SAMUEL BECKETT




vOLUME I Novels

Murphy
Watt
Mercier and Camier

VOLUME 11 Novels

Molloy

Malone Dies
The Unnamable
How ItIs

VOLUME I11: Dramatic Works

Waiting for Godot
Endgame

All That Fall

Act Without Words I
Embers

Act Without Words II
Krapp's Last Tape
Rough for Theatre I
Rough for Theatre II
The Old Tune
Happy Days

Rough for Radio I
Rough for Radio II
Words and Music
Cascando

Play

Film

Come and Go

Eh Joe

Breath

Not I

That Time

Footfalls

Ghost Trio

... but the clouds...
A Piece of Monologue
Rockaby

Ohio Impromptu
Quad

Catastrophe

Nacht und Triume
What Where

SAMUEL BECKET'T
The Grove Centenary Edition

VOLUME Iv: Poems,
Short Fiction, Criticism

Poems
Whoroscope
Home Olga
Gnome
The Vulture
Enueg I
Enueg IT
Alba
Dortmunder
Sanies I
Sanies II
Serena I
Serena IT
Serena II1
Malacoda
Da Tagte Es
Echo’s Bones
Cascando
Ooftish
they come....
Dieppe
Saint-L6
my way is in the

sand...

what would I do...
1 would like ...
dread nay
Something There
Roundelay
thither
away dream. ..
What Is the Word

Three Early Stories
Assumption
Sedendo et Quiescendo
A Case in a Thousand

More Pricks Than Kicks
Dante and the Lobster
Fingal
Ding-Dong
A Wet Night
Love and Lethe
Walking Out
What a Misfortune
The Smeraldina’s

Billet Doux
Yellow
Draff

Stories, Texts, Novellas

First Love

The Expelled

The Calmative

The End

Texts for Nothing

From an Abandoned
Work

All Strange Away

Imagination Dead
Imagine

Enough

Ping

Lessness

The Lost Ones

Fizzles

One Evening

As the story was told

neither

Company

111 Seen Il Said

Worstward Ho

Stirrings Still

Criticism

Dante...Bruno.
Vico .. Joyce

Proust

Three Dialogues

SAMUEL BECKETT

The Grove Centenary Edition

Volume IV

Poems, Short Fiction, Criticism

Paul Auster, Series Editor

Introduction by J. M. Coetzee

R.U.G. Vakgroep Engels
Literatuur

NR.: 2 "—102
DATUM ¢/t /s,
7

) ¢

Grove Press
New York



SAMUEL BECKETT

274

nation. I thought of Tinging at the

broken by silences possibly of conster
tion till morning. But suddenly |

door and asking for shelter and protec
ttle by little,in a slow swoon, darkness fe}}

was on my way again. But li
t flowers fade in an exquisite cascade of

about me. I saw a mass of brigh
ours. 1 found myself admiring, all along the house-fronts, the

paling col
ctangles, casement and sash, yelloy,

gradual blossoming of squares and re
rding to the curtains and blinds, finding that pretty

e 1 fell, first to my knees, as cattle do, then on my face, |
ousness, when I lose consciousnesg it
will not be to recover it. They paid no heed to me, though careful not o
walk on me, a courtesy that must have touched me, it was what T haq
come out for. Tt was well with me, sated with dark and calm, lying at the
feet of mortals, fathom deep in the grey of dawn, if it was dawn. But rea.
ity, too tired to look for the right word, was soon. restored, the throng fel]
away, the light came back and T had no need to raise my head from the

know I was back in the same blinding void as before. T said
dly stone, or at least indifferent|

green, pink, acco
Then at last, befor
was in a throng. didn’t lose consci

ground to
Stay where you are, down on the frien
don't open your €yes, wait for morning. Butup with me again and back
on the way that was not mine, on uphill along the boulevard. A blessing

he was not waiting for me, poor old Breem, or Breen. I said, The sea is

east, it’s west L must g0, to the left of north. Butin vain I raised without

hope my eyes to the sky to look for the Bears. For the light I steeped in

put out the stars, assuming

ing the clouds.

they were there, which I doubted, remember-

The End

They clothed
money was for, it was t me and gave me money. T kne
to get more 'fI’ 0 get me started. When it wa w what the
0 , 11 I want s gone I
worn out I would ha ed to go on. The same for the Shofs o would have
V i
<o on barefoo, if e to get them mended, or get myself en they were
,if I wanted to go on. The sam. yself another pair, or
needless to say, with this diff e for the coat and tr.
if Twanted. The cloth ifference, that I could go on i ousers,
. €cC Ot — mm .
new, but the dece ;S shoes, socks, trousers, shirt, coat hY shirtsleeves,
must have bee ]a'Se must have been about my Siz’e T}; at—were not
na , . .
B ovellin the b ittle shorter, a little thinner, for the c] tit is to say, he
e i i ’ clo R
itwas many a lon ilgmnlng as they did at the end, the shirt N d.ld not fit
collar that g ay before I could button it at th especially,
. went with it, or pin the ski e neck, or profit by
Way my m, skirts together b
ymother had taugsh: er between my lees |
ght me. He must have put ) ylegs in
put on his Sunday best t

!0 the cons 1 €ari 1 Y
ultaho
1, pt‘rhaps fbr the ﬁI‘St tlme unable t b
) (0] d i a ].O

Bethat a i
tmay the hat
and pi was a bo d nger.
Ve me back mine I adde wler, in good shape. I said Keep your iei
4 ; a

that the d, Give m

then th:; flhad burnt them, together witlf ?;;lzzllzrg:j:;oat.lmey replied

as . es.
3 - an:;;;z;l 1:1}5: fairly near. Later on 1 tried ::)Ilegiifgtliod
ith m, (.jlli much success, A ich could be pulled down over my £ *
Yskull in the state i - And yet I could not go about b Y face,
10 me, They gave eit w.as. At first this hat was too smallare'he'aded,
me a tie, after long discussion. It seem’etil1 ean -
pretty

and
the
the

Ogo

. eend w
S hat fo, a cap
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tie to me, but 1 didn't like it. When it came at last T was 100 tired to send
it back. Butin the end it came in useful. It was blue, with kinds of little
stars. T didn't feel well, but they told me 1 was well enough. They didmt
in so many words that Iwas as well as 1 would ever be, but that wag

say
1 the bed and it took three women to put op

the implication. 11ay inert o

my trousers. They didn’t seem to take much interest in my private parts

which to tell the truth were nothing to write home about, I didn't take

much interest in them myself. But they might have passed some Temark

When they had finished T got up and finished dressing unaided. They
told me to sit on the bed and wait. All the bedding had disappeared. It
made me angry that they had not let me waitin the familiar bed, instead

of leaving me standing in the cold, in these clothes that smelt of syl

phur. I said, You might have left me in bed till the last moment. Men al]
in white came in with mallets in their hands. They dismantled the bed

and took away the pieces. One of the women followed them out and came

back with a chair which she set before me. 1 had done well to pretend
was angry. But to make it quite clear to them how angry I was that they
had not left me in my bed, I gave the chair a Kkick that sent it flying. A man

came in and made a sign to me to follow him. In the hall he gave mea

paper to sign. What's this, said, a safe-conduct? It’s a receipt, he said, for

the clothes and money you have received. What money? I said. It was then

I received the money. To think I had almost departed without a penny in

my pocket. The sum was not large, compared to other sums, but to me

it seemed large. I saw the fam
able hours. The stool, for example, dearest of all. The long afternoons
waiting for it to be time for bed. At times 1 felt its wooden life

together,
f old wood. There was evend

invade me, till T myself became a piece O

hole for my cyst.
where T used to press my €ye in the hour o
am greatly obliged to you, 1 said, is there alaw which preven
d penniless? That would damage our r¢

f need, and rarely in vain:

ts you from

throwing me out naked an:
tion in the long run, he replied. Could they not possﬂJlY SR
ful. Useful, he said, joking

tle longer, I said, T could make myself use et
ment late’ he

you would be willing to make yourself useful? A MO

iliar objects, companions of so many bear-

Then the window-pane with the patch of frosting 80n&

Puli'

keep me A
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on, If they beli
s kef}:’p yilivfi I);ou were really willing to make yourself usefiil the
—— Self, sure. The number of times T had said I was ooj Y
Yy . useful, I wasn't going to start that again. H some
Pe'rhaPS, I said, they would consent to take back the i
alittle 10nge.r. This is a charitable institution, he saidmor(ljey N
gift you 'recelve when you leave. When it is go;le you vs;ia]llnh the moneyisa
if you Wls%l to go on. Never come back here whatever ac‘;e o
not be let in. Don’t go to any of our branches either thYou 0, you would
away. Exelmans! T cried. Come come, he said, and ;: ey would turn you
gtands 2 te’nth of what you say. I'm so old, T Sa;id, YO;:’:VGLY no one under-
that, he sa1d.. May I'stay here just a little longer, I said t'(laln}(it > -Olc.l asall
You may wait in the cloister, he said, the rain V:Iﬂl ) , till the rain is over.
wait in the cloister till six o'clock, you will hear t hge ]j’lilall day. You may
Jenges you, you need only say you have permission to eh .IIf a.nYone chal-
ter, Whose name will I give? I said. Weir, he said shelter in the clojs-
I had not been long in the cloister when the r-ain stopped
caTne out. It was low and I reckoned it must be gettin PP ‘; an.d the sun
erl.ng the season. I stayed there looking through the g 01111 or six, consid-
IIIS 1t w(:n‘t down behind the cloister. A man appeared j::l ::liy;t the sun
was doing, edme
e tfat\xlf}ll;tdd;d ZO\; vifaynt? wer.e the words he used. Very frie:(}:llf}:[
R b eirs permission to stay in the cloister till Six-
B it tho Y, 'ut came back immediately. He must have spoken
. nterim, for he said, You must not loiter in the cloi
Taln 18 over. e cloister
Now I was makin ;
light which follows agd?::;'aye?ough th? garden. There was that strange
11_11: sky clears too late to bePOfSIS‘[Ent rain, when the sun comes out and
Sighs and the Jast drops fill fro 3“}); use. T}.1e earth makes a sound as of
B e i i oudless chy. A small boy,
::xw Such a thing was Pi]:si;){;c’k;ng EP at the blue sky, asked his mother7
¢dThad 1, e. Fuck off, she said. I sudd
Surely have g?:::?tllght of askin.g Mr. Weir for a piece of bre;(;l.lI}iIeI ivmeﬁ-
it to m};a. I had as a matter of fact thought of it du?idn
s ;kalIl.l I had said to myself, Let us first finish oui
- I knew well they would not keep me. I would

¥
?onversation in th
TSation, then 1
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1

" ain. That might have added to

Mr. Weir ag
1 would never see -
R I never turned back on such occasions

my sorrow. And anyway foot in this part of the city fora

In the street I was lost. I had not set hole buildings had dis-
long time and it seemed greatly ;hatggéi'n\xgnz on all sides I saw, in
sppeared, the Pahngf:sh.:ilf(:l t:fjjsienplohad DE;VEI‘ seen before and would
great letters, the na;m onounce. There were streets where I remembered
pave been alo's; ’O;ember had vanished and others had completely
none SO I N 1es The general impression was the same as be.fore. It
changeil ;}.151;;:111::;\;\7 the city very well. Perhaps it was qui}’ie ; td}szeren:
is true I du to be going. I ha e grea
o L e o over. My appcstance sl
good fortune,lmo; with that hearty jovial laugh so good for t%qe health,
i Péople QUgdv att of the sky as much as possible onmy S
By keeping the reh Pﬂver Here all seemed at first sight more or less as.I
: C?:lr?efs tt1 a;:i; Iehad lc;oked more closely I would doubﬂ::i;ha\’ﬁ dlsl'
had left it. ; uently did so. But the genera
e e ki
el de Yes t’he river still gave the impression 1t was ﬂown"lg
had not Chang‘? . tio;l That's all a pack of lies 1 feel. My bench was S.tlu
in the wrong direc - 'ﬁt the curves of the seated body. It stood b.es1de
FICl et € if(t) of a Mrs. Maxwell to the city horses, according to
g .

a watering trough, al horses took

. ime 1 rested there sever
' iption. During the short time 1 the iin-
themeery 1(f) this monument. The iron shoes approached a:l . Tl:]len
tage o y me.
adva? t?lg harness. Then silence. That was the horse looklng tilik g T
e . -
;gllle 0noise of pebbles and mud that horses make whenl dr';h -l
€ ; again.
: he horse looking at me g
ilence again. That was t . iched drinking
J{)}Ie s:. eain Tien the silence again. Till the horse had ﬁm:uncasy. Onee,
etsh gdriver deemed it had drunk its fill. The horsﬁslw e:c'ng at me. The
or the the horse looki ;
~ I turned and saw the dif
when the noise stopped, I tu Mrs. Maxwell would have been ety es.
¢ ices to the city hors
{f my hat which ¥

i t me.
driver too was looking a - N
she could have seen her trough rendering such sek
. s o
When it was night, after a tedious twilight, I too

Ldiduyy see anythin
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paining me. Ilonged to be under cover again, in an empty place, close
and warm, with artificial light, an oil-lamp for choice, with a pink shade
for preference. From time to time someone would come to make sure I
was all right and needed nothing. It was lon

g since T had longed for any-
thing and the effect on me was horrible.

In the days that followed I visited several lodgings, without much suc-
cess. They usually slammed the door in my face, even when I showed my

money and offered to pay a week in advance, or even two. It was in vain I

put on my best manners, smiled and spoke distinctly, they slammed the

door in my face before I could even finish my little speech. Tt was at this
time I perfected a method of doffing my hat at once courteous and dis-
creet, neither servile nor insolent. 1 slipped it smartly forward, held it a
second poised in such a way that the person addressed could not see my
skull, then slipped it back. To do that naturally, without creating an unfa-
vourable impression, is no easy matter. When I deemed that to tip my
hat would suffice, T naturally did no more than tip it. But to tip one’s hat
is no easy matter either. I subsequently solved this problem, always fun-
damental in time of adversity, by wearing a kepi and saluting in military
fashion, no, that must be wrong, I don't know, T had my hat at the end. I
never made the mistake of wearing medals. Some landladies were in such
need of money that they let me in immediately and showed me the room.
But I couldn't come to an agreement with any of them. Finally I found a
basement. With this woman I came to an agreement at once. My oddi-
ties, that’s the expression she used, did not alarm her. She nevertheless
insisted on making the bed and cleaning the room once a week, instead

of once a month as I requested. She told me that while she was clean-

ing, which would not take long, T could wait in the area. She added, with

2 great deal of feeling, that she would never put me out in bad weather.
This woman was Greek, I think

»or Turkish. She never spoke about her-
Self I somehow

got the idea she was a widow or at least that her husband
F’Rd left her, She had a strange accent. But so had I with my way of assim-
llatmg the vowels and omitting the consonants.

Now I didn't know where I was. I had a vague vision, not a real vision,

g of a big house five or six stories high, one of a block
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s. Tt was dusk when I got there and I did not pay the same heed

ight have done if I had suspected they were to
1 must have lost all hope. It is true that when

g m : : SOIME 37 1) ar B ? t t

it is better not to look back when leaving, And yet I sometimes did. But

even without looking back it seems to me 1 should have seen something

when leaving. But there itis. All T remember is my feet emerging from my
hadow, one after the other. My shoes had stiffened and the sun brought
s )

out the cracks in the leather.

I was comfortable enough in this house, 1 m'ust s )
rats I was alone in the basement. The woman did her best to (rietSPekc our
agreement. About noon she brought me ab?g tray of food e;lc 00 ;,;WQY
the tray of the previous day. At the same time she b'rou%l ?m :,; ; ean
chamber-pot. The chamber-pot had a large handle which s ;hs 1ppt ;:;r
her arm, so that both her hands were free to carry the tray. de'rei 0 ke
day I saw no more of her except sometimes when she peeped in to make

ing had happened to me. Fortunat . '
:Z::S be%i I saw tie feet coming and going on the s@:v;at}z(t.cizzci;n
evenings, when the weather was fine and Itfslt equal to it, y

ir i he area and sat looking up into the s '
(i:::;;ng)ntce I sent for a crocus bulb and plante.d it ?n the d:;l:ailea:i
an old pot. It must have been coming up to spring, it walstp'n : ised
the right time forit. T left the pot outside, attached toas r1ﬁ§1 e ;; o
through the window. In the evening, wl;en. (’;hi }Ze;’;z(;ro za;sn ) pl;ned N
. oht crept up the wall. Then T sat down beside ’ ’h
111'?:.1 strinI; topkeep the pot in the light and warmth. Tha;’lc ca.n ; ?;Z;]:for

easy, [ don't see howl managed it. [t was probably not the rig

it w W ather was

i i d on it hen the we
i d it as best I could and p1sse 4
it. I manure i s g

dry. It may not have been the right thing P ould o
any flowers, justa wilting stem and a few‘;v chlorotic le . -was
liked to have a yellow crocus, 0T 2 hyacinth, but tllnere],:l -~
She wanted to take it away, butl told her to leave it. S1 e e
me another, but I told her I didn't want another. What lace

perhap
to my surroundings as [ m
close about me. And by the

ay. Apart from a few

ely I did not need affection.

kirts of the women pass-

ted to by
most

not to be:
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was the din of the newspaper boys. They went pounding by every day at
the same hours, their heels thudding on the sidewalk, crying the names

of their papers and even the headlines. The house noises disturbed me

less. A little girl, unless it was a little boy, sang every evening at the same

hour, somewhere above me. For a long time I could not catch the words.
But hearing them day after day I fin ally managed to catch a few, Strange
words for a little girl, or a little boy. Was it a song in my head or did it
merely come from without? It was a sort of lullaby, I believe. It often sent
me to sleep, even me. Sometimes it was a little girl who came. She had
long red hair hanging down in two braids. I didn’t know who she was.
She lingered awhile in the room, then went away without a word. One
day T had a visit from a policeman. He said T had to be watched, with-
out explaining why. Suspicious, that was it, he told me I 'was suspicious.
Ilet him talk. He didn't dare arrest me. Or perhaps he had a kind heart.
A priest too, one day I had a visit from a priest. I informed him I belonged
to a branch of the reformed church. He asked me what kind of clergy-
man I would like to see. Yes, there’s that about the reformed church,
you're lost, it's unavoidable. Perhaps he had a kind heart. He told me to
let him know if T ever needed a helping hand. A helping hand! He gave
me his name and explained where I could reach him. 1 should have made
anote of it.

One day the woman made me an offer. She said she was in urgent
need of cash and that if T could pay her six months in advance she would
reduce my rent by one fourth during that period, something of that kind.
This had the advantage of saving six weeks’ (?) rent and the disadvantage
of almost exhausting my small capital. But could you call that a disad-
Vantage? Wouldn't I stay on in any case till my last penny was gone, and
even longer, till she put me out? I gave her the money and she gave me
dteceipt,

One morning, not long after this transaction, T was awakened by a

m .
an shaking my shoulder. It could not have been much past eleven. He
mquested me to

. get up and leave his house immediately. He was most
b Imust say. His surprise, he said, was no less than mine. It was his

o "
Use, His Property. The Turkish woman had le

ft the day before. But I




282 SAMUEL BECKETT

saw her last night, I said. You must be mistaken, he said, f;l il;eJ E:l;il:;
the keys to my office no later than yesterday aﬂerr(;o}(in.said T
her six months’ rent in advance, 1 said. Get a refund, he . n.’t B

even know her name, I said, let alone her ad(%ress.’You. ko s eyr
name? he said. He must have thought I was lying. .Im sic ﬁ o il Car.lt
Jeave like this, without any notice. You're not so s.1ck as af s; ,He Sal.d_
He offered to send for a taxi, even an ambulance if T preferred. He saiq

he needed the room immediately for his pig which even alj hfet Sp;ke Was

. 1d in a cart before the door and no one to look after him byt
e hom he had never set eyes on before and who was prob,.
bly busy tormenting him. I asked if he couldn't let me have anot};er place,

1d corner where I could lie down long enough to ,recc?ver ,rom Fhe
e f) d decide what to do. He said he could not. Don't think I'm being
i}:;l;ztlhe :dded. I could live here with the pig, I said, 'd look after himy,

. . : ! Come now, come now
tin an instant: J .

ths of peace, wiped ou
T'he long mon P man, get up, that's enough. After all

a stray urchin w

he said, get a grip on yourself, be a

it no concern of his. He had really been most patient. He must have
it was

V]Slted t}le l)ase]rlellt W]:l]le I was Sleeplng.

.

e].t Weak Eel‘haps I wWas. I Sl U.[[lb].ed m t}].e bllIldlng ]J.g]lt. A |) 100k
I f . S

into the country. I sat down in a field in the sun. But it seems to me
me in .

t was II]-U-C}]- ]-ate]:- I Stu(:k 1eaves uIldeI m }13[: al]- tlle Way IOLlIld t
Y ! . )
t]:]a ' ' 0

]'ZL tIf: LlIld EL}IEEI‘F :f d"lIl * I]:lf next :l'zl" I Starta[ ta:l: t: t}lE :1t5‘ I]lr:)
S g

byt
t off three buses. I sat down d dricg)
. n. T enjoyed doing that. 1 said to myself, There's nothing

clothes in the su hey were dry |
o dry. When they _
more to be done now, not a thing, till they are dry hat I found i

: : § y
brushed them with a brush, I think a kind of curry: comb —
4 stable. Stables have always been my salvation. Then I we

ter. The g:\\fc me
d begged a glass of milk and a slice of bread and butter. They
an

everything except the butter. May I rest in the S;abmh pre{emd

I still stank, but with a stink that pleased me. nlll O i
which moreover it prevented me from smelling, esetd el

o In the days that followed I took the necessary 51 aldnt Gind

andrtn}t)e;zyri don't 1Znow exactly what happened, whether 1 ¢

my :

it tomy

i no®
vef

le 1 said. No, they said:

THE END 283

the address, or whether there was no such address, or whether the Greek
woman was unknown there. I ransacked my pockets for the receipt, to
try and decipher the name. It wasn’t there, Perhaps she had taken it back
while I was sleeping, T don't know how long I wandered thus, resting now
in one place, now in another, in the city and in the country. The city had
suffered many changes. Nor was the country as I remembered it. The gen-
eral effect was the same. One day I caught sight of my son. He was strid-
ing along with a briefcase under his arm. He took off his hat and bowed
and I saw he was as bald as a coot. T was almost certain it was he. I turned
round to gaze after him. He went bustling along on his duck feet, bow-
ing and scraping and flourishing his hat left and right. The insufferable
son of a bitch.

One day I met a man I had known in former times. He lived in a
cave by the sea. He had an ass that grazed winter and summer, over the
cliffs, or along the little tracks leading down to the sea. When the weather
was very bad this ass came down to the cave of his own accord and shel-
tered there till the storm was past. So they had spent many a night hud-

dled together, while the wind howled and the sea pounded on the shore

With the help of this ass he could deliver sand, sea-wrack, and shells to

the townsfolk, for their gardens. He couldn’t carry much at a time, for the
ass was old and small and the town was far. But in this way he earned a
little money, enough to keep him in tobacco and matches and to buy a
piece of bread from time to time. It was during one of these excursions
that he met me, in the suburbs. He was delighted to see me, poor man.
He begged me to go home with him and s
% you like, he said. What's WIon
fie said, he doesn’t know

:f Slaying more than two
id

o

pend the night. Stay as long
g with your ass? I said. Don't mind him,
you. I reminded him that I wasn’t in the habit
or three minutes with anyone and that the sea
0t agree with me. He seemed deeply grieved to hear it. So you won't
¢, he said, But to my amazement I got up on the ass and off we went,

i th
‘“h; ::Ade of the red chestnuts springing from the sidewalk. I held the
e

Mane, one hand in front of the other. The little boys jeered and
Mones, but their aim was

: Polu:eman stopped us an,

poor, for they only hit me once, on the
d accused us of disturbing the peace. My
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e had made us, the boys too were as

: as natur .
friend replied that we wexe der these conditions, that the

pature had made them. It was inevitable, un

¢ SI (Pl]ld_ l)(: dlSlllll)( d_ ro1n “]Ile ‘() il][]e. I,Cl u of tl
sC

nte On Our way,
peac

10 Wed tlle qulet7 dl.lStWhltC 1Illan.d Ioads W].t]:l tllelr h.edges Of haW thO
S

i ﬁ ] . j ] . E— -] E~. ] . ] .]i ] 1 . N. ]
an chsia al 211 100 P; g g g t
‘e N l 1€ dSS cary f(l ne l ‘() the mou ()l t}le ave EO]. m tlle (13 <
th C 3
g
g sea.,
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Then he climbed back to his pasture.

! 1 staved there. The cave
Lidort o Bt e . with salt water and seaweed, but a lot

was nicely arranged,

ted my crablice
bt say | [red rviifved I put compresses of seaweed on my skull,
e su .

of nits must hav rlong. T layin the cave and some-

whnic g ve € Ieat I‘Cllef bu I].Ot fO
h a m g ; t
1 ked Out at the hOllZOl’l. I Saw abo\/e mea VaSt trelrlb].lllg € Xpa ns
fimes loO €

. ioht a light shone into the cave at
without .islandsl orlf;;rsnﬁjrtzrll;z-u I:dn:}ir;hjj in my pDCkf’t- 1t was not
e mteﬂl;a S.1ass was not real glass. I thought Mr. Weir hadicgnfis-
broken, (o7 el y ings. My host was out most of the time. He fed me on
cated a1.1 mybeong g}11:1 a proper man, to live in a cave, far from every-
e 'e aS'Y fzr aerftlo st’ay as long as T liked. If 1 preferred to be alf)ﬂe he
e mre another cave for me farther on. He would brmg'me
ould glacly prep(; drop in from time to time to make sure T wasall l'l.ght

food every ¢&Y ar}ll' roI?Ie was kind. Unfortunately I did not need kind-

nd necded nc1)<t:1 1:i.now of a lake dwelling? I said. 1 coulqn’t bear .It};le
neSS: o wou- § d heaving, its tides and general convulsiveness. .Z
ses it PSS atl'lmes stops. My hands and feet felt as though they Wele_
e SOI'n? :3 t me awake for hours on end. If T stayed here T:;Eo
g Thlslg }fa en to me, I said, and a lot of good that 'woi &
thing avi/ﬁﬂ qu egphe said. Yes, I said, or I'd jump off the cliff Itlams
g ’rclj'wnan’ here else, he said, in my cabin in the mout:d the
think I coulj;l:pg’; Yozvcabin in the mountains? I said. He reped
Iwasveryu :

g . . s P tho“ hl
| ) S{a‘)ll l‘ 1 101 ains a{i 0 1 wasas g
1

lied
. dit. He rep
he still had 1 s

story o ) him if
3 t time. I asked him .
were hearing it for the firs 1:;1] he fled from it, but that he believe

he had not seen it since the d

Y
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still there, a little decayed no doubt. But when he urged me to take the
key I refused, saying I had other plans. You will always find me here, he
said, if you ever need me. Ah people. He gave me his knife.
What he called his cabin was a sort of wooden shed. The door had
been removed, for firewood, or for some other purpose. The glass had
disappeared from the window. The roof had fallen in at several places.
The interior was divided, by the remains of a partition, into two unequal
parts. If there had been any furniture it was gone. The vilest acts had been
committed on the ground and against the walls. The floor was strewn
with excrements, both human and animal, with condoms and vomit, In
a cowpad a heart had been traced, pierced by an arrow. And yet there was
nothing to attract tourists. I noticed the remains of abandoned nosegays.
They had been greedily gathered, carried for miles, then thrown away,
because they were cumbersome or already withered. This was the dwell-
ing to which I had been offered the key.
The scene was the familiar one of grandeur and desolation.
Nevertheless it was a roof over my head. I rested on a bed of ferns,
gathered at great labour with my own hands. One day I couldn’t get up.
The cow saved me. Goaded by the icy mist she came in search of shelter.
It was probably not the first time. She can’t have seen me. [ tried to suck

her, without much success. Her udder was covered with dung. I took off

my hat and, summoning all my energy, began to milk her into it. The

milk fell to the ground and was lost, but I said to myself, No matter, it’s
free. She dragged me across the floor, stopping from time to time only
to kick me. I didn’t know our cows too could be so inhuman. She must
have recently been milked. Clutching the dug with one hand T kept my
hatunder it with the other. But in the end she prevailed. For she dragged
e across the threshold and out into the giant streaming ferns, where I
Was forced to let go.

As I drank the milk 1 reproached myself with what T had done. T could

no longer count on this cow

and she would warn the others, More master
of

myself I might have made a friend of her. She would have come every
¥ perhapg accompanied by other cows. I might have learnt to make
Utter, even cheese. But I said to myself, No, all is for the best.
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The face notably seemed to have attained its climacter:i:;)'IIl};ef
basemen}'[. smile would no longer come, not the expres b
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thez W(ﬁ@trvﬁ::sic:)r:f;r gone for the old trick of please your honour and
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each time I heard a cart approaching That}lis 152{2}11;?;.:;11532an tl?;
1 was sleeping 1011*trzf;-ﬂtitit‘:;ii:;frﬁ(;?'l\@ }four was not yet come and
Camelzut v:;(l):gei gro:n The last time I had cause to groarlltl il;l}(lijrz‘«;?ii
I couldno ) o “es of me to melt.
as well as ever), an(?dntz }I:;Tzlg";t]};;aﬁf;m, Ilay down across ’Fhe toad
become of me? 1sal that the carts could not pass without passing over
ata narrowlplace, so heel at least, or two if there were four. But the day
my body e on‘e Wround me, T was in the suburbs, and from there .to
came when, 100'1(111gS Hot far, beyond the stupid hope of Test or less pain.
the old haunts it V}:al e p;rt of my face with 2 black rag and went and

o Coverei; ecc())rner. For it seemed to me my eyes were n.ot C(;I;-
b Suh Yks erhaps to the dark glasses my tutor had given a‘
pletely SPent t anh ]Ii)thics of Geulincx. They were a man's glasst?.s, I W;S
e me; h(?m dead, crumpled up in the water closet, his clo }:Ss
SRl The)'[ v tlruck do;vn by an infarctus. Ah what peace. The E;i‘:n
B Zwlf.ﬂ dlsrizd(e\;’/:rd) on the fly-leaf, the glasses had be‘lonii-dﬂ':: kindl
bad his na . ing of, was of brass Wire,
Thedbtﬁclllgazg ;i?l:snjnldalzlgsri:forj and two long black ribbons served
used to

win w nd then d under my chin
and then down er i

ings. I wound them round my ears g

awsh : ?St ed them together. The lenses bad suffered, from rubbim

ere It bbing in ™

ht
i re. I thoug
ket against each other and against the other objectds tl:::ﬁnther e
a 3
i;l)c \(;leif had confiscated all my belongings. But I ha 1:; it
fr .h lasses and used them merely to soften the g
of these g
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should never have mentioned them. The rag gave me a lot of trouble. I
got it in the end from the lining of my greatcoat, no, I had no greatcoat
now, of my coat then. The result was a grey rag rather than a black, per-
haps even chequered, but I had to make do with it. Till afternoon I held
my face raised towards the southern sky, then towards the western till
night. The bowl gave me a lot of trouble. I couldn’t use my hat because of
my skull. As for holding out my hand, that was quite out of the question.
So I got a tin and hung it from a button of my greatcoat, what's the mat-
ter with me, of my coat, at pubis level. It did not hang plumb, it leaned
respectfully towards the passer-by, he had only to drop his mite. But that
obliged him to come up close to me, he was in danger of touching me. In
the end I got a bigger tin, a kind of big tin box, and I placed it on the side-
walk at my feet. But people who give alms don’t much care to toss them,
there’s something contemptuous about this gesture which is Tepugnant
to sensitive natures. To say nothing of their having to aim. They are pre-
pared to give, but not for their gift to go rolling under the passing feet
or under the passing wheels, to be picked up perhaps by some undeserv-
ing person. So they don't give. There are those, to be sure, who stoop, but
generally speaking people who give alms don't much care to stoop. What
they like above all is to sight the wretch from afar, get ready their penny,
drop it in their stride and hear the God bless you dying away in the dis-
tance. Personally I never said that, nor anything like it, I wasn’t much of
a believer, but I did make a noise with my mouth. In the end I got a kind
of board or tray and tied it to my neck and waist. It Jjutted out just at the
right height, pocket height, and its edge was far enough from my person
for the coin to be bestowed without danger. Some days I strewed it with
flowers, petals, buds and that herb which men call fleabane, I believe, in
aword whatever I could find. I didn'’t go out of my way to look for them,
but all the pretty things of this description that came my way were for
the board, They must have thought I loved nature. Most of the time I

lookeq up at the sky, but without focussing it, for why focus it? Most of
the time it was 2 mixture of white

the .Evening colours, I felt it weigh
I2ainst it, one cheek after the oth

, blue and grey, and then at evening all
ing softly on my face, I rubbed my face
er, turning my head from side to side.
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Now and then to rest my neck I dropped my head on my chest. Then I

could see the board in the distance, a haze of many colours. I leaned
against the wall, but without nonchalance, I shifted my weight from one
foot to the other and my hands clutched the lapels of my coat. To beg
with your hands in your pockets makes a bad impression, it irritates the
especially in winter. You should never wear gloves either. There

workers,
arned, under cover of giving

were guttersnipes who swept away allThade

me a coin. It was to buy sweets. I unbuttoned my trousers discreetly to
scratch myself. I scratched myself in an upward direction, with four nails,

I pulled on the hairs, to get relief, It passed the time, time flew when

1 scratched myself. Real scratching is superior to masturbation, in my

opinion. One can masturbate up to the age of seventy, and even beyond,
but in the end it becomes a mere habit. Whereas to scratch myself prop-
erly T would have needed a dozen hands. I itched all over, on the pri-
vates, in the bush up to the navel, under the arms, in the arse, and then
patches of eczema and psoriasis that could set raging merely by think-
ing of them. It was in the arse I had the most pleasure. I stuck my forefin-
ger up to the knuckle. Later, if I had to shit, the pain was atrocious. But I
hardly shat any more. Now and then a flying machine flew by, sluggishlyit
seemed to me. Often at the end of the day I discovered the leg of my trou-
sers all wet. That must have been the dogs. 1 personally pissed very little.
If by chance the need came on me a little squirt in my fly was enough to
relieve it. Once at my post I did not leave it till nightfall. I had no appetite,
o me. After work I bought a bottle of milk and
iIl, T got a little boy to buy it
I don't know why. I gave

God tempered the wind t
drank it in the evening in the shed. Better st
for me, always the same, they wouldn't serve me,
him a penny for his pains. One day I witnessed a strange scenc. Normally
I didn't see a great deal. I didn't hear a great deal either. T didn't pay atten-
tion. Strictly speaking I wasn't there. Strictly speaking I believe I've never
been anywhere. But that day I must have come back. For some time past
a sound had been scarifying me. I did not investigate the cause, for 1 said
to myself, It's going to stop. But as it did not stop I had no choice but t0
find out the cause. It was a man perched on the roof of a car and harang!”

B in
ing the passers-by. That at least was my interpretation. He was belloW! §
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::sl'o.u.dMﬂ::’: snaz:hisa] of his discourse reached my ears. Union . .. broth-
i .v;r;s j::a ...breac? and butter. .. love. It was all Greek to
P behj:; :11: against the kerb, just in front of me, T saw
ke el Foe ﬂl dof asudden he turned and pointed at me, as
ip s gl o 1?] fown a.n’d out, he vociferated, this leftover, If
lousyrotten 2t all fours, it’s for fear of being impounded. Old
worsé thanl'}l;upe for the muckheap. And there are a thousand like hi )
ind, Every d;;'l.':ln thousand, twenty thousand—. A voice, Thirty thor::
tacbedamd Y PE‘S.S them by, resumed the orator, and when you hav
winner you fling them a farthing. Do you ever think? : e
God forbid. A penny, resumed the orator, tuppence— Th:: v;im;;lmce’
¥ ce, Tup-

’

d Cl‘:i_rn. 3 i i i
€, an incentive to Sla Ery, Smlhﬁcatioﬂ and organized murde: T&ke
v .

a good look at this living cor
' pse. You may say it’s his own fa
agood| . . ult. Ask hi
Lf';ts; hll;s own fault. The voice, Ask him yourself. Then he bent fSk .
an doo .me to task. I had perfected my board. It now consist dar;ard
1;01;;1- $ hz{:ged together, which enabled me, when my work wa ed iy
old it and carry it under m i il
y arm. I liked doing little odd i
; obs. S

off the rag, pocketed the few coins I had earned, untied thc:] boardofI ]t;m:;

) , folde

itand put it
put it under my arm. Do you hear me, you crucified bastard! cried

the orator. W,
or. Then I went away, although it was still light. But generall
. Y

speaking 1 i

wi ; ﬁ:ng it was a quiet corner, busy but not overcrowded thrivin

9 equente_d. He must have been a religious fanatic, I ::ould fi B
‘er explanation. Perhaps he was an esca , o

alittle on the red side. ’

I did no
<o ; tl!.;:til‘k cvlery day. I had practically no expenses. I even man-
iy the als;lde, for my very last days. The days I did not work I
P e shed. The shed was on a private estate
s private estate, on the riverside, :
Which opened on a narrow,

ed lunatic. He had a nice face

. or what had
" . This estate, the main entrance
L e afrk and silent street, was enclosed with a
EOundarY gt rse on the river front, which marked its northern
.y s stance of about thirty yards. From the last quays b

€ eyes rose to a confusion of low houses o, o

ingsr Q]T.im
neys, steeples and towers. A kind of parade

wasteland, hoard-
ground was also to




290 SAMUEL BECKETT

be seen, where soldiers played football all the year round. Only the ground-

¢ The estate seemed abandoned. The gates were

floor windows—no, I can’
ly the ground-floor

locked and the paths were overgrown with grass. On
windows had shutters. The others were sometimes lit at night, faintly,

now one, now another. At least that was my impression. Perhaps it was
reflected light. In this shed, the day I adopted it, I found a boat, upside
down. I righted it, chocked it up with stones and pieces of wood, took
out the thwarts and made my bed inside. The rats had difficulty in get-

e of the bulge of the hull. And yet they longed to. Just

ting at me, becaus
iving flesh. I

think of it, living flesh, for in spite of everything I was still 1

had lived too long among rats, in my chance dwellings, to share the dread

ulgar. 1 even had a soft spot in my heart for them,

they inspire in the v
it seemed without the least

They came with such confidence towards me,
their toilet with catlike gestures. Toads at eve-
ning, motionless for hours, lap flies from the air. They like to squat where

r ends and open air begins, they favour thresholds. But I had to con-
d ferocious. So I madea

repugnance. They made

cove
tend now with water rats, exceptionally lean an
kind of 1id with stray boards. It’s incredible the number of boards I've
oss in my lifetime, I never needed a board but there it was, 1

come acr
e odd jobs, no, not

had only to stoop and pick it up. I liked doing littl
particularly, T didn't mind. Tt completely covered the boat, I'm referring
again to the lid. I pushed it a little towards the stern, climbed into the
boat by the bow, crawled to the stern, raised my feet and pushed the lid

back to the bow till it covered me completely. But what did my feet push
1 that pur-

t? They pushed against a cross bar I nailed to the lid fo

agains
better to climb into the boat

pose, I liked these little odd jobs. But it was
by the stern and pull back the Jid with my hands till it completely covered
when I wanted to get out. AS

me, then push it forward in the same way
re I needed them. These

holds for my hands I planted two spikes just whe
little odds and ends of carpentry, if I may so describe it, carried out with
whatever tools and material T chanced to find, gave me a certain pleasure:
I knew it would soon be the end, so 1 played the part, you know, the part
of—how shall I say, I don't know. I was comfortable enough in this boat,

I must say. The lid fitted so well I had to pierce a hole. It's no good closing
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1cc))1t1rs ;izsl; iyII)u :?15115’[ leave them ope.n in the dark, that is my opinion. T am
e fde ::3 I;Lm speak?ng of what I believe is called waking.
B do,n’t kfow ry I1t’de at th'ls period, I wasn't sleepy, or I was too
e e t, c()ir wa§ afraid, T don't know. Flat then on my back
. }Iz , dimly, just above my head, through the tiny chinks
' e shed. To see nothing at all, no, that’s to ’
heard faintly the cries of the gulls ravening about the ’mouth foljnuCh‘ :
nearby. ?n a spew of yellow foam, if my MeImory serves me ri 0h A
gushej I1Fnto the river and the slush of birds above screamilfg i,vil}f }iﬂth
ger and fury. I heard the lappin i i he
bk theahersound s iz, o e v bt s
wPen I moved, felt less boat than wave, or so it seer,n dear B
stillness was the stillness of eddies. That may seem ime tc')bmg = n'ly
t;o, I offt‘en heard it, for it often rained. Sometimes a droioi;hllf' Sllre rali
EV Oeﬂrc;).oA nocf E::nsl;;d, exploded on me. All that composed a rat}ir li(();lllgid
- : course there was the voice of the wind or rather th
.so vanous,.of its Playthings. But what does it amount to? Howlin souos}?
11)1;?1, mb;)zmlljg, 51gh1ng.. %at I would have liked was hammerg;trolis
g bang bang, clanging in the desert. I let farts to be sure, but h |
ever a rezl cr}ack, they oozed out with a sucking noise, melted in’ thitmérily
::Se:s iy. (;tns’; f;c;vc\ll 1%1ow long I stayed there. I was very snug in my blix,t}ll
I Elno me I had grown more independent of recent years.
i vs lright and meededmthing, e e s
» . , distressed me then but little.
foilg},h;; izss, 3}1;1:6 hS(:l anc? the fear of getting worse was less witginlefvzz
o S,O ‘ f}fs a dw1.n(.iled as it were to my dimensions and become,
o knOW,I . do eEanSlte a quality as to exclude all thought of suc-
Ty poweri eglg, however faint and false, outside of me, had
e e mo ; 1 my heart. You become unsociable, it’s inevi-
T A da Zyou w0ndc‘r sometimes if you are on the right
et sts lt“:s.ert you, it's as bad as that. Perhaps it's the
- o e sels stop communicating,
still between the two murmurs,

son
8 as ever, but Christ you wouldn't think so

you know, the vessels.
it must be the same old

There were times when
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t of the boat and couldn’t, I was
wn where I was. I felt them hard
the noises that

I wanted to push away the 1id and get ou

<0 indolent and weak, so content deep do
tumultuous streets, the terrifying faces,

slash, pierce, claw, bruise. So 1 waited till the desire to shit, or even to
wings. I did not want to dirty my nest! And yet it sometimes
often. Arched and rigid I edged
n my side, just enough to free the

he midst of the universal muck,

upon me, the icy,

piss, lent me
happened, and even more and more
down my trousers and turned a little o
hole. To contrive a little kingdom, in t
then shit on it, ah that was me all over. T

but all the same. Enough, enough, the next
sometimes in my sleep, who never

pt perhaps as a child, my myth will

have it so. T knew they were visions because it was night and T was alone

in my boat. What clse could they have been? So I was in my boat and
g on the waters. [ didn’t have to row, the ebb was carrying me out.
they must have taken them away. I had a board, the
ich I used when I came too close to the

he excrements were me oo,

know, I know, thing I was hav-

ing visions, I who never did, except

had, real visions, 7'd remember, exce

glidin
Anyway I saw no 0ars,

remains of a thwart perhaps, wh
bank, or when a pier came bearing down on me oT a barge at its moorings.

There were stars in the sky, quite a few. I didn’t know what the weather
was doing, I was neither cold nor warm and all seemed calm. The banks
receded more and more, it was inevitable, soon I saw them no more. The
the river widened. There on the land men
were sleeping, bodies were gathering strength for the toil and joys of the
he boat was not gliding now, it was tossing, buffeted by the
choppy waters of the bay. All seemed calm and yet foam was washing
aboard. Now the sea air was all about me, I had no other shelter than the

land, and what does it amount to, the shelter of the land, at such a time. 1

saw the beacons, four in all, including a lightship. I knew them well, even
,Iwas with my father

d T had known them well. It was evening
ould have liked him to draw me close

with a gesture of protective love, but his mind was on other things- He
also taught me the names of the mountains. But to have done with thes®

visions I also saw the lights of the buoys, the sea seemed full of ther red
and to my surprise even yellow. And o

lights grew fainter and fewer as

morrow. T

as a chil
on a height, he held my hand. Iw

n the slopes of the

and green,
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tmu;);:;?n, now rearing its unbroken bulk behind the town, the fire
o ur:: gold to red, from red to gold. I knew what it was, it was th:
gorse burr 111)1ili—1i(l)1w Hi);t;: rII1 ilelt)d ;et a mlatch to it myself, as a child, And
four ; , before I climbed into bed, I watched fr
ﬁri :151}11 :sjiiwlillz ﬁre(s1 I had lit. That night then, all aglow with distZi
fres on s ) o and in the' sky, T drifted with the currents and the
e o ice f‘t at my hat was tied, with a string I suppose, to my button-
That.w Elgs thuphr?m my seat in the stern and a grea;c clanking was heard
; e chain. One end was fastened to the bow and the other ro d'
zztv}ﬁzti ;mlcllst have pierced a hole beforehand in the ﬂoor-bo;lrl(lils
forther Smi; ;:(;I,l[ }cl): Vx:zel;nrzes piying out the plug with my knife. 'Ihe’
$
everything included, barring acciilznot:l]};ai[k“:;lviriatl: . f e
legs s’;retclclled out, my back well propped against the es::c;(nslt-jflfzzcs’ T}if
grass I used as a cushion, I swallow i e
mountains and the islands closed i;izyciizizzeﬁe:eaf tie e
’;h.en scattered to the uttermost confines of space. The z;iqz S};StOIe’
ha;:tl eizj cold' (;f the story I might have told, a story in the likenesz 0; 26
) an without the courage to end or the strength to go on. '




