛋糕食之无味。他把剩下的蛋糕包起来，

放回包里。他们全都静静地坐着，看着自己的脚，根据他人的个性相

互揣摩。哲人的头脑本来因为过去一天的经历停止了运转，却因现在

的新情况开始轻轻地波动了，然而没得出什么成果。他心中生出一种

可怕却并不难受的激情。某种期待像闪电一样传遍了他的意识，加速

了他的脉搏。他的血液急速地奔涌，上百种印象飞快地呈现在他眼前

又被记录下来，他的大脑皮层活动那么剧烈，以至于他都意识不到他

根本无法思考，只是看着、感受着。

男人甲站了起来。

“天要晚了。”他说，“如果我们想找个好地方睡觉的话，我们最好

继续走。对了，你这个恶棍。”他冲驴子吼道。驴连头都没有抬离草

地，就开始移动了。两个男人一左一右走在车两旁，女人和哲人跟在

尾板后面。

“如果你觉得累了，或者别的地方有些什么不舒服，亲爱的先

生，”女人说，“你可以到这小车里坐着，谁也不会说你什么。我看得

出来，你不怎么出远门。”

“我完全没有旅行经验，女士。”他回答，“这是我第一次出远门。

如果不是为了安格斯·奥格，我根本不会踏出家门一步。”



“别想着安格斯·奥格了，亲爱的。”她回答，“我们的爱不能让神

知道。他或许会对我们降下诅咒，将我们沉到地里，或是像烧一把稻

草一样烧掉我们。安于现状吧，我说，因为要是世上有一个全知的女

人，那就是我；只要你跟我说你的困扰，我就能告诉你解决方法，和

安格斯能告诉你的一样好，说不定还更好。”

“有意思，”哲人说，“你最了解什么？”

“如果你问那两个走在驴子边上的男人，他们会告诉你，在他们无

能为力的时候，我给了他们种种帮助。没有路的时候，我给他们指

路；没有食物的时候，我给他们吃的；他们输光了的时候，我把钱放

到他们手里。这就是他们想娶我的原因。”

“你管这种事叫智慧？”哲人说。

“为什么不呢？”她说，“难道不是只有智者才能走遍世界却从不害

怕，在饥饿的时候却能喂饱自己？”

“我觉得是，”他回答，“但我从来没有这么想过。”

“那你觉得什么才是智慧？”

“我现在没法确定，”他回答，“但是我认为智慧是超脱世俗，无关

饥饱，不生活在尘世上，只生活在自己的心里，正因世界是残暴的，

你必须使自己高于外物而非让外物凌驾于你之上。我们不能做彼此的

奴隶，我们也不能变成柴米油盐的奴隶。那不过是生存问题。如果饥

饿可以在每个转角喊‘停’，而每日的旅程只是一次睡眠与下一次睡眠

之间的距离，生活就没有任何尊严。生命是一场奴役，人的本性用食

欲和疲倦之鞭驱使我们；但是，当一个奴隶反叛之时，他就不再是奴

隶。我们若因饥饿而死，也能含笑而去。我相信，天性像我们一样活

跃，她也像我们害怕她一样害怕我们。请注意，人类早已对天性宣



战，并且我们终将获胜。她还不知道她掌控的地质年代已经时日无

多。当她沿着反抗最小的路线嗒嗒小跑时，我们正疾速远征，直至我

们找到她。然后，作为一个女性，当遇到挑战时，她注定会屈服。”

“高论，”女人说，“但是愚蠢透顶。除非女人们得到了她们想要

的，否则绝不会让步。到那时候，让步有什么大不了的呢？你必须生

活在这个世界上，我亲爱的，不管你喜不喜欢。相信我，除了喂饱自

己，没什么可以算得上是智慧，因为如果你足够饿，饥饿会把你变成

一只野兔。真的，现在像一个好男人一样听听劝吧。天性不过是一个

名词，有学问的人发明了它，用它来进行讨论。黏土、神明、人类已

经像朋友一样要好了。”

太阳下山很久了，灰色的夜幕覆盖了大地，隐藏了山峰，在零散

的灌木和丛丛石楠周围投下阴影。

“我知道往山上去有个地方可以让我们过夜，”她说，“路的拐角处

有一个小酒馆，我们在那可以搞到所有我们想要的东西。”

随着“吁”的一声，驴子停了下来，一个男人把挽具从它身上卸

下。给它解除挽具以后，男人踢了它两脚：“滚吧，恶棍，看你能不能

找到吃的。”他吼道。驴小跑了几步，四处探寻，总算找到了些草。它

啃啊啃，直到吃够了才回来躺到墙根下面。它躺在那，盯着一个方向

看了许久，最后垂下头睡了。睡觉的时候，它把一只耳朵竖起来，让

另一只耷拉着；过了二十分钟再换过来。它这么折腾了一整晚。如果

它有什么值钱的东西，你不会奇怪于它为自己放哨，但它在这世上只

拥有自己的皮和骨，没人会想偷这个。

一个男人从车里拿出了一个长长的瓶子，携着它向山上走去。另

一个男人取出了一个锡桶，上面满是撞出来的豁口。他捡了几块泥煤

和木头，放在桶里。不一会儿，他就有了很好的一炉火。他们在火上



烧开了一锅水，女人切了一大块培根搁在锅里。从车里的某个地方，

她取出来八个鸡蛋，一条被压扁了的面包，一些冷了的煮土豆，然后

她把自己的围裙铺在地下，把所有这些东西摆在围裙上。

那个男人回来了，带着装满了波特啤酒[19]的瓶子。他找了个安

全的地方放好酒瓶。之后他们把车卸空，抬到矮墙上。车被侧翻过

来，拽到火旁边，这样，他们就可以坐在车里吃他们的晚餐了。吃过

晚饭，大家点上了烟斗，连那女人也不例外。波特啤酒被拿出来，他

们依次从瓶里喝酒，抽烟，谈天。

那晚无星无月，火焰的边缘压着浓重的墨色。那黑暗是那么冷，

那么空无，任谁也不想多看一眼。聊天时，他们的眼睛都盯着红色的

火焰或者烟斗里升起的烟雾——它在黑暗里袅袅飘散，然后突然消逝

如闪电一般。

“我在想，”男人甲说，“到底是什么让你决定嫁给他而不是我或我

的伙伴？我们俩可是年轻力壮，而他已经上了年纪。愿上帝帮助他！”

“啊，就是，”男人乙说，“他的头发像獾一样灰，瘦得皮包骨。”

“你们有权这么问。”她说，“我告诉你们为什么我不嫁给你们之中

的任何一个。你们只是一对补锅匠，东奔西走，对美好的事物一无所

知；而他在路上寻找新异脱俗的奇遇。况且女人就想嫁比她的岁数还

大一倍的男人。你们俩什么时候才会决定在大白天出门寻找一个神

呢？你们什么时候才会不在乎在身上发生什么，不在乎自己要去向何

方？”

“我想的是，”男人乙说，“如果你不去骚扰神，他们也不会干涉

你。他们轻轻松松就能做好他们应该做的事。像我们这样的人，怎么

能祈求神明，去干预他们至高无上的事务呢？”



“我一直都猜测你是个懦夫，”她说，“现在我确认了这一点。”她
重又向着哲人——“把靴子脱下来吧，亲爱的先生，让你自己舒舒服服

地歇息。我会在车里给你铺一张软床。”

为了脱下自己的靴子，哲人必须站起来，因为在车里他们紧紧地

挤在一起，没有活动的空间。他向火堆外围走了几步，脱下了他的靴

子。他能够看到女人正在车里抻开麻布袋子和布匹，两个男人在静静

地抽着烟，把啤酒瓶传来传去。哲人他只穿着长筒袜，向火堆外围又

退了一步。再瞥一眼，他转身离去，静静地走进黑暗中。不一会儿，

他听见背后传来一声大喊，然后是好几声，再然后变作一阵哀愁的低

语。最终，他孤身独立在他所见过的最深重的黑暗里。

他穿上了靴子，继续前行。他完全不知道路在哪里，每跌跌撞撞

地踏出一步，不是踩到了一小片石楠，就是多刺的金雀花。地面坑坑

洼洼，老有出人意料的土墩和深坑：到处是积水，甚至能淹到他的脚

踝。天和地混为一体，只余黑色的空无和微弱的风。还有险恶的寂

静，似乎一路上都在监听。在寂静之外，一阵雷鸣般的大笑突然爆发

又停止，留下他一个人惊骇地僵立在伸手不见五指的空无里。

山路越来越陡峭了，路上布满了石块。他甚至看不清眼前一英寸

的距离，所以他像盲人一样，伸着手摸索，痛苦地跌跌撞撞。过了一

阵子，他几乎要因为寒冷和疲倦虚脱了，但是他不敢在任何地方坐

下；如此浓重的黑暗震慑了他，而那种覆灭性的、狡诈的寂静也同样

可怕。

最后，走了很久很久以后，他看到了一星摇曳的微光。他冲着它

直奔过去，穿过丛丛石楠，越过石堆和沼泽。当他走近了，他发现那

是一把粗枝扎成的火炬，火苗在风中摇摆。那火炬被一道铁箍固定在

花岗岩的高崖上。在火炬的一边，石头上有一个黢黑的入口。他

说：“我要进去，睡到天亮为止。”于是他走了进去。过了一小段，岩



洞向右转个弯，出现了另一支火炬。转过这个拐角之后，他被眼前所

见震撼得说不出话来，呆立了片刻，然后捂住脸，跪拜在地上。

[15] 圣帕特里克，5世纪时爱尔兰的基督教传教士与主教，他将基督教信仰带到爱尔兰。

(译注)

[16] 布瑞吉特，爱尔兰女神，司诗歌、锻造、医药、艺术、手工等等。（译注）

[17] 阿莫金：在公元前1530年从古西班牙海岸来到爱尔兰的伟大诗人,登陆时他吟诵的一

首诗,流传至今。（译注）

[18] 奥西恩：传说中公元3世纪盖尔族的英雄和吟游诗人。奥西恩在诗歌和小说上形成了

奥西恩风格，其作品在爱尔兰和苏格兰流行了几个世纪。（译注）

[19] 波特啤酒：一种深色的啤酒，源自于18世纪英国伦敦地区。它是由棕色爱尔啤酒改

良而来，以烤过的麦芽发酵而成。它广受河上及街道搬运工的欢迎，因此得名。（译注）



译后记

都柏林的雨总是那么缠绵，混杂着这座古老城市的气息，一不小

心就断断续续地下上好几天。在都柏林住了五年，即使在这座精灵岛

屿风雨总眷顾，却还是义无反顾地爱上了这座浪漫多情的城市。在传

统的爱尔兰酒吧，喝着略带苦涩却回味香醇的健力士黑啤酒，伴着爱

尔兰的古老民歌，让自己整个人沉浸在浓浓的异域风情中，又衍生出

一种说不出的放松。街头巷尾随处可见的古老教堂，时不时传出管风

琴的声音，生活像是被柔情的丝带拂面，放慢了脚步。

穿过利菲河，漫步在奥康奈尔大街上，看着鸽子懒懒散散地停驻

在一座座伟人雕像上，像是天人合一，万物皆和平共处。不知不觉便

走到了邮政总局，看着柱子上一个个留存着的子弹眼，突然像是被拉

回到了上个世纪，而那时奥康奈尔大街还叫作萨克维尔街。也许你无

法想象多年前你所站立的这块土地正堆着高起的沙袋，立着繁密的铁

丝网。爱尔兰人民对于独立的渴求和抗争让人尊敬，但你不能忘了凯

尔特民族同时还是一个热情友好、热爱生活的民族。记得和爱尔兰朋

友聊起这场起义时，他告诉我说他奶奶经历了这场起义，但他自己也

不太理解当时的人们究竟是如何看待这个经历的，因为这边你还在过

着生活，而在两个街口之外的那边正在上演着枪战。

接到这份翻译任务时我正好在日本度假，收到邮件后思绪便自然

而然地随着煎茶水雾升腾而去，飘回到了地球另一面的都柏林。是

的，都柏林是一座有魅力的城市，也许你不会在一天、一周或者一个

月内爱上它，但是当你在那居住数月、一年或者若干年后，你会突然

发现它的美好所在，你会意识到为何这个民族会有这么多的文学名



家、音乐名家。它会用最生活的方式去告诉你它的故事，就像这本书

一样。

马依草2014年3月于杭州



FOREWORD

The day before the rising was Easter Sunday, and they were crying
joyfully in the Churches "Christ has risen." On the following day they were
saying in the streets "Ireland has risen." The luck of the moment was with
her. The auguries were good, and, notwithstanding all that has succeeded, I
do not believe she must take to the earth again, nor be ever again buried.
The pages hereafter were written day by day during the Insurrection that
followed Holy Week, and, as a hasty impression of a most singular time, the
author allows them to stand without any emendation.

The few chapters which make up this book are not a history of the
rising. I knew nothing about the rising. I do not know anything about it
now, and it may be years before exact information on the subject is
available. What I have written is no more than a statement of what passed in
one quarter of our city, and a gathering together of the rumour and tension
which for nearly two weeks had to serve the Dublin people in lieu of news.
It had to serve many Dublin people in place of bread.

To-day, the 8th of May, the book is finished, and, so far as Ireland is
immediately concerned, the insurrection is over. Action now lies with
England, and on that action depends whether the Irish Insurrection is over
or only suppressed.

In their dealings with this country, English Statesmen have seldom
shown political imagination; sometimes they have been just, sometimes,
and often, unjust. After a certain point I dislike and despise justice. It is an



attribute of God, and is adequately managed by Him alone; but between
man and man no other ethics save that of kindness can give results. I have
not any hope that this ethic will replace that, and I merely mention it in
order that the good people who read these words may enjoy the laugh which
their digestion needs.

I have faith in man, I have very little faith in States man. But I believe
that the world moves, and I believe that the weight of the rolling planet is
going to bring freedom to Ireland. Indeed, I name this date as the first day
of Irish freedom, and the knowledge forbids me mourn too deeply my
friends who are dead.

It may not be worthy of mention, but the truth is, that Ireland is not
cowed. She is excited a little. She is gay a little. She was not with the
revolution, but in a few months she will be, and her heart which was
withering will be warmed by the knowledge that men have thought her
worth dying for. She will prepare to make herself worthy of devotion, and
that devotion will never fail her. So little does it take to raise our hearts.

Does it avail anything to describe these things to English readers?
They have never moved the English mind to anything except impatience,
but to-day and at this desperate conjunction they may be less futile than
heretofore. England also has grown patriotic, even by necessity. It is
necessity alone makes patriots, for in times of peace a patriot is a quack
when he is not a shark. Idealism pays in times of peace, it dies in time of
war. Our idealists are dead and yours are dying hourly.

The English mind may to-day be enabled to understand what is wrong
with us, and why through centuries we have been "disthressful." Let them
look at us, I do not say through the fumes that are still rising from our



ruined streets, but through the smoke that is rolling from the North Sea to
Switzerland, and read in their own souls the justification for all our risings,
and for this rising.

Is it wrong to say that England has not one friend in Europe? I say it.
Her Allies of to-day were her enemies of yesterday, and politics alone will
decide what they will be to-morrow. I say it, and yet I am not entirely right,
for she has one possible friend unless she should decide that even one friend
is excessive and irks her. That one possible friend is Ireland. I say, and with
assurance, that if our national questions are arranged there will remain no
reason for enmity between the two countries, and there will remain many
reasons for friendship.

It may be objected that the friendship of a country such as Ireland has
little value; that she is too small geographically, and too thinly populated to
give aid to any one. Only sixty odd years ago our population was close on
ten millions of people, nor are we yet sterile; in area Ireland is not collossal,
but neither is she microscopic. Mr. Shaw has spoken of her as a "cabbage
patch at the back of beyond." On this kind of description Rome might be
called a hen-run and Greece a back yard. The sober fact is that Ireland has a
larger geographical area than many an independent and prosperous
European kingdom, and for all human and social needs she is a fairly big
country, and is beautiful and fertile to boot. She could be made worth
knowing if goodwill and trust are available for the task.

I believe that what is known as the "mastery of the seas" will, when the
great war is finished, pass irretrievably from the hands or the ambition of
any nation, and that more urgently than ever in her history England will
have need of a friend. It is true that we might be her enemy and might do



her some small harm——it is truer that we could be her friend, and could
be of very real assistance to her.

Should the English Statesman decide that our friendship is worth
having let him create a little of the political imagination already spoken of.
Let him equip us (it is England's debt to Ireland) for freedom, not in the
manner of a miser who arranges for the chilly livelihood of a needy female
relative; but the way a wealthy father would undertake the settlement of his
son. I fear I am assisting my reader to laugh too much, but laughter is the
sole excess that is wholesome.

If freedom is to come to Ireland——as I believe it is——then the
Easter Insurrection was the only thing that could have happened. I speak as
an Irishman, and am momentarily leaving out of account every other
consideration. If, after all her striving, freedom had come to her as a gift, as
a peaceful present such as is sometimes given away with a pound of tea,
Ireland would have accepted the gift with shamefacedness, and have felt
that her centuries of revolt had ended in something very like ridicule. The
blood of brave men had to sanctify such a consummation if the national
imagination was to be stirred to the dreadful business which is the
organizing of freedom, and both imagination and brains have been stagnant
in Ireland this many a year. Following on such tameness, failure might have
been predicted, or, at least feared, and war (let us call it war for the sake of
our pride) was due to Ireland before she could enter gallantly on her
inheritance. We might have crept into liberty like some kind of
domesticated man, whereas now we may be allowed to march into freedom
with the honours of war. I am still appealing to the political imagination, for
if England allows Ireland to formally make peace with her that peace will
be lasting, everlasting; but if the liberty you give us is all half-measures,



and distrusts and stinginesses, then what is scarcely worth accepting will
hardly be worth thanking you for.

There is a reference in the earlier pages of this record to a letter which
I addressed to Mr. George Bernard Shaw and published in theNew Age.
This was a thoughtless letter, and subsequent events have proved that it was
unmeaning and ridiculous. I have since, through the same hospitable
journal, apologised to Mr. Shaw, but have let my reference to the matter
stand as an indication that electricity was already in the air. Every statement
I made about him in that letter and in this book was erroneous; for,
afterwards, when it would have been politic to run for cover, he ran for the
open, and he spoke there like the valiant thinker and great Irishman that he
is.

________________________________________

Since the foregoing was written events have moved in this country.
The situation is no longer the same. The executions have taken place. One
cannot justly exclaim against the measures adopted by the military tribunal,
and yet, in the interests of both countries one may deplore them. I have said
there was no bitterness in Ireland, and it was true at the time of writing. It is
no longer true; but it is still possible by generous Statesmanship to allay
this, and to seal a true union between Ireland and England.

________________________________________



CHAPTER I
MONDAY

This has taken everyone by surprise. It is possible, that, with the
exception of their Staff, it has taken the Volunteers themselves by surprise;
but, to-day, our peaceful city is no longer peaceful; guns are sounding, or
rolling and crackling from different directions, and, although rarely, the
rattle of machine guns can be heard also.

Two days ago war seemed very far away——so far, that I have
covenanted with myself to learn the alphabet of music. Tom Bodkin had
promised to present me with a musical instrument called a dulcimer——I
persist in thinking that this is a species of guitar, although I am assured that
it is a number of small metal plates which are struck with sticks, and I
confess that this description of its function prejudices me more than a little
against it. There is no reason why I should think dubiously of such an
instrument, but I do not relish the idea of procuring music with a stick. With
this dulcimer I shall be able to tap out our Irish melodies when I am abroad,
and transport myself to Ireland for a few minutes, or a few bars.

In preparation for this present I had through Saturday and Sunday been
learning the notes of the Scale. The notes and spaces on the lines did not
trouble me much, but those above and below the line seemed ingenious and
complicated to a degree that frightened me.

On Saturday I got the Irish Times, and found in it a long article by
Bernard Shaw (reprinted from the New York Times). One reads things



written by Shaw. Why one does read them I do not know exactly, except
that it is a habit we got into years ago, and we read an article by Shaw just
as we put on our boots in the morning——that is, without thinking about it,
and without any idea of reward.

His article angered me exceedingly. It was called "Irish Nonsense
talked in Ireland." It was written (as is almost all of his journalistic work)
with that bonhomie which he has cultivated——it is his mannerism——and
which is essentially hypocritical and untrue.Bonhomie! It is that man-of-
the-world attitude, that shop attitude, that between-you-and-me-for-are-we-
not-equal-and-cultured attitude, which is the tone of a card-sharper or a
trick-of-the-loop man. That was the tone of Shaw's article. I wrote an open
letter to him which I sent to the New Age, because I doubted that the Dublin
papers would print it if I sent it to them, and I knew that the Irish people
who read the other papers had never heard of Shaw, except as a trade-mark
under which very good Limerick bacon is sold, and that they would not be
interested in the opinions of a person named Shaw on any subject not
relevant to bacon. I struck out of my letter a good many harsh things which
I said of him, and hoped he would reply to it in order that I could furnish
these acidities to him in a second letter.

That was Saturday.

On Sunday I had to go to my office, as the Director was absent in
London, and there I applied myself to the notes and spaces below the stave,
but relinquished the exercise, convinced that these mysteries were
unattainable by man, while the knowledge that above the stave there were
others and not less complex, stayed mournfully with me.



I returned home, and as novels (perhaps it is only for the duration of
the war) do not now interest me I read for some time in Madame
Blavatsky's "Secret Doctrine," which book interests me profoundly. George
Russell was out of town or I would have gone round to his house in the
evening to tell him what I thought about Shaw, and to listen to his own
much finer ideas on that as on every other subject. I went to bed.

On the morning following I awoke into full insurrection and bloody
war, but I did not know anything about it. It was Bank Holiday, but for
employments such as mine there are not any holidays, so I went to my
office at the usual hour, and after transacting what business was necessary I
bent myself to the notes above and below the stave, and marvelled anew at
the ingenuity of man. Peace was in the building, and if any of the attendants
had knowledge or rumour of war they did not mention it to me.

At one o'clock I went to lunch. Passing the corner of Merrion Row I
saw two small groups of people. These people were regarding steadfastly in
the direction of St. Stephen's Green Park, and they spoke occasionally to
one another with that detached confidence which proved they were
mutually unknown. I also, but without approaching them, stared in the
direction of the Green. I saw nothing but the narrow street which widened
to the Park. Some few people were standing in tentative attitudes, and all
looking in the one direction. As I turned from them homewards I received
an impression of silence and expectation and excitement.

On the way home I noticed that many silent people were standing in
their doorways——an unusual thing in Dublin outside of the back streets.
The glance of a Dublin man or woman conveys generally a criticism of
one's personal appearance, and is a little hostile to the passer. The look of



each person as I passed was steadfast, and contained an enquiry instead of a
criticism. I felt faintly uneasy, but withdrew my mind to a meditation which
I had covenanted with myself to perform daily, and passed to my house.

There I was told that there had been a great deal of rifle firing all the
morning, and we concluded that the Military recruits or Volunteer
detachments were practising that arm. My return to business was by the
way I had already come. At the corner of Merrion Row I found the same
silent groups, who were still looking in the direction of the Green, and
addressing each other occasionally with the detached confidence of
strangers. Suddenly, and on the spur of the moment, I addressed one of
these silent gazers.

"Has there been an accident?" said I.

I indicated the people standing about.

"What's all this for?"

He was a sleepy, rough-looking man about 40 years of age, with a
blunt red moustache, and the distant eyes which one sees in sailors. He
looked at me, stared at me as at a person from a different country. He grew
wakeful and vivid.

"Don't you know," said he.

And then he saw that I did not know.

"The Sinn Feiners have seized the City this morning."

"Oh!" said I.



He continued with the savage earnestness of one who has amazement
in his mouth:

"They seized the City at eleven o'clock this morning. The Green there
is full of them. They have captured the Castle. They have taken the Post
Office."

"My God!" said I, staring at him, and instantly I turned and went
running towards the Green.

In a few seconds I banished astonishment and began to walk. As I drew
near the Green rifle fire began like sharply-cracking whips. It was from the
further side. I saw that the Gates were closed and men were standing inside
with guns on their shoulders. I passed a house, the windows of which were
smashed in. As I went by a man in civilian clothes slipped through the Park
gates, which instantly closed behind him. He ran towards me, and I halted.
He was carrying two small packets in his hand. He passed me hurriedly,
and, placing his leg inside the broken window of the house behind me, he
disappeared. Almost immediately another man in civilian clothes appeared
from the broken window of another house. He also had something (I don't
know what) in his hand. He ran urgently towards the gates, which opened,
admitted him, and closed again.

In the centre of this side of the Park a rough barricade of carts and
motor cars had been sketched. It was still full of gaps. Behind it was a
halted tram, and along the vistas of the Green one saw other trams derelict,
untenanted.

I came to the barricade. As I reached it and stood by the Shelbourne
Hotel, which it faced, a loud cry came from the Park. The gates opened and



three men ran out. Two of them held rifles with fixed bayonets. The third
gripped a heavy revolver in his fist. They ran towards a motor car which
had just turned the corner, and halted it. The men with bayonets took
position instantly on either side of the car. The man with the revolver
saluted, and I heard him begging the occupants to pardon him, and directing
them to dismount. A man and woman got down. They were again saluted
and requested to go to the sidewalk. They did so.

NOTE——As I pen these words rifle shot is cracking from three
different directions and continually. Three minutes ago there was two
discharges from heavy guns. These are the first heavy guns used in the
Insurrection, 25th April.

The man crossed and stood by me. He was very tall and thin, middle-
aged, with a shaven, wasted face. "I want to get down to Armagh to-day,"
he said to no one in particular. The loose bluish skin under his eyes was
twitching. The Volunteers directed the chauffeur to drive to the barricade
and lodge his car in a particular position there. He did it awkwardly, and
after three attempts he succeeded in pleasing them. He was a big, brown-
faced man, whose knees were rather high for the seat he was in, and they
jerked with the speed and persistence of something moved with a powerful
spring. His face was composed and fully under command, although his legs
were not. He locked the car into the barricade, and then, being a man
accustomed to be commanded, he awaited an order to descend. When the
order came he walked directly to his master, still preserving all the
solemnity of his features. These two men did not address a word to each
other, but their drilled and expressionless eyes were loud with surprise and
fear and rage. They went into the Hotel.



I spoke to the man with the revolver. He was no more than a boy, not
more certainly than twenty years of age, short in stature, with close curling
red hair and blue eyes——a kindly-looking lad. The strap of his sombrero
had torn loose on one side, and except while he held it in his teeth it flapped
about his chin. His face was sunburnt and grimy with dust and sweat.

This young man did not appear to me to be acting from his reason. He
was doing his work from a determination implanted previously, days, weeks
perhaps, on his imagination. His mind was——where? It was not with his
body. And continually his eyes went searching widely, looking for spaces,
scanning hastily the clouds, the vistas of the streets, looking for something
that did not hinder him, looking away for a moment from the immediacies
and rigours which were impressed where his mind had been.

When I spoke he looked at me, and I know that for some seconds he
did not see me. I said:——

"What is the meaning of all this? What has happened?"

He replied collectedly enough in speech, but with that ramble and
errancy clouding his eyes.

"We have taken the City. We are expecting an attack from the military
at any moment, and those people," he indicated knots of men, women and
children clustered towards the end of the Green, "won't go home for me. We
have the Post Office, and the Railways, and the Castle. We have all the City.
We have everything."

(Some men and two women drew behind me to listen).



"This morning," said he, "the police rushed us. One ran at me to take
my revolver. I fired but I missed him, and I hit a——"

"You have far too much talk," said a voice to the young man.

I turned a few steps away, and glancing back saw that he was staring
after me, but I know that he did not see me——he was looking at turmoil,
and blood, and at figures that ran towards him and ran away——a world in
motion and he in the centre of it astonished.

The men with him did not utter a sound. They were both older. One,
indeed, a short, sturdy man, had a heavy white moustache. He was quite
collected, and took no notice of the skies, or the spaces. He saw a man in
rubbers placing his hand on a motor bicycle in the barricade, and called to
him instantly: "Let that alone."

The motorist did not at once remove his hand, whereupon the white-
moustached man gripped his gun in both hands and ran violently towards
him. He ran directly to him, body to body, and, as he was short and the
motorist was very tall, stared fixedly up in his face. He roared up at his face
in a mighty voice.

"Are you deaf? Are you deaf? Move back!"

The motorist moved away, pursued by an eye as steady and savage as
the point of the bayonet that was level with it.

Another motor car came round the Ely Place corner of the Green and
wobbled at the sight of the barricade. The three men who had returned to
the gates roared "Halt," but the driver made a tentative effort to turn his



wheel. A great shout of many voices came then, and the three men ran to
him.

"Drive to the barricade," came the order.

The driver turned his wheel a point further towards escape, and
instantly one of the men clapped a gun to the wheel and blew the tyre open.
Some words were exchanged, and then a shout:

"Drive it on the rim, drive it."

The tone was very menacing, and the motorist turned his car slowly to
the barricade and placed it in.

For an hour I tramped the City, seeing everywhere these knots of
watchful strangers speaking together in low tones, and it sank into my mind
that what I had heard was true, and that the City was in insurrection. It had
been promised for so long, and had been threatened for so long. Now it was
here. I had seen it in the Green, others had seen it in other parts——the
same men clad in dark green and equipped with rifle, bayonet, and
bandolier, the same silent activity. The police had disappeared from the
streets. At that hour I did not see one policeman, nor did I see one for many
days, and men said that several of them had been shot earlier in the
morning; that an officer had been shot on Portobello Bridge, that many
soldiers had been killed, and that a good many civilians were dead also.

Around me as I walked the rumour of war and death was in the air.
Continually and from every direction rifles were crackling and rolling;
sometimes there was only one shot, again it would be a roll of firing crested
with single, short explosions, and sinking again to whip-like snaps and



whip-like echoes; then for a moment silence, and then again the guns leaped
in the air.

The rumour of positions, bridges, public places, railway stations,
Government offices, having been seized was persistent, and was not denied
by any voice.

I met some few people I knew. P.H., T.M., who said: "Well!" and thrust
their eyes into me as though they were rummaging me for information.

But there were not very many people in the streets. The greater part of
the population were away on Bank Holiday, and did not know anything of
this business. Many of them would not know anything until they found they
had to walk home from Kingstown, Dalkey, Howth, or wherever they were.

I returned to my office, decided that I would close it for the day. The
men were very relieved when I came in, and were more relieved when I
ordered the gong to be sounded. There were some few people in the place,
and they were soon put out. The outer gates were locked, and the great door,
but I kept the men on duty until the evening. We were the last public
institution open; all the others had been closed for hours.

I went upstairs and sat down, but had barely reached the chair before I
stood up again, and began to pace my room, to and fro, to and fro; amazed,
expectant, inquiet; turning my ear to the shots, and my mind to speculations
that began in the middle, and were chased from there by others before they
had taken one thought forward. But then I took myself resolutely and sat me
down, and I pencilled out exercises above the stave, and under the stave;
and discovered suddenly that I was again marching the floor, to and fro, to



and fro, with thoughts bursting about my head as though they were fired on
me from concealed batteries.

At five o'clock I left. I met Miss P., all of whose rumours coincided
with those I had gathered. She was in exceeding good humour and
interested. Leaving her I met Cy——, and we turned together up to the
Green. As we proceeded, the sound of firing grew more distinct, but when
we reached the Green it died away again. We stood a little below the
Shelbourne Hotel, looking at the barricade and into the Park. We could see
nothing. Not a Volunteer was in sight. The Green seemed a desert. There
were only the trees to be seen, and through them small green vistas of
sward.

Just then a man stepped on the footpath and walked directly to the
barricade. He stopped and gripped the shafts of a lorry lodged near the
centre. At that instant the Park exploded into life and sound; from nowhere
armed men appeared at the railings, and they all shouted at the man.

"Put down that lorry. Let out and go away. Let out at once."

These were the cries. The man did not let out. He halted with the shafts
in his hand, and looked towards the vociferous pailings. Then, and very
slowly, he began to draw the lorry out of the barricade. The shouts came to
him again, very loud, very threatening, but he did not attend to them.

"He is the man that owns the lorry," said a voice beside me.

Dead silence fell on the people around while the man slowly drew his
cart down by the footpath. Then three shots rang out in succession. At the
distance he could not be missed, and it was obvious they were trying to



frighten him. He dropped the shafts, and instead of going away he walked
over to the Volunteers.

"He has a nerve," said another voice behind me.

The man walked directly towards the Volunteers, who, to the number
of about ten, were lining the railings. He walked slowly, bent a little
forward, with one hand raised and one finger up as though he were going to
make a speech. Ten guns were pointing at him, and a voice repeated many
times:

"Go and put back that lorry or you are a dead man. Go before I count
four. One, two, three, four——"

A rifle spat at him, and in two undulating movements the man sank on
himself and sagged to the ground.

I ran to him with some others, while a woman screamed unmeaningly,
all on one strident note. The man was picked up and carried to a hospital
beside the Arts Club. There was a hole in the top of his head, and one does
not know how ugly blood can look until it has been seen clotted in hair. As
the poor man was being carried in, a woman plumped to her knees in the
road and began not to scream but to screetch.

At that moment the Volunteers were hated. The men by whom I was
and who were lifting the body, roared into the railings:——

"We'll be coming back for you, damn you."

From the railings there came no reply, and in an instant the place was
again desert and silent, and the little green vistas were slumbering among



the trees.

No one seemed able to estimate the number of men inside the Green,
and through the day no considerable body of men had been seen, only those
who held the gates, and the small parties of threes and fours who arrested
motors and carts for their barricades. Among these were some who were
only infants——one boy seemed about twelve years of age. He was
strutting the centre of the road with a large revolver in his small fist. A
motor car came by him containing three men, and in the shortest of time he
had the car lodged in his barricade, and dismissed its stupified occupants
with a wave of his armed hand.

The knots were increasing about the streets, for now the Bank Holiday
people began to wander back from places that were not distant, and to them
it had all to be explained anew. Free movement was possible everywhere in
the City, but the constant crackle of rifles restricted somewhat that freedom.
Up to one o'clock at night belated travellers were straggling into the City,
and curious people were wandering from group to group still trying to
gather information.

I remained awake until four o'clock in the morning. Every five minutes
a rifle cracked somewhere, but about a quarter to twelve sharp volleying
came from the direction of Portobello Bridge, and died away after some
time. The windows of my flat listen out towards the Green, and obliquely
towards Sackville Street. In another quarter of an hour there were volleys
from Stephen's Green direction, and this continued with intensity for about
twenty-five minutes. Then it fell into a sputter of fire and ceased.

I went to bed about four o'clock convinced that the Green had been
rushed by the military and captured, and that the rising was at an end.



That was the first day of the insurrection.



CHAPTER II
TUESDAY

A sultry, lowering day, and dusk skies fat with rain.

I left for my office, believing that the insurrection was at an end. At a
corner I asked a man was it all finished. He said it was not, and that, if
anything, it was worse.

On this day the rumours began, and I think it will be many a year
before the rumours cease. The Irish Times published an edition which
contained nothing but an official Proclamation that evily-disposed persons
had disturbed the peace, and that the situation was well in hand. The news
stated in three lines that there was a Sinn Fein rising in Dublin, and that the
rest of the country was quiet.

No English or country papers came. There was no delivery or
collection of letters. All the shops in the City were shut. There was no
traffic of any kind in the streets. There was no way of gathering any kind of
information, and rumour gave all the news.

It seemed that the Military and the Government had been taken
unawares. It was Bank Holiday, and many military officers had gone to the
races, or were away on leave, and prominent members of the Irish
Government had gone to England on Sunday.

It appeared that everything claimed on the previous day was true, and
that the City of Dublin was entirely in the hands of the Volunteers. They had



taken and sacked Jacob's Biscuit Factory, and had converted it into a fort
which they held. They had the Post Office, and were building baricades
around it ten feet high of sandbags, cases, wire entanglements. They had
pushed out all the windows and sandbagged them to half their height, while
cart-loads of food, vegetables and ammunition were going in continually.
They had dug trenches and were laying siege to one of the city barracks.

It was current that intercourse between Germany and Ireland had been
frequent chiefly by means of submarines, which came up near the coast and
landed machine guns, rifles and ammunition. It was believed also that the
whole country had risen, and that many strong places and cities were in the
hands of the Volunteers. Cork Barracks was said to be taken while the
officers were away at the Curragh races, that the men without officers were
disorganised, and the place easily captured.

It was said that Germans, thousands strong, had landed, and that many
Irish Americans with German officers had arrived also with full military
equipment.

On the previous day the Volunteers had proclaimed the Irish Republic.
This ceremony was conducted from the Mansion House steps, and the
manifesto was said to have been read by Pearse, of St. Enda's. The
Republican and Volunteer flag was hoisted on the Mansion House. The
latter consisted of vertical colours of green, white and orange. Kerry
wireless station was reported captured, and news of the Republic flashed
abroad. These rumours were flying in the street.

It was also reported that two transports had come in the night and had
landed from England about 8,000 soldiers. An attack reported on the Post



Office by a troop of lancers who were received with fire and repulsed. It is
foolish to send cavalry into street war.

In connection with this lancer charge at the Post Office it is said that
the people, and especially the women, sided with the soldiers, and that the
Volunteers were assailed by these women with bricks, bottles, sticks, to
cries of:

"Would you be hurting the poor men?"

There were other angry ladies who threatened Volunteers, addressing
to them this petrifying query:

"Would you be hurting the poor horses?"

Indeed, the best people in the world live in Dublin.

The lancers retreated to the bottom of Sackville Street, where they
remained for some time in the centre of a crowd who were carressing their
horses. It may have seemed to them a rather curious kind of insurrection
——that is, if they were strangers to Ireland.

In the Post Office neighbourhood the Volunteers had some difficulty in
dealing with the people who surged about them while they were preparing
the barricade, and hindered them to some little extent. One of the Volunteers
was particularly noticeable. He held a lady's umbrella in his hand, and
whenever some person became particularly annoying he would leap the
barricade and chase his man half a street, hitting him over the head with the
umbrella. It was said that the wonder of the world was not that Ireland was
at war, but that after many hours the umbrella was still unbroken. A
Volunteer night attack on the Quays was spoken of, whereat the military



were said to have been taken by surprise and six carts of their ammunition
captured. This was probably untrue. Also, that the Volunteers had blown up
the Arsenal in the Phoenix Park.

There had been looting in the night about Sackville Street, and it was
current that the Volunteers had shot twenty of the looters.

The shops attacked were mainly haberdashers, shoe shops, and sweet
shops. Very many sweet shops were raided, and until the end of the rising
sweet shops were the favourite mark of the looters. There is something
comical in this looting of sweet shops——something almost innocent and
child-like. Possibly most of the looters are children who are having the sole
gorge of their lives. They have tasted sweetstuffs they had never toothed
before, and will never taste again in this life, and until they die the
insurrection of 1916 will have a sweet savour for them.

I went to the Green. At the corner of Merrion Row a horse was lying
on the footpath surrounded by blood. He bore two bullet wounds, but the
blood came from his throat which had been cut.

Inside the Green railings four bodies could be seen lying on the
ground. They were dead Volunteers.

The rain was falling now persistently, and persistently from the Green
and from the Shelbourne Hotel snipers were exchanging bullets. Some
distance beyond the Shelbourne I saw another Volunteer stretched out on a
seat just within the railings. He was not dead, for, now and again, his hand
moved feebly in a gesture for aid; the hand was completely red with blood.
His face could not be seen. He was just a limp mass, upon which the rain
beat pitilessly, and he was sodden and shapeless, and most miserable to see.



His companions could not draw him in for the spot was covered by the
snipers from the Shelbourne. Bystanders stated that several attempts had
already been made to rescue him, but that he would have to remain there
until the fall of night.

From Trinity College windows and roof there was also sniping, but the
Shelbourne Hotel riflemen must have seriously troubled the Volunteers in
the Green.

As I went back I stayed a while in front of the hotel to count the shots
that had struck the windows. There were fourteen shots through the ground
windows. The holes were clean through, each surrounded by a star——the
bullets went through but did not crack the glass. There were three places in
which the windows had holes half a foot to a foot wide and high. Here
many rifles must have fired at the one moment. It must have been as
awkward inside the Shelbourne Hotel as it was inside the Green.

A lady who lived in Baggot Street said she had been up all night, and,
with her neighbours, had supplied tea and bread to the soldiers who were
lining the street. The officer to whom she spoke had made two or three
attacks to draw fire and estimate the Volunteers' positions, numbers, &c.,
and he told her that he considered there were 3,000 well-armed Volunteers
in the Green, and as he had only 1,000 soldiers, he could not afford to
deliver a real attack, and was merely containing them.

Amiens Street station reported recaptured by the military; other
stations are said to be still in the Volunteers' possession.

The story goes that about twelve o'clock on Monday an English officer
had marched into the Post Office and demanded two penny stamps from the



amazed Volunteers who were inside. He thought their uniforms were postal
uniforms. They brought him in, and he is probably still trying to get a
perspective on the occurrence. They had as prisoners in the Post Office a
certain number of soldiers, and rumour had it that these men accommodated
themselves quickly to duress, and were busily engaged peeling potatoes for
the meal which they would partake of later on with the Volunteers.

Earlier in the day I met a wild individual who spat rumour as though
his mouth were a machine gun or a linotype machine. He believed
everything he heard; and everything he heard became as by magic
favourable to his hopes, which were violently anti-English. One
unfavourable rumour was instantly crushed by him with three stories which
were favourable and triumphantly so. He said the Germans had landed in
three places. One of these landings alone consisted of fifteen thousand men.
The other landings probably beat that figure. The whole City of Cork was in
the hands of the Volunteers, and, to that extent, might be said to be peaceful.
German warships had defeated the English, and their transports were
speeding from every side. The whole country was up, and the garrison was
out-numbered by one hundred to one. These Dublin barracks which had not
been taken were now besieged and on the point of surrender.

I think this man created and winged every rumour that flew in Dublin,
and he was the sole individual whom I heard definitely taking a side. He left
me, and, looking back, I saw him pouring his news into the ear of a gaping
stranger whom he had arrested for the purpose. I almost went back to hear
would he tell the same tale or would he elaborate it into a new thing, for I
am interested in the art of story-telling.



At eleven o'clock the rain ceased, and to it succeeded a beautiful night,
gusty with wind, and packed with sailing clouds and stars. We were
expecting visitors this night, but the sound of guns may have warned most
people away. Three only came, and with them we listened from my window
to the guns at the Green challenging and replying to each other, and to
where, further away, the Trinity snipers were crackling, and beyond again to
the sounds of war from Sackville Street. The firing was fairly heavy, and
often the short rattle of machine guns could be heard.

One of the stories told was that the Volunteers had taken the South
Dublin Union Workhouse, occupied it, and trenched the grounds. They were
heavily attacked by the military, who, at a loss of 150 men, took the place.
The tale went that towards the close the officer in command offered them
terms of surrender, but the Volunteers replied that they were not there to
surrender. They were there to be killed. The garrison consisted of fifty men,
and the story said that fifty men were killed.



CHAPTER III
WEDNESDAY

It was three o'clock before I got to sleep last night, and during the
hours machine guns and rifle firing had been continuous.

This morning the sun is shining brilliantly, and the movement in the
streets possesses more of animation than it has done. The movement ends
always in a knot of people, and folk go from group to group vainly seeking
information, and quite content if the rumour they presently gather differs
even a little from the one they have just communicated.

The first statement I heard was that the Green had been taken by the
military; the second that it had been re-taken; the third that it had not been
taken at all. The facts at last emerged that the Green had not been occupied
by the soldiers, but that the Volunteers had retreated from it into a house
which commanded it. This was found to be the College of Surgeons, and
from the windows and roof of this College they were sniping. A machine
gun was mounted on the roof; other machine guns, however, opposed them
from the roofs of the Shelbourne Hotel, the United Service Club, and the
Alexandra Club. Thus a triangular duel opened between these positions
across the trees of the Park.

Through the railings of the Green some rifles and bandoliers could be
seen lying on the ground, as also the deserted trenches and snipers' holes.
Small boys bolted in to see these sights and bolted out again with bullets



quickening their feet. Small boys do not believe that people will really kill
them, but small boys were killed.

The dead horse was still lying stiff and lamentable on the footpath.

This morning a gunboat came up the Liffey and helped to bombard
Liberty Hall. The Hall is breeched and useless. Rumour says that it was
empty at the time, and that Connolly with his men had marched long before
to the Post Office and the Green. The same source of information relates
that three thousand Volunteers came from Belfast on an excursion train and
that they marched into the Post Office.

On this day only one of my men came in. He said that he had gone on
the roof and had been shot at, consequently that the Volunteers held some of
the covering houses. I went to the roof and remained there for half an hour.
There were no shots, but the firing from the direction of Sackville Street
was continuous and at times exceedingly heavy.

To-day the Irish Times was published. It contained a new military
proclamation, and a statement that the country was peaceful, and told that in
Sackville Street some houses were burned to the ground.

On the outside railings a bill proclaiming Martial Law was posted.

Into the newspaper statement that peace reigned in the country one was
inclined to read more of disquietude than of truth, and one said is the
country so extraordinarily peaceful that it can be dismissed in three lines.
There is too much peace or too much reticence, but it will be some time
before we hear from outside of Dublin.



Meanwhile the sun was shining. It was a delightful day, and the streets
outside and around the areas of fire were animated and even gay. In the
streets of Dublin there were no morose faces to be seen. Almost everyone
was smiling and attentive, and a democratic feeling was abroad, to which
our City is very much a stranger; for while in private we are a sociable and
talkative people we have no street manners or public ease whatever. Every
person spoke to every other person, and men and women mixed and talked
without constraint.

Was the City for or against the Volunteers? Was it for the Volunteers,
and yet against the rising? It is considered now (writing a day or two
afterwards) that Dublin was entirely against the Volunteers, but on the day
of which I write no such certainty could be put forward. There was a
singular reticence on the subject. Men met and talked volubly, but they said
nothing that indicated a personal desire or belief. They asked for and
exchanged the latest news, or, rather, rumour, and while expressions were
frequent of astonishment at the suddenness and completeness of the
occurrence, no expression of opinion for or against was anywhere
formulated.

Sometimes a man said, "They will be beaten of course," and, as he
prophesied, the neighbour might surmise if he did so with a sad heart or a
merry one, but they knew nothing and asked nothing of his views, and
themselves advanced no flag.

This was among the men.

The women were less guarded, or, perhaps, knew they had less to fear.
Most of the female opinion I heard was not alone unfavourable but actively
and viciously hostile to the rising. This was noticeable among the best



dressed class of our population; the worst dressed, indeed the female dregs
of Dublin life, expressed a like antagonism, and almost in similar language.
The view expressed was——

"I hope every man of them will be shot."

And——

"They ought to be all shot."

Shooting, indeed, was proceeding everywhere. During daylight, at
least, the sound is not sinister nor depressing, and the thought that perhaps a
life had exploded with that crack is not depressing either.

In the last two years of world-war our ideas on death have undergone a
change. It is not now the furtive thing that crawled into your bed and which
you fought with pill-boxes and medicine bottles. It has become again a rider
of the wind whom you may go coursing with through the fields and open
places. All the morbidity is gone, and the sickness, and what remains to
Death is now health and excitement. So Dublin laughed at the noise of its
own bombardment, and made no moan about its dead——in the sunlight.
Afterwards——in the rooms, when the night fell, and instead of silence that
mechanical barking of the maxims and the whistle and screams of the rifles,
the solemn roar of the heavier guns, and the red glare covering the sky. It is
possible that in the night Dublin did not laugh, and that she was gay in the
sunlight for no other reason than that the night was past.

On this day fighting was incessant at Mount Street Bridge. A party of
Volunteers had seized three houses covering the bridge and converted these
into forts. It is reported that military casualties at this point were very



heavy. The Volunteers are said also to hold the South Dublin Union. The
soldiers have seized Guinness's Brewery, while their opponents have seized
another brewery in the neighbourhood, and between these two there is a
continual fusilade.

Fighting is brisk about Ringsend and along the Canal. Dame Street was
said to be held in many places by the Volunteers. I went down Dame Street,
but saw no Volunteers, and did not observe any sniping from the houses.
Further, as Dame Street is entirely commanded by the roofs and windows of
Trinity College, it is unlikely that they should be here.

It was curious to observe this, at other times, so animated street, broad
and deserted, with at the corners of side streets small knots of people
watching. Seen from behind, Grattan's Statue in College Green seemed
almost alive, and he had the air of addressing warnings and reproaches to
Trinity College.

The Proclamation issued to-day warns all people to remain within
doors until five o'clock in the morning, and after seven o'clock at night.

It is still early. There is no news of any kind, and the rumours begin to
catch quickly on each other and to cancel one another out. Dublin is entirely
cut off from England, and from the outside world. It is, just as entirely cut
off from the rest of Ireland; no news of any kind filters in to us. We are
land-locked and sea-locked, but, as yet, it does not much matter.

Meantime the belief grows that the Volunteers may be able to hold out
much longer than had been imagined. The idea at first among the people
had been that the insurrection would be ended the morning after it had
began. But to-day, the insurrection having lasted three days, people are



ready to conceive that it may last for ever. There is almost a feeling of
gratitude towards the Volunteers because they are holding out for a little
while, for had they been beaten the first or second day the City would have
been humiliated to the soul.

People say: "Of course, they will be beaten." The statement is almost a
query, and they continue, "but they are putting up a decent fight." For being
beaten does not greatly matter in Ireland, but not fighting does matter.
"They went forth always to the battle; and they always fell," Indeed, the
history of the Irish race is in that phrase.

The firing from the roofs of Trinity College became violent. I crossed
Dame Street some distance up, struck down the Quays, and went along
these until I reached the Ballast Office. Further than this it was not possible
to go, for a step beyond the Ballast Office would have brought one into the
unending stream of lead that was pouring from Trinity and other places. I
was looking on O'Connell Bridge and Sackville Street, and the house facing
me was Kelly's——a red-brick fishing tackle shop, one half of which was
on the Quay and the other half in Sackville Street. This house was being
bombarded.

I counted the report of six different machine guns which played on it.
Rifles innumerable and from every sort of place were potting its windows,
and at intervals of about half a minute the shells from a heavy gun lobbed in
through its windows or thumped mightily against its walls.

For three hours that bombardment continued, and the walls stood in a
cloud of red dust and smoke. Rifle and machine gun bullets pattered over
every inch of it, and, unfailingly the heavy gun pounded its shells through
the windows.



One's heart melted at the idea that human beings were crouching inside
that volcano of death, and I said to myself, "Not even a fly can be alive in
that house."

No head showed at any window, no rifle cracked from window or roof
in reply. The house was dumb, lifeless, and I thought every one of those
men are dead.

It was then, and quite suddenly, that the possibilities of street fighting
flashed on me, and I knew there was no person in the house, and said to
myself, "They have smashed through the walls with a hatchet and are sitting
in the next house, or they have long ago climbed out by the skylight and are
on a roof half a block away." Then the thought came to me——they have
and hold the entire of Sackville Street down to the Post Office. Later on this
proved to be the case, and I knew at this moment that Sackville Street was
doomed.

I continued to watch the bombardment, but no longer with the anguish
which had before torn me. Near by there were four men, and a few yards
away, clustered in a laneway, there were a dozen others. An agitated girl
was striding from the farther group to the one in which I was, and she
addressed the men in the most obscene language which I have ever heard.
She addressed them man by man, and she continued to speak and cry and
scream at them with all that obstinate, angry patience of which only a
woman is capable.

She cursed us all. She called down diseases on every human being in
the world excepting only the men who were being bombarded. She
demanded of the folk in the laneway that they should march at least into the
roadway and prove that they were proud men and were not afraid of bullets.



She had been herself into the danger zone. Had stood herself in the track of
the guns, and had there cursed her fill for half an hour, and she desired that
the men should do at least what she had done.

This girl was quite young——about nineteen years of age——and was
dressed in the customary shawl and apron of her class. Her face was rather
pretty, or it had that pretty slenderness and softness of outline which belong
to youth. But every sentence she spoke contained half a dozen indecent
words. Alas, it was only that her vocabulary was not equal to her emotions,
and she did not know how to be emphatic without being obscene——it is
the cause of most of the meaningless swearing one hears every day. She
spoke to me for a minute, and her eyes were as soft as those of a kitten and
her language was as gentle as her eyes. She wanted a match to light a
cigarette, but I had none, and said that I also wanted one. In a few minutes
she brought me a match, and then she recommenced her tireless weaving of
six vile words into hundreds of stupid sentences.

About five o'clock the guns eased off of Kelly's.

To inexperienced eyes they did not seem to have done very much
damage, but afterwards one found that although the walls were standing and
apparently solid there was no inside to the house. From roof to basement the
building was bare as a dog kennel. There were no floors inside, there was
nothing there but blank space; and on the ground within was the tumble and
rubbish that had been roof and floors and furniture. Everything inside was
smashed and pulverised into scrap and dust, and the only objects that had
consistency and their ancient shape were the bricks that fell when the shells
struck them.



Rifle shots had begun to strike the house on the further side of the
street, a jewellers' shop called Hopkins & Hopkins. The impact of these
balls on the bricks was louder than the sound of the shot which immediately
succeeded, and each bullet that struck brought down a shower of fine red
dust from the walls. Perhaps thirty or forty shots in all were fired at
Hopkins', and then, except for an odd crack, firing ceased.

During all this time there had been no reply from the Volunteers, and I
thought they must be husbanding their ammunition, and so must be short of
it, and that it would be only a matter of a few days before the end. All this, I
said to myself, will be finished in a few days, and they will be finished; life
here will recommence exactly where it left off, and except for some newly-
filled graves, all will be as it had been until they become a tradition and
enter the imagination of their race.

I spoke to several of the people about me, and found the same
willingness to exchange news that I had found elsewhere in the City, and
the same reticences as regarded their private opinions. Two of them, indeed,
and they were the only two I met with during the insurrection, expressed,
although in measured terms, admiration for the Volunteers, and while they
did not side with them they did not say anything against them. One was a
labouring man, the other a gentleman. The remark of the latter was:

"I am an Irishman, and (pointing to the shells that were bursting
through the windows in front of us) I hate to see that being done to other
Irishmen."

He had come from some part of the country to spend the Easter
Holidays in Dublin, and was unable to leave town again.



The labouring man——he was about fifty-six years of age——spoke
very quietly and collectedly about the insurrection. He was a type with
whom I had come very little in contact, and I was surprised to find how
simple and good his speech was, and how calm his ideas. He thought labour
was in this movement to a greater extent than was imagined. I mentioned
that Liberty Hall had been blown up, and that the garrison had either
surrendered or been killed. He replied that a gunboat had that morning
come up the river and had blown Liberty Hall into smash, but, he added,
there were no men in it. All the Labour Volunteers had marched with
Connolly into the Post Office.

He said the Labour Volunteers might possibly number about one
thousand men, but that it would be quite safe to say eight hundred, and he
held that the Labour Volunteers, or the Citizens' Army, as they called
themselves, had always been careful not to reveal their numbers. They had
always announced that they possessed about two hundred and fifty men,
and had never paraded any more than that number at any one time.
Workingmen, he continued, knew that the men who marched were always
different men. The police knew it, too, but they thought that the Citizens
Army was the most deserted-from force in the world.

The men, however, were not deserters——you don't, he said, desert a
man like Connolly, and they were merely taking their turn at being drilled
and disciplined. They were raised against the police who, in the big strike of
two years ago, had acted towards them with unparallelled savagery, and the
men had determined that the police would never again find them thus
disorganised.



This man believed that every member of the Citizen Army had
marched with their leader.

"The men, I know," said he, "would not be afraid of anything, and," he
continued, "they are in the Post Office now."

"What chance have they?"

"None," he replied, "and they never said they had, and they never
thought they would have any."

"How long do you think they'll be able to hold out?"

He nodded towards the house that had been bombarded by heavy guns.

"That will root them out of it quick enough," was his reply.

"I'm going home," said he then, "the people will be wondering if I'm
dead or alive," and he walked away from that sad street, as I did myself a
few minutes afterwards.



CHAPTER IV
THURSDAY

Again, the rumours greeted one. This place had fallen and had not
fallen. Such a position had been captured by the soldiers; recaptured by the
Volunteers, and had not been attacked at all. But certainly fighting was
proceeding. Up Mount Street, the rifle volleys were continuous, and the
coming and going of ambulance cars from that direction were continuous
also. Some spoke of pitched battles on the bridge, and said that as yet the
advantage lay with the Volunteers.

At 11.30 there came the sound of heavy guns firing in the direction of
Sackville Street. I went on the roof, and remained there for some time.
From this height the sounds could be heard plainly. There was sustained
firing along the whole central line of the City, from the Green down to
Trinity College, and from thence to Sackville Street, and the report of the
various types of arm could be easily distinguished. There were rifles,
machine guns and very heavy cannon. There was another sound which I
could not put a name to, something that coughed out over all the other
sounds, a short, sharp bark, or rather a short noise something like the
popping of a tremendous cork.

I met D.H. His chief emotion is one of astonishment at the organizing
powers displayed by the Volunteers. We have exchanged rumours, and
found that our equipment in this direction is almost identical. He says
Sheehy Skeffington has been killed. That he was arrested in a house
wherein arms were found, and was shot out of hand.



I hope this is another rumour, for, so far as my knowledge of him goes,
he was not with the Volunteers, and it is said that he was antagonistic to the
forcible methods for which the Volunteers stood. But the tale of his death is
so persistent that one is inclined to believe it.

He was the most absurdly courageous man I have ever met with or
heard of. He has been in every trouble that has touched Ireland these ten
years back, and he has always been in on the generous side, therefore, and
naturally, on the side that was unpopular and weak. It would seem indeed
that a cause had only to be weak to gain his sympathy, and his sympathy
never stayed at home. There are so many good people who "sympathise"
with this or that cause, and, having given that measure of their emotion,
they give no more of it or of anything else. But he rushed instantly to the
street. A large stone, the lift of a footpath, the base of a statue, any place and
every place was for him a pulpit; and, in the teeth of whatever oppression or
disaster or power, he said his say.

There are multitudes of men in Dublin of all classes and creeds who
can boast that they kicked Sheehy Skeffington, or that they struck him on
the head with walking sticks and umbrellas, or that they smashed their fists
into his face, and jumped on him when he fell. It is by no means an
exaggeration to say that these things were done to him, and it is true that he
bore ill-will to no man, and that he accepted blows, and indignities and
ridicule with the pathetic candour of a child who is disguised as a man, and
whose disguise cannot come off. His tongue, his pen, his body, all that he
had and hoped for were at the immediate service of whoever was
bewildered or oppressed. He has been shot. Other men have been shot, but
they faced the guns knowing that they faced justice, however stern and
oppressive; and that what they had engaged to confront was before them.



He had no such thought to soothe from his mind anger or unforgiveness. He
who was a pacifist was compelled to revolt to his last breath, and on the
instruments of his end he must have looked as on murderers. I am sure that
to the end he railed against oppression, and that he fell marvelling that the
world can truly be as it is. With his death there passed away a brave man
and a clean soul.

Later on this day I met Mrs. Sheehy Skeffington in the street. She
confirmed the rumour that her husband had been arrested on the previous
day, but further than that she had no news. So far as I know the sole crime
of which her husband had been guilty was that he called for a meeting of
the citizens to enrol special constables and prevent looting.

Among the rumours it was stated with every accent of certitude that
Madame Markievicz had been captured in George's Street, and taken to the
Castle. It was also current that Sir Roger Casement had been captured at sea
and had already been shot in the Tower of London. The names of several
Volunteer Leaders are mentioned as being dead. But the surmise that steals
timidly from one mouth flies boldly as a certitude from every mouth that
repeats it, and truth itself would now be listened to with only a gossip's ear,
but no person would believe a word of it.

This night also was calm and beautiful, but this night was the most
sinister and woeful of those that have passed. The sound of artillery, of
rifles, machine guns, grenades, did not cease even for a moment. From my
window I saw a red flare that crept to the sky, and stole over it and
remained there glaring; the smoke reached from the ground to the clouds,
and I could see great red sparks go soaring to enormous heights; while



always, in the calm air, hour after hour there was the buzzing and rattling
and thudding of guns, and, but for the guns, silence.

It is in a dead silence this Insurrection is being fought, and one
imagines what must be the feeling of these men, young for the most part,
and unused to violence, who are submitting silently to the crash and flame
and explosion by which they are surrounded.



CHAPTER V
FRIDAY

This morning there are no newspapers, no bread, no milk, no news.
The sun is shining, and the streets are lively but discreet. All people
continue to talk to one another without distinction of class, but nobody
knows what any person thinks.

It is a little singular the number of people who are smiling. I fancy they
were listening to the guns last night, and they are smiling this morning
because the darkness is past, and because the sun is shining, and because
they can move their limbs in space, and may talk without having to sink
their voices to a whisper. Guns do not sound so bad in the day as they do at
night, and no person can feel lonely while the sun shines.

The men are smiling, but the women laugh, and their laughter does not
displease, for whatever women do in whatever circumstances appears to
have a rightness of its own. It seems right that they should scream when
danger to themselves is imminent, and it seems right that they should laugh
when the danger only threatens others.

It is rumoured this morning that Sackville Street has been burned out
and levelled to the ground. It is said that the end is in sight; and, it is said,
that matters are, if anything rather worse than better. That the Volunteers
have sallied from some of their strongholds and entrenched themselves, and
that in one place alone (the South Lotts) they have seven machine guns.
That when the houses which they held became untenable they rushed out



and seized other houses, and that, pursuing these tactics, there seemed no
reason to believe that the Insurrection would ever come to an end. That the
streets are filled with Volunteers in plain clothes, but having revolvers in
their pockets. That the streets are filled with soldiers equally revolvered and
plain clothed, and that the least one says on any subject the less one would
have to answer for.

The feeling that I tapped was definitely Anti-Volunteer, but the number
of people who would speak was few, and one regarded the noncommital
folk who were so smiling and polite, and so prepared to talk, with much
curiosity, seeking to read in their eyes, in their bearing, even in the cut of
their clothes what might be the secret movements and cogitations of their
minds.

I received the impression that numbers of them did not care a rap what
way it went; and that others had ceased to be mental creatures and were
merely machines for registering the sensations of the time.

None of these people were prepared for Insurrection. The thing had
been sprung on them so suddenly that they were unable to take sides, and
their feeling of detachment was still so complete that they would have
betted on the business as if it had been a horse race or a dog fight.

Many English troops have been landed each night, and it is believed
that there are more than sixty thousand soldiers in Dublin alone, and that
they are supplied with every offensive contrivance which military art has
invented.

Merrion Square is strongly held by the soldiers. They are posted along
both sides of the road at intervals of about twenty paces, and their guns are



continually barking up at the roofs which surround them in the great square.
It is said that these roofs are held by the Volunteers from Mount Street
Bridge to the Square, and that they hold in like manner wide stretches of the
City.

They appear to have mapped out the roofs with all the thoroughness
that had hitherto been expended on the roads, and upon these roofs they are
so mobile and crafty and so much at home that the work of the soldiers will
be exceedingly difficult as well as dangerous.

Still, and notwithstanding, men can only take to the roofs for a short
time. Up there, there can be no means of transport, and their ammunition, as
well as their food, will very soon be used up. It is the beginning of the end,
and the fact that they have to take to the roofs, even though that be in their
programme, means that they are finished.

From the roof there comes the sound of machine guns. Looking
towards Sackville Street one picks out easily Nelson's Pillar, which towers
slenderly over all the buildings of the neighbourhood. It is wreathed in
smoke. Another towering building was the D.B.C. Café. Its Chinese-like
pagoda was a landmark easily to be found, but to-day I could not find it. It
was not there, and I knew that, even if all Sackville Street was not burned
down, as rumour insisted, this great Café had certainly been curtailed by its
roof and might, perhaps, have been completely burned.

On the gravel paths I found pieces of charred and burnt paper. These
scraps must have been blown remarkably high to have crossed all the roofs
that lie between Sackville Street and Merrion Square.



At eleven o'clock there is continuous firing, and snipers firing from the
direction of Mount Street, and in every direction of the City these sounds
are being duplicated.

In Camden Street the sniping and casualties are said to have been very
heavy. One man saw two Volunteers taken from a house by the soldiers.
They were placed kneeling in the centre of the road, and within one minute
of their capture they were dead. Simultaneously there fell several of the
firing party.

An officer in this part had his brains blown into the roadway. A young
girl ran into the road picked up his cap and scraped the brains into it. She
covered this poor debris with a little straw, and carried the hat piously to the
nearest hospital in order that the brains might be buried with their owner.

The continuation of her story was less gloomy although it affected the
teller equally.

"There is not," said she, "a cat or a dog left alive in Camden Street.
They are lying stiff out in the road and up on the roofs. There's lots of
women will be sorry for this war," said she, "and their pets killed on them."

In many parts of the City hunger began to be troublesome. A girl told
me that her family, and another that had taken refuge with them, had eaten
nothing for three days. On this day her father managed to get two loaves of
bread somewhere, and he brought these home.

"When," said the girl, "my father came in with the bread the whole
fourteen of us ran at him, and in a minute we were all ashamed for the
loaves were gone to the last crumb, and we were all as hungry as we had



been before he came in. The poor man," said she, "did not even get a bit for
himself." She held that the poor people were against the Volunteers.

The Volunteers still hold Jacob's Biscuit Factory. It is rumoured that a
priest visited them and counselled surrender, and they replied that they did
not go there to surrender but to be killed. They asked him to give them
absolution, and the story continues that he refused to do so——but this is
not (in its latter part) a story that can easily be credited. The Adelaide
Hospital is close to this factory, and it is possible that the proximity of the
hospital, delays or hinders military operations against the factory.

Rifle volleys are continuous about Merrion Square, and prolonged
machine gun firing can be heard also.

During the night the firing was heavy from almost every direction; and
in the direction of Sackville Street a red glare told again of fire.

It is hard to get to bed these nights. It is hard even to sit down, for the
moment one does sit down one stands immediately up again resuming that
ridiculous ship's march from the window to the wall and back. I am foot
weary as I have never been before in my life, but I cannot say that I am
excited. No person in Dublin is excited, but there exists a state of tension
and expectancy which is mentally more exasperating than any excitement
could be. The absence of news is largely responsible for this. We do not
know what has happened, what is happening, or what is going to happen,
and the reversion to barbarism (for barbarism is largely a lack of news)
disturbs us.

Each night we have got to bed at last murmuring, "I wonder will it be
all over to-morrow," and this night the like question accompanied us.



CHAPTER VI
SATURDAY

This morning also there has been no bread, no milk, no meat, no
newspapers, but the sun is shining. It is astonishing that, thus early in the
Spring, the weather should be so beautiful.

It is stated freely that the Post Office has been taken, and just as freely
it is averred that it has not been taken. The approaches to Merrion Square
are held by the military, and I was not permitted to go to my office. As I
came to this point shots were fired at a motor car which had not stopped on
being challenged. Bystanders said it was Sir Horace Plunkett's car, and that
he had been shot. Later we found that Sir Horace was not hurt, but that his
nephew who drove the car had been severely wounded.

At this hour the rumour of the fall of Verdun was persistent. Later on it
was denied, as was denied the companion rumour of the relief of Kut. Saw
R. who had spent three days and the whole of his money in getting home
from County Clare. He had heard that Mrs. Sheehy Skeffington's house was
raided, and that two dead bodies had been taken out of it. Saw Miss P. who
seemed sad. I do not know what her politics are, but I think that the word
"kindness" might be used to cover all her activities. She has a heart of gold,
and the courage of many lions. I then met Mr. Commissioner Bailey who
said the Volunteers had sent a deputation, and that terms of surrender were
being discussed. I hope this is true, and I hope mercy will be shown to the
men. Nobody believes there will be any mercy shown, and it is freely
reported that they are shot in the street, or are taken to the nearest barracks



and shot there. The belief grows that no person who is now in the
Insurrection will be alive when the Insurrection is ended.

That is as it will be. But these days the thought of death does not strike
on the mind with any severity, and, should the European war continue much
longer, the fear of death will entirely depart from man, as it has departed
many times in history. With that great deterrent gone our rulers will be
gravely at a loss in dealing with strikers and other such discontented people.
Possibly they will have to resurrect the long-buried idea of torture.

The people in the streets are laughing and chatting. Indeed, there is
gaiety in the air as well as sunshine, and no person seems to care that men
are being shot every other minute, or bayoneted, or blown into scraps or
burned into cinders. These things are happening, nevertheless, but much of
their importance has vanished.

I met a man at the Green who was drawing a plan on the back of an
envelope. The problem was how his questioner was to get from where he
was standing to a street lying at the other side of the river, and the plan as
drawn insisted that to cover this quarter of an hour's distance he must set
out on a pilgrimage of more than twenty miles. Another young boy was
standing near embracing a large ham. He had been trying for three days to
convey his ham to a house near the Gresham Hotel where his sister lived.
He had almost given up hope, and he hearkened intelligently to the idea that
he should himself eat the ham and so get rid of it.

The rifle fire was persistent all day, but, saving in certain localities, it
was not heavy. Occasionally the machine guns rapped in. There was no
sound of heavy artillery.



The rumour grows that the Post Office has been evacuated, and that the
Volunteers are at large and spreading everywhere across the roofs. The
rumour grows also that terms of surrender are being discussed, and that
Sackville Street has been levelled to the ground.

At half-past seven in the evening calm is almost complete. The sound
of a rifle shot being only heard at long intervals.

I got to bed this night earlier than usual. At two o'clock I left the
window from which a red flare is yet visible in the direction of Sackville
Street. The morning will tell if the Insurrection is finished or not, but at this
hour all is not over. Shots are ringing all around and down my street, and
the vicious crackling of these rifles grow at times into regular volleys.



CHAPTER VII
SUNDAY

The Insurrection has not ceased.

There is much rifle fire, but no sound from the machine guns or the
eighteen pounders and trench mortars.

From the window of my kitchen the flag of the Republic can be seen
flying afar. This is the flag that flies over Jacob's Biscuit Factory, and I will
know that the Insurrection has ended as soon as I see this flag pulled down.

When I went out there were few people in the streets. I met D.H., and,
together, we passed up the Green. The Republican flag was still flying over
the College of Surgeons. We tried to get down Grafton Street (where broken
windows and two gaping interiors told of the recent visit of looters), but a
little down this street we were waved back by armed sentries. We then cut
away by the Gaiety Theatre into Mercer's Street, where immense lines of
poor people were drawn up waiting for the opening of the local bakery. We
got into George's Street, thinking to turn down Dame Street and get from
thence near enough to Sackville Street to see if the rumours about its
destruction were true, but here also we were halted by the military, and had
to retrace our steps.

There was no news of any kind to be gathered from the people we
talked to, nor had they even any rumours.



This was the first day I had been able to get even a short distance
outside of my own quarter, and it seemed that the people of my quarter were
more able in the manufacture of news or more imaginative than were the
people who live in other parts of the city. We had no sooner struck into
home parts than we found news. We were told that two of the Volunteer
leaders had been shot. These were Pearse and Connolly. The latter was
reported as lying in the Castle Hospital with a fractured thigh. Pearse was
cited as dead with two hundred of his men, following their sally from the
Post Office. The machine guns had caught them as they left, and none of
them remained alive. The news seemed afterwards to be true except that
instead of Pearse it was The O'Rahilly who had been killed. Pearse died
later and with less excitement.

A man who had seen an English newspaper said that the Kut force had
surrendered to the Turk, but that Verdun had not fallen to the Germans. The
rumour was current also that a great naval battle had been fought whereat
the German fleet had been totally destroyed with loss to the English of
eighteen warships. It was said that among the captured Volunteers there had
been a large body of Germans, but nobody believed it; and this rumour was
inevitably followed by the tale that there were one hundred German
submarines lying in the Stephen's Green pond.

At half-past two I met Mr. Commissioner Bailey, who told me that it
was all over, and that the Volunteers were surrendering everywhere in the
city. A motor car with two military officers, and two Volunteer leaders had
driven to the College of Surgeons and been admitted. After a short interval
Madame Marckievicz marched out of the College at the head of about 100
men, and they had given up their arms; the motor car with the Volunteer



leaders was driving to other strongholds, and it was expected that before
nightfall the capitulations would be complete.

I started home, and on the way I met a man whom I had encountered
some days previously, and from whom rumours had sprung as though he
wove them from his entrails, as a spider weaves his web. He was no less
provided on this occasion, and it was curious to listen to his tale of English
defeats on every front. He announced the invasion of England in six
different quarters, the total destruction of the English fleet, and the landing
of immense German armies on the West coast of Ireland. He made these
things up in his head. Then he repeated them to himself in a loud voice, and
became somehow persuaded that they had been told to him by a well-
informed stranger, and then he believed them and told them to everybody he
met. Amongst other things Spain had declared war on our behalf, the
Chilian Navy was hastening to our relief. For a pin he would have sent
France flying westward all forgetful of her own war. A singular man truly,
and as I do think the only thoroughly happy person in our city.

It is half-past three o'clock, and from my window the Republican flag
can still be seen flying over Jacob's factory. There is occasional shooting,
but the city as a whole is quiet. At a quarter to five o'clock a heavy gun
boomed once. Ten minutes later there was heavy machine gun firing and
much rifle shooting. In another ten minutes the flag at Jacob's was hauled
down.

During the remainder of the night sniping and military replies were
incessant, particularly in my street.

The raids have begun in private houses. Count Plunkett's house was
entered by the military who remained there for a very long time. Passing



home about two minutes after Proclamation hour I was pursued for the
whole of Fitzwilliam Square by bullets. They buzzed into the roadway
beside me, and the sound as they whistled near was curious. The sound is
something like that made by a very swift saw, and one gets the impression
that as well as being very swift they are very heavy.

Snipers are undoubtedly on the roofs opposite my house, and they are
not asleep on these roofs. Possibly it is difficult to communicate with these
isolated bands the news of their companions' surrender, but it is likely they
will learn, by the diminution of fire in other quarters that their work is over.

In the morning on looking from my window I saw four policemen
marching into the street. They were the first I had seen for a week. Soon
now the military tale will finish, the police story will commence, the
political story will recommence, and, perhaps, the weeks that follow this
one will sow the seed of more hatred than so many centuries will be able to
uproot again, for although Irish people do not greatly fear the military they
fear the police, and they have very good reason to do so.



CHAPTER VIII
THE INSURRECTION IS OVER

The Insurrection is over, and it is worth asking what has happened,
how it has happened, and why it happened?

The first question is easily answered. The finest part of our city has
been blown to smithereens, and burned into ashes. Soldiers amongst us who
have served abroad say that the ruin of this quarter is more complete than
any thing they have seen at Ypres, than anything they have seen anywhere
in France or Flanders. A great number of our men and women and children,
Volunteers and civilians confounded alike, are dead, and some fifty
thousand men who have been moved with military equipment to our land
are now being removed therefrom. The English nation has been
disorganised no more than as they were affected by the transport of these
men and material. That is what happened, and it is all that happened.

How it happened is another matter, and one which, perhaps, will not be
made clear for years. All we know in Dublin is that our city burst into a
kind of spontaneous war; that we lived through it during one singular week,
and that it faded away and disappeared almost as swiftly as it had come.
The men who knew about it are, with two exceptions, dead, and these two
exceptions are in gaol, and likely to remain there long enough. (Since
writing one of these men has been shot.)

Why it happened is a question that may be answered more particularly.
It happened because the leader of the Irish Party misrepresented his people



in the English House of Parliament. On the day of the declaration of war
between England and Germany he took the Irish case, weighty with eight
centuries of history and tradition, and he threw it out of the window. He
pledged Ireland to a particular course of action, and he had no authority to
give this pledge and he had no guarantee that it would be met. The
ramshackle intelligence of his party and his own emotional nature betrayed
him and us and England. He swore Ireland to loyalty as if he had Ireland in
his pocket, and could answer for her. Ireland has never been disloyal to
England, not even at this epoch, because she has never been loyal to
England, and the profession of her National faith has been unwavering, has
been known to every English person alive, and has been clamant to all the
world beside.

Is it that he wanted to be cheered? He could very easily have stated
Ireland's case truthfully, and have proclaimed a benevolent neutrality (if he
cared to use the grandiloquent words) on the part of this country. He would
have gotten his cheers, he would in a few months have gotten Home Rule in
return for Irish soldiers. He would have received politically whatever
England could have safely given him. But, alas, these carefulnesses did not
chime with his emotional moment. They were not magnificent enough for
one who felt that he was talking not to Ireland or to England, but to the
whole gaping and eager earth, and so he pledged his country's credit so
deeply that he did not leave her even one National rag to cover herself with.

After a lie truth bursts out, and it is no longer the radiant and serene
goddess knew or hoped for——it is a disease, it is a moral syphilis and will
ravage until the body in which it can dwell has been purged. Mr. Redmond
told the lie and he is answerable to England for the violence she had to be
guilty of, and to Ireland for the desolation to which we have had to submit.



Without his lie there had been no Insurrection; without it there had been at
this moment, and for a year past, an end to the "Irish question." Ireland
must in ages gone have been guilty of abominable crimes or she could not
at this juncture have been afflicted with a John Redmond.

He is the immediate cause of this our latest Insurrection——the word
is big, much too big for the deed, and we should call it row, or riot, or
squabble, in order to draw the fact down to its dimensions, but the ultimate
blame for the trouble between the two countries does not fall against
Ireland.

The fault lies with England, and in these days while an effort is being
made (interrupted, it is true, by cannon) to found a better understanding
between the two nations it is well that England should recognize what she
has done to Ireland, and should try at least to atone for it. The situation can
be explained almost in a phrase. We are a little country and you, a huge
country, have persistently beaten us. We are a poor country and you, the
richest country in the world, have persistently robbed us. That is the
historical fact, and whatever national or political necessities are opposed in
reply, it is true that you have never given Ireland any reason to love you,
and you cannot claim her affection without hypocrisy or stupidity.

You think our people can only be tenacious in hate——it is a lie. Our
historical memory is truly tenacious, but during the long and miserable tale
of our relations you have never given us one generosity to remember you
by, and you must not claim our affection or our devotion until you are
worthy of them. We are a good people; almost we are the only Christian
people left in the world, nor has any nation shown such forbearance towards
their persecutor as we have always shown to you. No nation has forgiven its



enemies as we have forgiven you, time after time down the miserable
generations, the continuity of forgiveness only equalled by the continuity of
your ill-treatment. Between our two countries you have kept and protected a
screen of traders and politicians who are just as truly your enemies as they
are ours. In the end they will do most harm to you for we are by this
vaccinated against misery but you are not, and the "loyalists" who sell their
own country for a shilling will sell another country for a penny when the
opportunity comes and safety with it.

Meanwhile do not always hasten your presents to us out of a gun. You
have done it so often that your guns begin to bore us, and you have now an
opportunity which may never occur again to make us your friends. There is
no bitterness in Ireland against you on account of this war, and the lack of
ill-feeling amongst us is entirely due to the more than admirable behaviour
of the soldiers whom you sent over here. A peace that will last for ever can
be made with Ireland if you wish to make it, but you must take her hand at
once, for in a few months' time she will not open it to you; the old, bad
relations will re-commence, the rancor will be born and grow, and another
memory will be stored away in Ireland's capacious and retentive brain.



CHAPTER IX
THE VOLUNTEERS

There is much talk of the extraordinary organising powers displayed in
the insurrection, but in truth there was nothing extraordinary in it. The real
essence and singularity of the rising exists in its simplicity, and, saving for
the courage which carried it out, the word extraordinary is misplaced in this
context.

The tactics of the Volunteers as they began to emerge were reduced to
the very skeleton of "strategy." It was only that they seized certain central
and stragetical districts, garrisoned those and held them until they were put
out of them. Once in their forts there was no further egress by the doors,
and for purpose of entry and sortie they used the skylights and the roofs. On
the roofs they had plenty of cover, and this cover conferred on them a
mobility which was their chief asset, and which alone enabled them to
protract the rebellion beyond the first day.

This was the entire of their home plan, and there is no doubt that they
had studied Dublin roofs and means of inter-communication by roofs with
the closest care. Further than that I do not think they had organised
anything. But this was only the primary plan, and, unless they were entirely
mad, there must have been a sequel to it which did not materialise, and
which would have materialised but that the English Fleet blocked the way.

There is no doubt that they expected the country to rise with them, and
they must have known what their own numbers were, and what chance they



had of making a protracted resistance. The word "resistance" is the keyword
of the rising, and the plan of holding out must have been rounded off with a
date. At that date something else was to have happened which would relieve
them.

There is not much else that could happen except the landing of German
troops in Ireland or in England. It would have been, I think, immaterial to
them where these were landed, but the reasoning seems to point to the fact
that they expected and had arranged for such a landing, although on this
point there is as yet no evidence.

The logic of this is so simple, so plausible, that it might be accepted
without further examination, and yet further examination is necessary, for in
a country like Ireland logic and plausibility are more often wrong than right.
It may just as easily be that except for furnishing some arms and
ammunition Germany was not in the rising at all, and this I prefer to
believe. It had been current long before the rising that the Volunteers knew
they could not seriously embarass England, and that their sole aim was to
make such a row in Ireland that the Irish question would take the status of
an international one, and on the discussion of terms of peace in the
European war the claims of Ireland would have to be considered by the
whole Council of Europe and the world.

That is, in my opinion, the metaphysic behind the rising. It is quite
likely that they hoped for German aid, possibly some thousands of men,
who would enable them to prolong the row, but I do not believe they
expected German armies, nor do I think they would have welcomed these
with any cordiality.



In this insurrection there are two things which are singular in the
history of Irish risings. One is that there were no informers, or there were no
informers among the chiefs. I did hear people say in the streets that two
days before the rising they knew it was to come; they invariably added that
they had not believed the news, and had laughed at it. A priest said the same
thing in my hearing, and it may be that the rumour was widely spread, and
that everybody, including the authorities, looked upon it as a joke.

The other singularity of the rising is the amazing silence in which it
was fought. Nothing spoke but the guns; and the Volunteers on the one side
and the soldiers on the other potted each other and died in whispers; it
might have been said that both sides feared the Germans would hear them
and take advantage of their preoccupation.

There is a third reason given for the rebellion, and it also is divorced
from foreign plots. It is said, and the belief in Dublin was widespread, that
the Government intended to raid the Volunteers and seize their arms. One
remembers to-day the paper which Alderman Kelly read to the Dublin
Corporation, and which purported to be State Instructions that the Military
and Police should raid the Volunteers, and seize their arms and leaders. The
Volunteers had sworn they would not permit their arms to be taken from
them. A list of the places to be raided was given, and the news created
something of a sensation in Ireland when it was published that evening. The
Press, by instruction apparently, repudiated this document, but the
Volunteers, with most of the public, believed it to be true, and it is more
than likely that the rebellion took place in order to forestall the
Government.



This is also an explanation of the rebellion, and is just as good a one as
any other. It is the explanation which I believe to be the true one.

All the talk of German invasion and the landing of German troops in
Ireland is so much nonsense in view of the fact that England is master of the
seas, and that from a week before the war down to this date she has been the
undisputed monarch of those ridges. During this war there will be no
landing of troops in either England or Ireland unless Germany in the
meantime can solve the problem of submarine transport. It is a problem
which will be solved some day, for every problem can be solved, but it will
hardly be during the progress of this war. The men at the head of the
Volunteers were not geniuses, neither were they fools, and the difficulty of
acquiring military aid from Germany must have seemed as insurmountable
to them as it does to the Germans themselves. They rose because they felt
that they had to do so, or be driven like sheep into the nearest police
barracks, and be laughed at by the whole of Ireland as cowards and
braggarts.

It would be interesting to know why, on the eve of the insurrection,
Professor MacNeill resigned the presidency of the Volunteers. The story of
treachery which was heard in the streets is not the true one, for men of his
type are not traitors, and this statement may be dismissed without further
comment or notice. One is left to imagine what can have happened during
the conference which is said to have preceded the rising, and which ended
with the resignation of Professor MacNeill.

This is my view, or my imagining, of what occurred. The conference
was called because the various leaders felt that a hostile movement was
projected by the Government, and that the times were exceedingly black for



them. Neither Mr. Birrell nor Sir Mathew Nathan had any desire that there
should be a conflict in Ireland during the war. This cannot be doubted. From
such a conflict there might follow all kinds of political repercussions; but
although the Government favoured the policy of laissez faire, there was a
powerful military and political party in Ireland whose whole effort was
towards the disarming and punishment of the Volunteers——particularly I
should say the punishment of the Volunteers. I believe, or rather I imagine,
that Professor MacNeill was approached at the instance of Mr. Birrell or Sir
Mathew Nathan and assured that the Government did not meditate any
move against his men, and that so long as his Volunteers remained quiet
they would not be molested by the authorities. I would say that Professor
MacNeill gave and accepted the necessary assurances, and that when he
informed his conference of what had occurred, and found that they did not
believe faith would be kept with them, he resigned in the dispairing hope
that his action might turn them from a purpose which he considered lunatic,
or, at least, by restraining a number of his followers from rising, he might
limit the tale of men who would be uselessly killed.

He was not alone in his vote against a rising. The O'Rahilly and some
others are reputed to have voted with him, but when insurrection was
decided on, the O'Rahilly marched with his men, and surely a gallant man
could not have done otherwise.

When the story of what occurred is authoritatively written (it may be
written) I think that this will be found to be the truth of the matter, and that
German intrigue and German money counted for so little in the insurrection
as to be negligible.



CHAPTER X
SOME OF THE LEADERS

Meanwhile the insurrection, like all its historical forerunners, has been
quelled in blood. It sounds rhetorical to say so, but it was not quelled in
peasoup or tisane. While it lasted the fighting was very determined, and it is
easily, I think, the most considerable of Irish rebellions.

The country was not with it, for be it remembered that a whole army of
Irishmen, possibly three hundred thousand of our race, are fighting with
England instead of against her. In Dublin alone there is scarcely a poor
home in which a father, a brother, or a son is not serving in one of the many
fronts which England is defending. Had the country risen, and fought as
stubbornly as the Volunteers did, no troops could have beaten them——well
that is a wild statement, the heavy guns could always beat them——but
from whatever angle Irish people consider this affair it must appear to them
tragic and lamentable beyond expression, but not mean and not unheroic.

It was hard enough that our men in the English armies should be slain
for causes which no amount of explanation will ever render less foreign to
us, or even intelligible; but that our men who were left should be killed in
Ireland fighting against the same England that their brothers are fighting for
ties the question into such knots of contradiction as we may give up trying
to unravel. We can only think——this has happened——and let it unhappen
itself as best it may.



We say that the time always finds the man, and by it we mean: that
when a responsibility is toward there will be found some shoulder to bend
for the yoke which all others shrink from. It is not always nor often the
great ones of the earth who undertake these burdens——it is usually the
good folk, that gentle hierarchy who swear allegiance to mournfulness and
the under dog, as others dedicate themselves to mutton chops and the easy
nymph. It is not my intention to idealise any of the men who were
concerned in this rebellion. Their country will, some few years hence, do
that as adequately as she has done it for those who went before them.

Those of the leaders whom I knew were not great men, nor brilliant
——that is they were more scholars than thinkers, and more thinkers than
men of action; and I believe that in no capacity could they have attained to
what is called eminence, nor do I consider they coveted any such public
distinction as is noted in that word.

But in my definition they were good men——men, that is, who willed
no evil, and whose movements of body or brain were unselfish and healthy.
No person living is the worse off for having known Thomas MacDonagh,
and I, at least, have never heard MacDonagh speak unkindly or even
harshly of anything that lived. It has been said of him that his lyrics were
epical; in a measure it is true, and it is true in the same measure that his
death was epical. He was the first of the leaders who was tried and shot. It
was not easy for him to die leaving behind two young children and a young
wife, and the thought that his last moment must have been tormented by
their memory is very painful. We are all fatalists when we strike against
power, and I hope he put care from him as the soldiers marched him out.



The O'Rahilly also I knew, but not intimately, and I can only speak of a
good humour, a courtesy, and an energy that never failed. He was a man of
unceasing ideas and unceasing speech, and laughter accompanied every
sound made by his lips.

Plunkett and Pearse I knew also, but not intimately. Young Plunkett, as
he was always called, would never strike one as a militant person. He, like
Pearse and MacDonagh, wrote verse, and it was no better nor worse than
their's were. He had an appetite for quaint and difficult knowledge. He
studied Egyptian and Sanscrit, and distant curious matter of that sort, and
was interested in inventions and the theatre. He was tried and sentenced and
shot.

As to Pearse, I do not know how to place him, nor what to say of him.
If there was an idealist among the men concerned in this insurrection it was
he, and if there was any person in the world less fitted to head an
insurrection it was he also. I never could "touch" or sense in him the
qualities which other men spoke of, and which made him military
commandant of the rising. None of these men were magnetic in the sense
that Mr. Larkin is magnetic, and I would have said that Pearse was less
magnetic than any of the others. Yet it was to him and around him they
clung.

Men must find some centre either of power or action or intellect about
which they may group themselves, and I think that Pearse became the
leader because his temperament was more profoundly emotional than any of
the others. He was emotional not in a flighty, but in a serious way, and one
felt more that he suffered than that he enjoyed.



He had a power; men who came into intimate contact with him began
to act differently to their own desires and interests. His schoolmasters did
not always receive their salaries with regularity. The reason that he did not
pay them was the simple one that he had no money. Given by another man
this explanation would be uneconomic, but from him it was so logical that
even a child could comprehend it. These masters did not always leave him.
They remained, marvelling perhaps, and accepting, even with stupefaction,
the theory that children must be taught, but that no such urgency is due
towards the payment of wages. One of his boys said there was no fun in
telling lies to Mr. Pearse, for, however outrageous the lie, he always
believed it. He built and renovated and improved his school because the
results were good for his scholars, and somehow he found builders to
undertake these forlorn hopes.

It was not, I think, that he "put his trust in God," but that when
something had to be done he did it, and entirely disregarded logic or
economics or force. He said——such a thing has to be done and so far as
one man can do it I will do it, and he bowed straightaway to the task.

It is mournful to think of men like these having to take charge of
bloody and desolate work, and one can imagine them say, "Oh! cursed
spite," as they accepted responsibility.



CHAPTER XI
LABOUR AND THE INSURRECTION

No person in Ireland seems to have exact information about the
Volunteers, their aims, or their numbers. We know the names of the leaders
now. They were recited to us with the tale of their execution; and with the
declaration of a Republic we learned something of their aim, but the
estimate of their number runs through the figures ten, thirty, and fifty
thousand. The first figure is undoubtedly too slender, the last excessive, and
something between fifteen and twenty thousand for all Ireland would be a
reasonable guess.

Of these, the Citizen Army or Labour side of the Volunteers, would not
number more than one thousand men, and it is with difficulty such a figure
could be arrived at. Yet it is freely argued, and the theory will grow, that the
causes of this latest insurrection should be sought among the labour
problems of Dublin rather than in any national or patriotic sentiment, and
this theory is buttressed by all the agile facts which such a theory would be
furnished with.

It is an interesting view, but in my opinion it is an erroneous one.

That Dublin labour was in the Volunteer movement to the strength of,
perhaps, two hundred men, may be true——it is possible there were more,
but it is unlikely that a greater number, or, as many, of the Citizen Army
marched when the order came. The overwhelming bulk of Volunteers were
actuated by the patriotic ideal which is the heritage and the burden of



almost every Irishman born out of the Unionist circle, and their connection
with labour was much more manual than mental.

This view of the importance of labour to the Volunteers is held by two
distinct and opposed classes.

Just as there are some who find the explanation of life in a sexual
formula, so there is a class to whom the economic idea is very dear, and
beneath every human activity they will discover the shock of wages and
profit. It is truly there, but it pulls no more than its weight, and in Irish life
the part played by labour has not yet been a weighty one; although on every
view it is an important one. The labour idea in Ireland has not arrived. It is
in process of "becoming," and when labour problems are mentioned in this
country a party does not come to the mind, but two men only——they are
Mr. Larkin and James Connolly, and they are each in their way exceptional
and curious men.

There is another class who implicate labour, and they do so because it
enables them to urge that as well as being grasping and nihilistic, Irish
labour is disloyal and treacherous.

The truth is that labour in Ireland has not yet succeeded in organising
anything——not even discontent. It is not self-conscious to any extent, and,
outside of Dublin, it scarcely appears to exist. The national imagination is
not free to deal with any other subject than that of freedom, and part of the
policy of our "masters" is to see that we be kept busy with politics instead
of social ideas. From their standpoint the policy is admirable, and up to the
present it has thoroughly succeeded.



One does not hear from the lips of the Irish workingman, even in
Dublin, any of the affirmations and rejections which have long since
become the commonplaces of his comrades in other lands. But on the
subject of Irish freedom his views are instantly forthcoming, and his desires
are explicit, and, to a degree, informed. This latter subject they understand
and have fabricated an entire language to express it, but the other they do
not understand nor cherish, and they are not prepared to die for it.

It is possibly true that before any movement can attain to really
national proportions there must be, as well as the intellectual ideal which
gives it utterance and a frame, a sense of economic misfortune to give it
weight, and when these fuse the combination may well be irresistible. The
organised labour discontent in Ireland, in Dublin, was not considerable
enough to impose its aims or its colours on the Volunteers, and it is the
labour ideal which merges and disappears in the national one. The
reputation of all the leaders of the insurrection, not excepting Connolly, is
that they were intensely patriotic Irishmen, and also, but this time with the
exception of Connolly, that they were not particularly interested in the
problems of labour.

The great strike of two years ago remained undoubtedly as a bitter and
lasting memory with Dublin labour——perhaps, even, it was not so much a
memory as a hatred. Still, it was not hatred of England which was evoked at
that time, nor can the stress of their conflict be traced to an English source.
It was hatred of local traders, and, particularly, hatred of the local police,
and the local powers and tribunals, which were arrayed against them.

One can without trouble discover reasons why they should go on strike
again, but by no reasoning can I understand why they should go into



rebellion against England, unless it was that they were patriots first and
trade unionists a very long way afterwards.

I do not believe that this combination of the ideal and the practical was
consummated in the Dublin insurrection, but I do believe that the first step
towards the formation of such a party has now been taken, and that if, years
hence, there should be further trouble in Ireland such trouble will not be so
easily dealt with as this one has been.

It may be that further trouble will not arise, for the co-operative
movement, which is growing slowly but steadily in Ireland, may arrange
our economic question, and, incidentally, our national question also——that
is if the English people do not decide that the latter ought to be settled at
once.

James Connolly had his heart in both the national and the economic
camp, but he was a great-hearted man, and could afford to extend his
affections where others could only dissipate them.

There can be no doubt that his powers of orderly thinking were of
great service to the Volunteers, for while Mr. Larkin was the magnetic
centre of the Irish labour movement, Connolly was its brains. He has been
sentenced to death for his part in the insurrection, and for two days now he
has been dead.

He had been severely wounded in the fighting, and was tended, one
does not doubt with great care, until he regained enough strength to stand
up and be shot down again.



Others are dead also. I was not acquainted with them, and with
Connolly I was not more than acquainted. I had met him twice many
months ago, but other people were present each time, and he scarcely
uttered a word on either of these occasions. I was told that he was by nature
silent. He was a man who can be ill-spared in Ireland, but labour,
throughout the world, may mourn for him also.

A doctor who attended on him during his last hours says that Connolly
received the sentence of his death quietly. He was to be shot on the morning
following the sentence. This gentleman said to him:

"Connolly, when you stand up to be shot, will you say a prayer for
me?"

Connolly replied:

"I will."

His visitor continued:

"Will you say a prayer for the men who are shooting you?"

"I will," said Connolly, "and I will say a prayer for every good man in
the world who is doing his duty."

He was a steadfast man in all that he undertook. We may be sure he
steadfastly kept that promise. He would pray for others, who had not time to
pray for himself, as he had worked for others during the years when he
might have worked for himself.

CHAPTER XII



THE IRISH QUESTIONS

There is truly an Irish question. There are two Irish questions, and the
most important of them is not that which appears in our newspapers and in
our political propaganda.

The first is international, and can be stated shortly. It is the desire of
Ireland to assume control of her national life. With this desire the English
people have professed to be in accord, and it is at any rate so thoroughly
understood that nothing further need be made of it in these pages.

The other Irish question is different, and less simply described. The
difficulty about it is that it cannot be approached until the question of
Ireland's freedom has by some means been settled, for this ideal of freedom
has captured the imagination of the race. It rides Ireland like a nightmare,
thwarting or preventing all civilising or cultural work in this country, and it
is not too much to say that Ireland cannot even begin to live until that
obsession and fever has come to an end, and her imagination has been set
free to do the work which imagination alone can do——Imagination is
intelligent kindness——we have sore need of it.

The second question might plausibly be called a religious one. It has
been so called, and, for it is less troublesome to accept an idea than to
question it, the statement has been accepted as truth——but it is untrue, and
it is deeply and villainously untrue. No lie in Irish life has been so persistent
and so mischievous as this one, and no political lie has ever been so
ingeniously, and malevolently exploited.

There is no religious intolerance in Ireland except that which is
political. I am not a member of the Catholic Church, and am not inclined to



be the advocate of a religious system which my mentality dislikes, but I
have never found real intolerance among my fellow-countrymen of that
religion. I have found it among Protestants. I will limit that statement, too. I
have found it among some Protestants. But outside of the North of Ireland
there is no religious question, and in the North it is fundamentally more
political than religious.

All thinking is a fining down of one's ideas, and thus far we have come
to the statement of Ireland's second question. It is not Catholic or
Nationalist, nor have I said that it is entirely Protestant and Unionist, but it
is on the extreme wing of this latter party that responsibility must be laid. It
is difficult, even for an Irishman living in Ireland, to come on the real
political fact which underlies Irish Protestant politics, and which fact has
consistently opposed and baffled every attempt made by either England or
Ireland to come to terms. There is such a fact, and clustered around it is a
body of men whose hatred of their country is persistent and deadly and
unexplained.

One may make broad generalisations on the apparent situation and
endeavour to solve it by those. We may say that loyalty to England is the
true centre of their action. I will believe it, but only to a point. Loyalty to
England does not inevitably include this active hatred, this blindness, this
withering of all sympathy for the people among whom one is born, and
among whom one has lived in peace, for they have lived in peace amongst
us. We may say that it is due to the idea of privilege and the desire for
power. Again, I will accept it up to a point——but these are cultural
obsessions, and they cease to act when the breaking-point is reached.



I know of only two mental states which are utterly without bowels or
conscience. These are cowardice and greed. Is it to a synthesis of these
states that this more than mortal enmity may be traced? What do they fear,
and what is it they covet? What can they redoubt in a country which is
practically crimeless, or covet in a land that is almost as bare as a mutton
bone? They have mesmerised themselves, these men, and have imagined
into our quiet air brigands and thugs and titans, with all the other
notabilities of a tale for children.

I do not think that this either will tell the tale, but I do think there is a
story to be told——I imagine an esoteric wing to the Unionist Party. I
imagine that Party includes a secret organisation——they may be
Orangemen, they may be Masons, and, if there be such, I would dearly like
to know what the metaphysic of their position is, and how they square it
with any idea of humanity or social life. Meantime, all this is surmise, and I,
as a novelist, have a notoriously flighty imagination, and am content to
leave it at that.

But this secondary Irish question is not so terrible as it appears. It is
terrible now, it would not be terrible if Ireland had national independence.

The great protection against a lie is——not to believe it; and Ireland,
in this instance, has that protection. The claims made by the Unionist Wing
do not rely solely on the religious base. They use all the arguments. It is,
according to them, unsafe to live in Ireland. (Let us leave this insurrection
of a week out of the question.) Life is not safe in Ireland. Property shivers
in terror of daily or nightly appropriation. Other, undefined, but even more
woeful glooms and creeps, wriggle stealthily abroad.



These things are not regarded in Ireland, and, in truth, they are not
meat for Irish consumption. Irish judges are presented with white gloves
with a regularity which may even be annoying to them, and were it not for
political trouble they would be unable to look their salaries in the face. The
Irish Bar almost weep in chorus at the words "Land Act," and stare, not
dumbly, on destitution. These tales are meant for England and are sent
there. They will cease to be exported when there is no market for them, and
these men will perhaps end by becoming patriotic and social when they
learn that they do not really command the Big Battalions. But Ireland has no
protection against them while England can be thrilled by their nonsense,
and while she is willing to pound Ireland to a jelly on their appeal. Her only
assistance against them is freedom.

There are certain simplicities upon which all life is based. A man finds
that he is hungry and the knowledge enables him to go to work for the rest
of his life. A man makes the discovery (it has been a discovery to many)
that he is an Irishman, and the knowledge simplifies all his subsequent
political action. There is this comfort about being an Irishman, you can be
entirely Irish, and claim thus to be as complete as a pebble or a star. But no
Irish person can hope to be more than a muletto Englishman, and if that be
an ambition and an end it is not an heroic one.

But there is an Ulster difficulty, and no amount of burking it will solve
it. It is too generally conceived among Nationalists that the attitude of
Ulster towards Ireland is rooted in ignorance and bigotry. Allow that both of
these bad parts are included in the Northern outlook, they do not explain the
Ulster standpoint; and nothing can explain the attitude of official Ireland
vis-a-vis with Ulster.



What has the Irish Party ever done to allay Northern prejudice, or
bring the discontented section into line with the rest of Ireland? The answer
is pathetically complete. They have done nothing. Or, if they have done
anything, it was only that which would set every Northerner grinding his
teeth in anger. At a time when Orangeism was dying they raised and
marshalled the Hibernians, and we have the Ulsterman's answer to the
Hibernians in the situation by which we are confronted to-day. If the Party
had even a little statesmanship among them they would for the past ten
years have marched up and down the North explaining and mollifying and
courting the Black Northerner. But, like good Irishmen, they could not tear
themselves away from England, and they paraded that country where
parade was not so urgent, and they made orations there until the mere
accent of an Irishman must make Englishmen wail for very boredom.

Some of that parade might have gladdened the eyes of the Belfast
citizens; a few of those orations might have assisted the men of Derry to
comprehend that, for the good of our common land, Home Rule and the
unity of a nation was necessary if only to rid the country of these blatherers.

Let the Party explain why, among their political duties, they neglected
the duty of placating Ulster in their proper persons. Why, in short, they
boycotted Ulster and permitted political and religious and racial antagonism
to grow inside of Ireland unchecked by any word from them upon that
ground. Were they afraid "nuts" would be thrown at them? Whatever they
dreaded, they gave Ulster the widest of wide berths, and wherever else they
were visible and audible, they were silent and unseen in that part of Ireland.

The Ulster grievance is ostensibly religious; but safeguards on this
count are so easily created and applied that this issue might almost be left



out of account. The real difficulty is economic, and it is a tangled one. But
unless profit and loss are immediately discernible the soul of man is not
easily stirred by an accountant's tale, and therefore the religious banner has
been waved for our kinsfolk of Ulster, and under the sacred emblem they
are fighting for what some people call mammon, but which may be in truth
just plain bread and butter.

The words Sinn Fein mean "Ourselves," and it is of ourselves I write in
this chapter. More urgent than any political emancipation is the drawing
together of men of good will in the endeavour to assist their necessitous
land. Our eyes must be withdrawn from the ends of the earth and fixed on
that which is around us and which we can touch. No politician will talk to
us of Ireland if by any trick he can avoid the subject. His tale is still of
Westminster and Chimborazo and the Mountains of the Moon. Irishmen
must begin to think for themselves and of themselves, instead of expending
energy on causes too distant to be assisted or hindered by them. I believe
that our human material is as good as will be found in the world. No better,
perhaps, but not worse. And I believe that all but local politics are unfruitful
and soul-destroying. We have an island that is called little. It is more than
twenty times too spacious for our needs, and we will not have explored the
last of it in our children's lifetime. We have more problems to resolve in our
towns and cities than many generations of minds will get tired of striving
with. Here is the world, and all that perplexes or delights the world is here
also. Nothing is lost. Not even brave men. They have been used. From this
day the great adventure opens for Ireland. The Volunteers are dead, and the
call is now for volunteers.



THE PHILOSOPHER'S JOURNEY

CHAPTER 1

WHEN the children reached home they told the Philosopher-the result
of their visit. He questioned them minutely as to the appearance of Pan,
how he had received them, and what he had said in defence of his iniquities;
but when he found that Pan had not returned any answer to his message he
became very angry. He tried to persuade his wife to undertake another
embassy setting forth his abhorrence and defiance of the god, but the Thin
Woman replied sourly that she was a respectable married woman, that
having been already bereaved of her wisdom she had no desire to be further
curtailed of her virtue, that a husband would go any length to asperse his
wife's reputation, and that although she was married to a fool her self-
respect had survived even that calamity. The Philosopher pointed out that
her age, her appearance, and her tongue were sufficient guarantees of
immunity against the machinations of either Pan or slander, and that he had
no personal feelings in the matter beyond a scientific and benevolent
interest in the troubles of Meehawl MacMurrachu; but this was discounted
by his wife as the malignant and subtle tactics customary to all husbands.

Matters appeared to be thus at a deadlock so far as they were
immediately concerned, and the Philosopher decided that he would lay the
case before Angus Og and implore his protection and assistance on behalf



of the Clann MacMurrachu. He therefore directed the Thin Woman to bake
him two cakes of bread, and set about preparations for a journey.

The Thin Woman baked the cakes, and put them in a bag, and early on
the following morning the Philosopher swung this bag over his shoulder,
and went forth on his quest.

When he came to the edge of the pine wood he halted for a few
moments, not being quite certain of his bearings, and then went forward
again in the direction of Gort na Cloca Mora. It came into his mind as he
crossed the Gort that he ought to call on the Leprecauns and have a talk
with them, but a remembrance of Meehawl MacMurrachu and the troubles
under which he laboured (all directly to be traced to the Leprecauns)
hardened his heart against his neighbours, so that he passed by the yew tree
without any stay. In a short time he came to the rough, heather-clumped
field wherein the children had found Pan, and as he was proceeding up the
hill, he saw Caitilin Ni Murrachu walking a little way in front with a small
vessel in her hand. The she-goat which she had just milked was bending
again to the herbage, and as Caitilin trod lightly in front of him the
Philosopher closed his eyes in virtuous anger and opened them again in a
not unnatural curiosity, for the girl had no clothes on. He watched her going
behind the brush and disappearing in the cleft of the rock, and his anger,
both with her and Pan, mastering him he forsook the path of prudence
which soared to the mountain top, and followed that leading to the cave.
The sound of his feet brought Caitilin out hastily, but he pushed her by with
a harsh word. "Hussy," said he, and he went into the cave where Pan was.

As he went in he already repented of his harshness and said "The
human body is an aggregation of flesh and sinew, around a central bony



structure. The use of clothing is primarily to protect this organism from rain
and cold, and it may not be regarded as the banner of morality without
danger to this fundamental premise. If a person does not desire to be so
protected who will quarrel with an honourable liberty? Decency is not
clothing but Mind. Morality is behaviour. Virtue is thought; I have often
fancied," he continued to Pan, whom he was now confronting, "that the
effect of clothing on mind must be very considerable, and that it must have
a modifying rather than an expanding effect, or, even, an intensifying as
against an exuberant effect. With clothing the whole environment is
immediately affected. The air, which is our proper medium, is only filtered
to our bodies in an abated and niggardly fashion which can scarcely be as
beneficial as the generous and unintermitted elemental play. The question
naturally arises whether clothing is as unknown to nature as we have
fancied? Viewed as a protective measure against atmospheric rigour we find
that many creatures grow, by their own central impulse, some kind of
exterior panoply which may be regarded as their proper clothing. Bears,
cats, dogs, mice, sheep and beavers are wrapped in fur, hair, fell, fleece or
pelt, so these creatures cannot by any means be regarded as being naked.
Crabs, cockroaches, snails and cockles have ordered around them a crusty
habiliment, wherein their original nakedness is only to be discovered by
force, and other creatures have similarly provided themselves with some
species of covering. Clothing, therefore, is not an art, but an instinct, and
the fact that man is born naked and does not grow his clothing upon himself
from within but collects it from various distant and haphazard sources is not
any reason to call this necessity an instinct for decency. These, you will
admit, are weighty reflections and worthy of consideration before we
proceed to the wide and thorny subject of moral and immoral action. Now,



what is virtue?" Pan, who had listened with great courtesy to these remarks,
here broke in on the Philosopher.

"Virtue," said he, "is the performance of pleasant actions."

The Philosopher held the statement for a moment on his forefinger.

"And what, then, is vice?" said he.

"It is vicious," said Pan, "to neglect the performance of pleasant
actions."

"If this be so," the other commented, "philosophy has up to the present
been on the wrong track."

"That is so," said Pan. "Philosophy is an immoral practice because it
suggests a standard of practice impossible of being followed, and which, if
it could be followed, would lead to the great sin of sterility."

"The idea of virtue," said the Philosopher, with some indignation, "has
animated the noblest intellects of the world."

"It has not animated them," replied Pan; "it has hypnotised them so
that they have conceived virtue as repression and self-sacrifice as an
honourable thing instead of the suicide which it is."

"Indeed," said the Philosopher; "this is very interesting, and if it is true
the whole conduct of life will have to be very much simplified."

"Life is already very simple," said Pan; "it is to be born and to die, and
in the interval to eat and drink, to dance and sing, to marry and beget
children."



"But it is simply materialism," cried the Philosopher.

"Why do you say 'but'?" replied Pan.

"It is sheer, unredeemed animalism," continued his visitor.

"It is any name you please to call it," replied Pan.

"You have proved nothing," the Philosopher shouted.

"What can be sensed requires no proof."

"You leave out the new thing," said the Philosopher. "You leave out
brains. I believe in mind above matter. Thought above emotion. Spirit above
flesh."

"Of course you do," said Pan, and he reached for his oaten pipe.

The Philosopher ran to the opening of the passage and thrust Caitilin
aside. "Hussy," said he fiercely to her, and he darted out.

As he went up the rugged path he could hear the pipes of Pan, calling
and sobbing and making high merriment on the air.

CHAPTER 2

"SHE does not deserve to be rescued," said the Philosopher, "but I will
rescue her. Indeed," he thought a moment later, "she does not want to be
rescued, and, therefore, I will rescue her."



As he went down the road her shapely figure floated before his eyes as
beautiful and simple as an old statue. He wagged his head angrily at the
apparition, but it would not go away. He tried to concentrate his mind on a
deep, philosophical maxim, but her disturbing image came between him and
his thought, blotting out the latter so completely that a moment after he had
stated his aphorism he could not remember what it had been. Such a
condition of mind was so unusual that it bewildered him.

"Is a mind, then, so unstable," said he, "that a mere figure, an animated
geometrical arrangement can shake it from its foundations?"

The idea horrified him: he saw civilisation building its temples over a
volcano...

"A puff," said he, "and it is gone. Beneath all is chaos and red anarchy,
over all a devouring and insistent appetite. Our eyes tell us what to think
about, and our wisdom is no more than a catalogue of sensual stimuli."

He would have been in a state of deep dejection were it not that
through his perturbation there bubbled a stream of such amazing well-being
as he had not felt since childhood. Years had toppled from his shoulders. He
left one pound of solid matter behind at every stride. His very skin grew
flexuous, and he found a pleasure in taking long steps such as he could not
have accounted for by thought. Indeed, thought was the one thing he felt
unequal to, and it was not precisely that he could not think but that he did
not want to. All the importance and authority of his mind seemed to have
faded away, and the activity which had once belonged to that organ was
now transferred to his eyes. He saw, amazedly, the sunshine bathing the
hills and the valleys. A bird in the hedge held him——beak, head, eyes,
legs, and the wings that tapered widely at angles to the wind. For the first



time in his life he really saw a bird, and one minute after it had flown away
he could have reproduced its strident note. With every step along the
curving road the landscape was changing. He saw and noted it almost in an
ecstasy. A sharp hill jutted out into the road, it dissolved into a sloping
meadow, rolled down into a valley and then climbed easily and peacefully
into a hill again. On this side a clump of trees nodded together in the
friendliest fashion. Yonder a solitary tree, well-grown and clean, was
contented with its own bright company. A bush crouched tightly on the
ground as though, at a word, it would scamper from its place and chase
rabbits across the sward with shouts and laughter. Great spaces of sunshine
were everywhere, and everywhere there were deep wells of shadow; and the
one did not seem more beautiful than the other. That sunshine! Oh, the glory
of it, the goodness and bravery of it, how broadly and grandly it shone,
without stint, without care; he saw its measureless generosity and gloried in
it as though himself had been the flinger of that largesse. And was he not?
Did the sunlight not stream from his head and life from his finger-tips?
Surely the well-being that was in him did bubble out to an activity beyond
the universe. Thought! Oh! the petty thing! but motion! emotion! these were
the realities. To feel, to do, to stride forward in elation chanting a paean of
triumphant life!

After a time he felt hungry, and thrusting his hand into his wallet he
broke off a piece of one of his cakes and looked about for a place where he
might happily eat it. By the side of the road there was a well; just a little
corner filled with water. Over it was a rough stone coping, and around,
hugging it on three sides almost from sight, were thick, quiet bushes. He
would not have noticed the well at all but for a thin stream, the breadth of
two hands, which tiptoed away from it through a field. By this well he sat
down and scooped the water in his hand and it tasted good.



He was eating his cake when a sound touched his ear from some
distance, and shortly a woman came down the path carrying a vessel in her
hand to draw water.

She was a big, comely woman, and she walked as one who had no
misfortunes and no misgivings. When she saw the Philosopher sitting by the
well she halted a moment in surprise and then came forward with a good-
humoured smile.

"Good morrow to you, sir," said she.

"Good morrow to you too, ma'am," replied the Philosopher. "Sit down
beside me here and eat some of my cake."

"Why wouldn't I, indeed," said the woman, and she did sit beside him.

The Philosopher cracked a large piece off his cake and gave it to her
and she ate some.

"There's a taste on that cake," said she. "Who made it?"

"My wife did," he replied.

"Well, now!" said she, looking at him. "Do you know, you don't look a
bit like a married man."

"No?" said the Philosopher.

"Not a bit. A married man looks comfortable and settled: he looks
finished, if you understand me, and a bachelor looks unsettled and funny,
and he always wants to be running round seeing things. I'd know a married
man from a bachelor any day."



"How would you know that?" said the Philosopher.

"Easily," said she, with a nod. "It's the way they look at a woman. A
married man looks at you quietly as if he knew all about you. There isn't
any strangeness about him with a woman at all; but a bachelor man looks at
you very sharp and looks away and then looks back again, the way you'd
know he was thinking about you and didn't know what you were thinking
about him; and so they are always strange, and that's why women like
them."

"Why!" said the Philosopher, astonished, "do women like bachelors
better than married men?"

"Of course they do," she replied heartily. "They wouldn't look at the
side of the road a married man was on if there was a bachelor man on the
other side."

"This," said the Philosopher earnestly, "is very interesting."

"And the queer thing is," she continued, "that when I came up the road
and saw you I said to myself 'it's a bachelor man.' How long have you been
married, now?"

"I don't know," said the Philosopher. "Maybe it's ten years."

"And how many children would you have, mister?"

"Two," he replied, and then corrected himself, "No, I have only one."

"Is the other one dead?"

"I never had more than one."



"Ten years married and only one child," said she. "Why, man dear,
you're not a married man. What were you doing at all, at all! I wouldn't like
to be telling you the children I have living and dead. But what I say is that
married or not you're a bachelor man. I knew it the minute I looked at you.
What sort of a woman is herself?"

"She's a thin sort of woman," cried the Philosopher, biting into his
cake.

"Is she now?"

"And," the Philosopher continued, "the reason I talked to you is
because you are a fat woman."

"I am not fat," was her angry response.

"You are fat," insisted the Philosopher, "and that's the reason I like
you."

"Oh, if you mean it that way..." she chuckled.

"I think," he continued, looking at her admiringly, "that women ought
to be fat."

"Tell you the truth," said she eagerly, "I think that myself. I never met a
thin woman but she was a sour one, and I never met a fat man but he was a
fool. Fat women and thin men; it's nature," said she.

"It is," said he, and he leaned forward and kissed her eye.

"Oh, you villain!" said the woman, putting out her hands against him.



The Philosopher drew back abashed. "Forgive me," he began, "if I
have alarmed your virtue——"

"It's the married man's word," said she, rising hastily: "now I know
you; but there's a lot of the bachelor in you all the same, God help you! I'm
going home." And, so saying, she dipped her vessel in the well and turned
away.

"Maybe," said the Philosopher, "I ought to wait until your husband
comes home and ask his forgiveness for the wrong I've done him."

The woman turned round on him and each of her eyes was as big as a
plate.

"What do you say?" said she. "Follow me if you dare and I'll set the
dog on you; I will so," and she strode viciously homewards.

After a moment's hesitation the Philosopher took his own path across
the hill.

The day was now well advanced, and as he trudged forward the happy
quietude of his surroundings stole into his heart again and so toned down
his recollection of the fat woman that in a little time she was no more than a
pleasant and curious memory. His mind was exercised superficially, not in
thinking, but in wondering how it was he had come to kiss a strange
woman. He said to himself that such conduct was not right; but this
statement was no more than the automatic working of a mind long exercised
in the distinctions of right and wrong, for, almost in the same breath, he
assured himself that what he had done did not matter in the least. His
opinions were undergoing a curious change. Right and wrong were meeting



and blending together so closely that it became difficult to dissever them,
and the obloquy attaching to the one seemed out of proportion altogether to
its importance, while the other by no means justified the eulogy wherewith
it was connected. Was there any immediate or even distant, effect on life
caused by evil which was not instantly swung into equipoise by goodness?
But these slender reflections troubled him only for a little time. He had little
desire for any introspective quarryings. To feel so well was sufficient in
itself. Why should thought be so apparent to us, so insistent? We do not
know we have digestive or circulatory organs until these go out of order,
and then the knowledge torments us. Should not the labours of a healthy
brain be equally subterranean and equally competent? Why have we to
think aloud and travel laboriously from syllogism to ergo, chary of our
conclusions and distrustful of our premises? Thought, as we know it, is a
disease and no more. The healthy mentality should register its convictions
and not its labours. Our ears should not hear the clamour of its doubts nor
be forced to listen to the pro and con wherewith we are eternally badgered
and perplexed.

The road was winding like a ribbon in and out of the mountains. On
either side there were hedges and bushes,——little, stiff trees which held
their foliage in their hands and dared the winds snatch a leaf from that grip.
The hills were swelling and sinking, folding and soaring on every view.
Now the silence was startled by the falling tinkle of a stream. Far away a
cow lowed, a long, deep monotone, or a goat's call trembled from nowhere
to nowhere. But mostly there was a silence which buzzed with a multitude
of small winged life. Going up the hills the Philosopher bent forward to the
gradient, stamping vigorously as he trod, almost snorting like a bull in the
pride of successful energy. Coming down the slope he braced back and let



his legs loose to do as they pleased. Didn't they know their business——
Good luck to them, and away!

As he walked along he saw an old woman hobbling in front of him.
She was leaning on a stick and her hand was red and swollen with
rheumatism. She hobbled by reason of the fact that there were stones in her
shapeless boots. She was draped in the sorriest miscellaneous rags that
could be imagined, and these were knotted together so intricately that her
clothing, having once been attached to her body, could never again be
detached from it. As she walked she was mumbling and grumbling to
herself, so that her mouth moved round and round in an india-rubber
fashion.

The Philosopher soon caught up on her.

"Good morrow, ma'am," said he.

But she did not hear him: she seemed to be listening to the pain which
the stones in her boots gave her.

"Good morrow, ma'am," said the Philosopher again.

This time she heard him and replied, turning her old, bleared eyes
slowly in his direction-"Good morrow to yourself, sir," said she, and the
Philosopher thought her old face was a very kindly one.

"What is it that is wrong with you, ma'am?" said he.

"It's my boots, sir," she replied. "Full of stones they are, the way I can
hardly walk at all, God help me!"



"Why don't you shake them out?"

"Ah, sure, I couldn't be bothered, sir, for there are so many holes in the
boots that more would get in before I could take two steps, and an old
woman can't be always fidgeting, God help her!"

There was a little house on one side of the road, and when the old
woman saw this place she brightened up a little.

"Do you know who lives in that house?" said the Philosopher.

"I do not," she replied, "but it's a real nice house with clean windows
and a shiny knocker on the door, and smoke in the chimney——I wonder
would herself give me a cup of tea now if I asked her——A poor old
woman walking the roads on a stick! and maybe a bit of meat, or an egg
perhaps...."

"You could ask," suggested the Philosopher gently.

"Maybe I will, too," said she, and she sat down by the road just outside
the house and the Philosopher also sat down.

A little puppy dog came from behind the house and approached them
cautiously. Its intentions were friendly but it had already found that
amicable advances are sometimes indifferently received, for, as it drew
near, it wagged its dubious tail and rolled humbly on the ground. But very
soon the dog discovered that here there was no evil, for it trotted over to the
old woman, and without any more preparation jumped into her lap.

The old woman grinned at the dog "Ah, you thing you!" said she, and
she gave it her finger to bite. The delighted puppy chewed her bony finger,



and then instituted a mimic warfare against a piece of rag that fluttered from
her breast, barking and growling in joyous excitement, while the old woman
fondled and hugged it.

The door of the house opposite opened quickly, and a woman with a
frost-bitten face came out.

"Leave that dog down," said she.

The old woman grinned humbly at her.

"Sure, ma'am, I wouldn't hurt the little dog, the thing!"

"Put down that dog," said the woman, "and go about your business
——the likes of you ought to be arrested."

A man in shirt sleeves appeared behind her, and at him the old woman
grinned even more humbly.

"Let me sit here for a while and play with the little dog, sir," said she;
"sure the roads do be lonesome——"

The man stalked close and grabbed the dog by the scruff of the neck. It
hung between his finger and thumb with its tail tucked between its legs and
its eyes screwed round on one side in amazement.

"Be off with you out of that, you old strap!" said the man in a terrible
voice.

So the old woman rose painfully to her feet again, and as she went
hobbling along the dusty road she began to cry.



The Philosopher also arose; he was very indignant but did not know
what to do. A singular lassitude also prevented him from interfering. As
they paced along his companion began mumbling, more to herself than to
him "Ah, God be with me," said she, "an old woman on a stick, that hasn't a
place in the wide world to go to or a neighbour itself.... I wish I could get a
cup of tea, so I do. I wish to God I could get a cup of tea.... Me sitting down
in my own little house, with the white tablecloth on the table, and the butter
in the dish, and the strong, red tea in the tea-cup; and me pouring cream into
it, and, maybe, telling the children not to be wasting the sugar, the things!
and himself saying he'd got to mow the big field to-day, or that the red cow
was going to calve, the poor thing, and that if the boys went to school, who
was going to weed the turnips——and me sitting drinking my strong cup of
tea, and telling him where that old trapesing hen was laying.... Ah, God be
with me! an old creature hobbling along the roads on a stick. I wish I was a
young girl again, so I do, and himself coming courting me, and him saying
that I was a real nice little girl surely, and that nothing would make him
happy or easy at all but me to be loving him.——Ah, the kind man that he
was, to be sure, the kind, decent man.... And Sorca Reilly to be trying to get
him from me, and Kate Finnegan with her bold eyes looking after him in
the Chapel; and him to be saying that along with me they were only a pair
of old nanny goats.... And then me to be getting married and going home to
my own little house with my man——ah, God be with me! and him kissing
me, and laughing, and frightening me with his goings-on. Ah, the kind man,
with his soft eyes, and his nice voice, and his jokes and laughing, and him
thinking the world and all of me——ay, indeed.... And the neighbours to be
coming in and sitting round the fire in the night time, putting the world
through each other, and talking about France and Russia and them other
queer places, and him holding up the discourse like a learned man, and



them all listening to him and nodding their heads at each other, and
wondering at his education and all: or, maybe, the neighbours to be singing,
or him making me sing the Coulin, and him to be proud of me... and then
him to be killed on me with a cold on his chest. ... Ah, then, God be with
me, a lone, old creature on a stick, and the sun shining into her eyes and she
thirsty——I wish I had a cup of tea, so I do. I wish to God I had a cup of tea
and a bit of meat... or, maybe, an egg. A nice fresh egg laid by the speckeldy
hen that used to be giving me all the trouble, the thing!... Sixteen hens I had,
and they were the ones for laying, surely.... It's the queer world, so it is, the
queer world——and the things that do happen for no reason at all.... Ah,
God be with me! I wish there weren't stones in my boots, so I do, and I wish
to God I had a cup of tea and a fresh egg. Ah, glory be, my old legs are
getting tireder every day, so they are. Wisha, one time——when himself
was in it——I could go about the house all day long, cleaning the place,
and feeding the pigs, and the hens and all, and then dance half the night, so
I could: and himself proud of me...."

The old woman turned up a little rambling road and went on still
talking to herself, and the Philosopher watched her go up that road for a
long time. He was very glad she had gone away, and as he tramped forward
he banished her sad image so that in a little time he was happy again. The
sun was still shining, the birds were flying on every side, and the wide hill-
side above him smiled gaily.

A small, narrow road cut at right angles into his path, and as he
approached this he heard the bustle and movement of a host, the trample of
feet, the rolling and creaking of wheels, and the long unwearied drone of
voices. In a few minutes he came abreast of this small road, and saw an ass
and cart piled with pots and pans, and walking beside this there were two



men and a woman. The men and the woman were talking together loudly,
even fiercely, and the ass was drawing his cart along the road without
requiring assistance or direction. While there was a road he walked on it:
when he might come to a cross road he would turn to the right: when a man
said "whoh" he would stop: when he said "hike" he would go backwards,
and when he said "yep" he would go on again. That was life, and if one
questioned it, one was hit with a stick, or a boot, or a lump of rock: if one
continued walking nothing happened, and that was happiness.

The Philosopher saluted this cavalcade.

"God be with you," said he.

"God and Mary be with you," said the first man.

"God, and Mary, and Patrick be with you," said the second man.

"God, and Mary, and Patrick, and Brigid be with you," said the
woman.

The ass, however, did not say a thing. As the word "whoh" had not
entered into the conversation he knew it was none of his business, and so he
turned to the right on the new path and continued his journey.

"Where are you going to, stranger," said the first man.

"I am going to visit Angus Og," replied the Philosopher.

The man gave him a quick look.

"Well," said he, "that's the queerest story I ever heard. Listen here," he
called to the others, "this man is looking for Angus Og."



The other man and woman came closer.

"What would you be wanting with Angus Og, Mister Honey?" said the
woman.

"Oh," replied the Philosopher, "it's a particular thing, a family matter."

There was silence for a few minutes, and they all stepped onwards
behind the ass and cart.

"How do you know where to look for himself?" said the first man
again: "maybe you got the place where he lives written down in an old book
or on a carved stone?"

"Or did you find the staff of Amergin or of Ossian in a bog and it
written from the top to the bottom with signs?" said the second man.

"No," said the Philosopher, "it isn't that way you'd go visiting a god.
What you do is, you go out from your house and walk straight away in any
direction with your shadow behind you so long as it is towards a mountain,
for the gods will not stay in a valley or a level plain, but only in high places;
and then, if the god wants you to see him, you will go to his rath as direct as
if you knew where it was, for he will be leading you with an airy thread
reaching from his own place to wherever you are, and if he doesn't want to
see you, you will never find out where he is, not if you were to walk for a
year or twenty years."

"How do you know he wants to see you?" said the second man.

"Why wouldn't he want?" said the Philosopher.



"Maybe, Mister Honey," said the woman, "you are a holy sort of a man
that a god would like well."

"Why would I be that?" said the Philosopher. "The gods like a man
whether he's holy or not if he's only decent."

"Ah, well, there's plenty of that sort," said the first man. "What do you
happen to have in your bag, stranger?"

"Nothing," replied the Philosopher, "but a cake and a half that was
baked for my journey."

"Give me a bit of your cake, Mister Honey," said the woman. "I like to
have a taste of everybody's cake."

"I will, and welcome," said the Philosopher.

"You may as well give us all a bit while you are about it," said the
second man. "That woman hasn't got all the hunger of the world."

"Why not," said the Philosopher, and he divided the cake.

"There's a sup of water up yonder," said the first man, "and it will do to
moisten the cake——Whoh, you devil," he roared at the ass, and the ass
stood stock still on the minute.

There was a thin fringe of grass along the road near a wall, and
towards this the ass began to edge very gently.

"Hike, you beast, you," shouted the man, and the ass at once hiked, but
he did it in a way that brought him close to the grass. The first man took a
tin can out of the cart and climbed over the little wall for water. Before he



went he gave the ass three kicks on the nose, but the ass did not say a word,
he only hiked still more which brought him directly on to the grass, and
when the man climbed over the wall the ass commenced to crop the grass.
There was a spider sitting on a hot stone in the grass. He had a small body
and wide legs, and he wasn't doing anything.

"Does anybody ever kick you in the nose?" said the ass to him.

"Ay does there," said the spider; "you and your like that are always
walking on me, or lying down on me, or running over me with the wheels
of a cart."

"Well, why don't you stay on the wall?" said the ass.

"Sure, my wife is there," replied the spider.

"What's the harm in that?" said the ass.

"She'd eat me," said the spider, "and, anyhow, the competition on the
wall is dreadful, and the flies are getting wiser and timider every season.
Have you got a wife yourself, now?"

"I have not," said the ass; "I wish I had."

"You like your wife for the first while," said the spider, "and after that
you hate her."

"If I had the first while I'd chance the second while," replied the ass.

"It's bachelor's talk," said the spider; "all the same, we can't keep away
from them," and so saying he began to move all his legs at once in the
direction of the wall. "You can only die once," said he.



"If your wife was an ass she wouldn't eat you," said the ass.

"She'd be doing something else then," replied the spider, and he
climbed up the wall.

The first man came back with the can of water and they sat down on
the grass and ate the cake and drank the water. All the time the woman kept
her eyes fixed on the Philosopher.

"Mister Honey," said she, "I think you met us just at the right
moment."

The other two men sat upright and looked at each other and then with
equal intentness they looked at the woman.

"Why do you say that?" said the Philosopher.

"We were having a great argument along the road, and if we were to be
talking from now to the dav of doom that argument would never be
finished."

"It must have been a great argument. Was it about predestination or
where consciousness comes from?"

"It was not; it was which of these two men was to marry me."

"That's not a great argument," said the Philosopher.

"Isn't it," said the woman. "For seven days and six nights we didn't talk
about anything else, and that's a great argument or I'd like to know what is."

"But where is the trouble, ma'am?" said the Philosopher.



"It's this," she replied, "that I can't make up my mind which of the men
I'll take, for I like one as well as the other and better, and I'd as soon have
one as the other and rather."

"It's a hard case," said the Philosopher.

"It is," said the woman, "and I'm sick and sorry with the trouble of it."

"And why did you say that I had come up in a good minute?"

"Because, Mister Honey, when a woman has two men to choose from
she doesn't know what to do, for two men always become like brothers so
that you wouldn't know which of them was which: there isn't any more
difference between two men than there is between a couple of hares. But
when there's three men to choose from, there's no trouble at all; and so I say
that it's yourself I'll marry this night and no one else——and let you two
men be sitting quiet in your places, for I'm telling you what I'll do and that's
the end of it."

"I'll give you my word," said the first man, "that I'm just as glad as you
are to have it over and done with."

"Moidered I was," said the second man, "with the whole argument, and
the this and that of it, and you not able to say a word but——maybe I will
and maybe I won't, and this is true and that is true, and why not to me and
why not to him——I'll get a sleep this night."

The Philosopher was perplexed.

"You cannot marry me, ma'am," said he, "because I'm married
already."



The woman turned round on him angrily.

"Don't be making any argument with me now," said she, "for I won't
stand it."

The first man looked fiercely at the Philosopher, and then motioned to
his companion.

"Give that man a clout in the jaw," said he.

The second man was preparing to do this when the woman intervened
angrily.

"Keep your hands to yourself," said she, "or it'll be the worse for you.
I'm well able to take care of my own husband," and she drew nearer and sat
between the Philosopher and the men.

At that moment the Philosopher's cake lost all its savour, and he
packed the remnant into his wallet. They all sat silently looking at their feet
and thinking each one according to his nature. The Philosopher's mind,
which for the past day had been in eclipse, stirred faintly to meet these new
circumstances, but without much result. There was a flutter at his heart
which was terrifying, but not unpleasant. Quickening through his
apprehension was an expectancy which stirred his pulses into speed. So
rapidly did his blood flow, so quickly were an hundred impressions
visualized and recorded, so violent was the surface movement of his brain
that he did not realize he was unable to think and that he was only seeing
and feeling.

The first man stood up.



"The night will be coming on soon," said he, "and we had better be
walking on if we want to get a good place to sleep. Yep, you devil," he
roared at the ass, and the ass began to move almost before he lifted his head
from the grass. The two men walked one on either side of the cart, and the
woman and the Philosopher walked behind at the tail-board.

"If you were feeling tired, or anything like that, Mister Honey," said
the woman, "you could climb up into the little cart, and nobody would say a
word to you, for I can see that you are not used to travelling."

"I am not indeed, ma'am," he replied; "this is the first time I ever came
on a journey, and if it wasn't for Angus Og I wouldn't put a foot out of my
own place for ever."

"Put Angus Og out of your head, my dear," she replied, "for what
would the likes of you and me be saying to a god. He might put a curse on
us would sink us into the ground or burn us up like a grip of straw. Be
contented now, I'm saying, for if there is a woman in the world who knows
all things I am that woman myself, and if you tell your trouble to me I'll tell
you the thing to do just as good as Angus himself, and better perhaps."

"That is very interesting," said the Philosopher. "What kind of things
do you know best?"

"If you were to ask one of them two men walking beside the ass they'd
tell you plenty of things they saw me do when they could do nothing
themselves. When there wasn't a road to take anywhere I showed them a
road, and when there wasn't a bit of food in the world I gave them food, and
when they were bet to the last I put shillings in their hands, and that's the
reason they wanted to marry me."



"Do you call that kind of thing wisdom?" said the Philosopher.

"Why wouldn't I?" said she. "Isn't it wisdom to go through the world
without fear and not to be hungry in a hungry hour?"

"I suppose it is," he replied, "but I never thought of it that way myself."

"And what would you call wisdom?"

"I couldn't rightly say now," he replied, "but I think it was not to mind
about the world, and not to care whether you were hungry or not, and not to
live in the world at all but only in your own head, for the world is a
tyrannous place. You have to raise yourself above things instead of letting
things raise themselves above you. We must not be slaves to each other, and
we must not be slaves to our necessities either. That is the problem of
existence. There is no dignity in life at all if hunger can shout 'stop' at every
turn of the road and the day's journey is measured by the distance between
one sleep and the next sleep. Life is all slavery, and Nature is driving us
with the whips of appetite and weariness; but when a slave rebels he ceases
to be a slave, and when we are too hungry to live we can die and have our
laugh. I believe that Nature is just as alive as we are, and that she is as much
frightened of us as we are of her, and, mind you this, mankind has declared
war against Nature and we will win. She does not understand yet that her
geologic periods won't do any longer, and that while she is pattering along
the line of least resistance we are going to travel fast and far until we find
her, and then, being a female, she is bound to give in when she is
challenged."

"It's good talk," said the woman, "but it's foolishness. Women never
give in unless they get what they want, and where's the harm to them then?



You have to live in the world, my dear, whether you like it or not, and,
believe me now, that there isn't any wisdom but to keep clear of the hunger,
for if that gets near enough it will make a hare of you. Sure, listen to reason
now like a good man. What is Nature at all but a word that learned men
have made to talk about. There's clay and gods and men, and they are good
friends enough."

The sun had long since gone down, and the grey evening was bowing
over the land, hiding the mountain peaks, and putting a shadow round the
scattered bushes and the wide clumps of heather.

"I know a place up here where we can stop for the night," said she,
"and there's a little shebeen round the bend of the road where we can get
anything we want."

At the word "whoh" the ass stopped and one of the men took the
harness off him. When he was unyoked the man gave him two kicks: "Be
off with you, you devil, and see if you can get anything to eat," he roared.
The ass trotted a few paces off and searched about until he found some
grass. He ate this, and when he had eaten as much as he wanted he returned
and lay down under a wall. He lay for a long time looking in the one
direction, and at last he put his head down and went to sleep. While he was
sleeping he kept one ear up and the other ear down for about twenty
minutes, and then he put the first ear down and the other one up, and he
kept on doing this all the night. If he had anything to lose you wouldn't
mind him setting up sentries, but he hadn't a thing in the world except his
skin and his bones, and no one would be bothered stealing them.

One of the men took a long bottle out of the cart and walked up the
road with it. The other man lifted out a tin bucket which was punched all



over with jagged holes. Then he took out some sods of turf and lumps of
wood and he put these in the bucket, and in a few minutes he had a very
nice fire lit. A pot of water was put on to boil, and the woman cut up a great
lump of bacon which she put into the pot. She had eight eggs in a place in
the cart, and a flat loaf of bread, and some cold boiled potatoes, and she
spread her apron on the ground and arranged these things on it.

The other man came down the road again with his big bottle filled with
porter, and he put this in a safe place. Then they emptied everything out of
the cart and hoisted it over the little wall. They turned the cart on one side
and pulled it near to the fire, and they all sat inside the cart and ate their
supper. When supper was done they lit their pipes, and the woman lit a pipe
also. The bottle of porter was brought forward, and they took drinks in turn
out of the bottle, and smoked their pipes, and talked.

There was no moon that night, and no stars, so that just beyond the fire
there was a thick darkness which one would not like to look at, it was so
cold and empty. While talking they all kept their eyes fixed on the red fire,
or watched the smoke from their pipes drifting and curling away against the
blackness, and disappearing as suddenly as lightning.

"I wonder," said the first man, "what it was gave you the idea of
marrying this man instead of myself or my comrade, for we are young,
hardy men, and he is getting old, God help him!"

"Aye, indeed," said the second man; "he's as grey as a badger, and
there's no flesh on his bones."

"You have a right to ask that," said she, "and I'll tell you why I didn't
marry either of you. You are only a pair of tinkers going from one place to



another, and not knowing anything at all of fine things; but himself was
walking along the road looking for strange, high adventures, and it's a man
like that a woman would be wishing to marry if he was twice as old as he is.
When did either of you go out in the daylight looking for a god and you not
caring what might happen to you or where you went?"

"What I'm thinking," said the second man, "is that if you leave the
gods alone they'll leave you alone. It's no trouble to them to do whatever is
right themselves, and what call would men like us have to go mixing or
meddling with their high affairs?"

"I thought all along that you were a timid man," said she, "and now I
know it." She turned again to the Philosopher——"Take off your boots,
Mister Honey, the way you'll rest easy, and I'll be making down a soft bed
for you in the cart."

In order to take off his boots the Philosopher had to stand up, for in the
cart they were too cramped for freedom. He moved backwards a space from
the fire and took off his boots. He could see the woman stretching sacks and
clothes inside the cart, and the two men smoking quietly and handing the
big bottle from one to the other. Then in his stockinged feet he stepped a
little farther from the fire, and, after another look, he turned and walked
quietly away into the blackness. In a few minutes he heard a shout from
behind him, and then a number of shouts and then these died away into a
plaintive murmur of voices, and next he was alone in the greatest darkness
he had ever known.

He put on his boots and walked onwards. He had no idea where the
road lay, and every moment he stumbled into a patch of heather or prickly
furze. The ground was very uneven with unexpected mounds and deep



hollows: here and there were water-soaked, soggy places, and into these
cold ruins he sank ankle deep. There was no longer an earth or a sky, but
only a black void and a thin wind and a fierce silence which seemed to
listen to him as he went. Out of that silence a thundering laugh might boom
at an instant and stop again while he stood appalled in the blind vacancy.

The hill began to grow more steep and rocks were lying everywhere in
his path. He could not see an inch in front, and so he went with his hands
out-stretched like a blind man who stumbles painfully along. After a time he
was nearly worn out with cold and weariness, but he dared not sit down
anywhere; the darkness was so intense that it frightened him, and the
overwhelming, crafty silence frightened him also.

At last, and at a great distance, he saw a flickering, waving light, and
he went towards this through drifts of heather, and over piled rocks and
sodden bogland. When he came to the light he saw it was a torch of thick
branches, the flame whereof blew hither and thither on the wind. The torch
was fastened against a great cliff of granite by an iron band. At one side
there was a dark opening in the rock, so he said: "I will go in there and
sleep until the morning comes," and he went in. At a very short distance the
cleft turned again to the right, and here there was another torch fixed. When
he turned this corner he stood for an instant in speechless astonishment, and
then he covered his face and bowed down upon the ground.
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