A PENFL CES
Jemz JOs

(A transcription into Nspel of the short story “A Painful Case” from Dubliners,

by James Joyce)

Mr. Jemz Dufi livd in Caplizd bez h wét t
liv az far az posbl frm d siti v w¢ h wz a
sitizn n bcz h faund ol d udr subrbz v
Dublin min, modn n pritnss. H livd in an
old sombr has n frm hiz windoz h cd Ic
intu d dsyzd dstilri or upwdz ali d $alo
rivr on W¢ Dublin z bilt. P lofti wolz v hiz
uncarptd rim wr fri frm picérz. H hd
himslf bot evri articl v frni¢r in d rim: a
blac ayn bedsted, an ayn wosstand, for
cen cerz, a clodzrac, a colscutl, a fndr n
aynz n a sqer tebl on w¢ le a dubl desc. A
bces hd bn md in an alcov bi minz v §lvz
v wit wid. D bed wz clodd wd wit
bedclodz n a blac n scarlit rug cuvrd d_ft.
A litl handmirr huil abv d wosstand n jrii
d de a wit-s€dd lamp std az d sol ornmnt
v d mantlpis. P bcs on d wit wiidn $lvz wr
arenjd frm b’lo upwdz acordi t bulc. A
cmplit Wrdzwrt std at wn end v d 16ist SIf
n a copi v d Meniit Catcizm, soun intu
clot cuvr v a not-bc, std at wn end v d top
sIf. Raitfi mtirilz wr olwz on d desc. In .
desc le a  manscriptrnzlesn v
Hoptman’z Micl Cremr, d, stejd’rexnz v
Ww¢ wr ritn in prpl fic, n a litl §1f v peprz
hld tgdr b1 a bras pin. In dz $its a sntns wz
inscribd frm tim t tim n, in an ironicl
momnt, d hedlin v an advrtismnt fr Bi/
Binz hd bn pestd on t g frst §it. On lifti d
lid v d desc a fent fregrns iscept—d
fregrns v ny sidrwid pnslz or v a botl v
gum or v an ovrip apl w¢ mt hv bn left dr
n fgotn.

Mr James Duffy lived in Chapelizod because he
wished to live as far as possible from the city of
which he was a citizen and because he found all
the other suburbs of Dublin mean, modern and
pretentious. He lived in an old sombre house and
from his windows he could look into the disused
distillery or upwards along the shallow river on
which Dublin is built. The lofty walls of his
uncarpeted room were free from pictures. He had
himself bought every article of furniture in the
room: a black iron bedstead, an iron washstand,
four cane chairs, a clothes-rack, a coal-scuttle, a
fender and irons and a square table on which lay
a double desk. A bookcase had been made in an
alcove by means of shelves of white wood. The
bed was clothed with white bedclothes and a
black and scarlet rug covered the foot. A little
hand-mirror hung above the washstand and
during the day a white-shaded lamp stood as the
sole ornament of the mantelpiece. The books on
the white wooden shelves were arranged from
below upwards according to bulk. A complete
Wordsworth stood at one end of the lowest shelf
and a copy of the Maynooth Catechism, sewn
into the cloth cover of a notebook, stood at one
end of the top shelf. Writing materials were
always on the desk. In the desk lay a manuscript
translation of Hauptmann’s Michael Kramer, the
stage directions of which were written in purple
ink, and a little sheaf of papers held together by a
brass pin. In these sheets a sentence was
inscribed from time to time and, in an ironical
moment, the headline of an advertisement
for Bile Beans had been pasted on to the first
sheet. On lifting the lid of the desk a faint
fragrance escaped—the fragrance of new
cedarwood pencils or of a bottle of gum or of an
overripe apple which might have been left there
and forgotten.

Mr Dufty abhorred anything which betokened
physical or mental disorder. A mediaval doctor
would have called him saturnine. His face, which
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Mr. Dufi abhord entii w¢ btocnd fizicl
or mntl dsordr. A mediivl doctr wd hv
cold him satnin. Hiz fes, w¢ carid d intir
tél v hiz yirz, wz v d brén tint v Dublin
strits. On hiz lofl n rdr larj hed gru dri blac
her n a toni msta$ dd nt qt cuvr an unemibl
mat. Hiz ¢icbonz olso gev hiz fes a hars$
carctr; bt dr wz no har$nis in d iz w¢, lci
at d wrld frm undr der toni ibraz, gev d
impre$n v a man evr alrt t grit a rdimi
instit in udrz bt ofn dis’pontd. H livd at a
litl distns frm hiz bodi, rgardii hiz 6n acts
wd datfl sidglansz. H hd an od otbagraficl
habit w¢ 1éd him t cmpoz in hiz mind frm
tim t tim a Sort sntns abt himslf cntenti a
subjict in d_{rd prsn n a predict in d past
tns. H nvr gev amz t begrz n woct frmli,
cariyfl a stat hezl.

H hd bn fr mni yirz cS$ir v a privt banc
in Bagt Strit. Evri mornii h cem in frm
Caplizd bi tram. At mide h wnt t Dan
Bre’s n tc hiz luné—a botl v lagrbir n a
smol tréfl v aroriit biscits. At for o’cloc h
wz set fri. H dind in an 1tihds in Jorj’z
Strit wr h flt himslf sef frm d ssayti v
Dublin’z gildd y{ n wr dr wz a srtn plen
onsti in d bil v fér. Hiz Tvniiz wr spent idr
bfr hiz landledi’z piano or romii abt
atscrts v d siti. Hiz lich fr Motsart’s mzic
brot him smtmz t an opra or a const: dz
wr d onli dispes$nz v hiz Iif.

H hd ndr cmpannz nr frendz, ¢éré nr
crid. H livd hiz spiri¢l 1if wdt eni crhnn
wd udrz, vizti hiz reltivz at Crisms n
iscorti dm t d semtri wn de daid. H
pformd dz tii sosl dytiz fr old dignti’z sec
bt cnsidd ntfi frdr t d cnvn$nz We reglet d
sivic 1if. H alaud himslf t tnc dt in srtn
srcmstansz h wd rob hiz banc bt, az dz
srcmstansz nvr arouz, hiz lif rold at
1vnli—an advnérlis tél.

Wn 1vnii h faund himslf sitii bsd ti
lediz in d R’tinda. D has, tinli ppld n
silnt, gev dstresi profsi v fetr. b ledi hu
sat nxt him Ict rnd at d dzrtd hds wns or
twis n den sd:

carried the entire tale of his years, was of the
brown tint of Dublin streets. On his long and
rather large head grew dry black hair and a tawny
moustache did not quite cover an unamiable
mouth. His cheekbones also gave his face a harsh
character; but there was no harshness in the eyes
which, looking at the world from under their
tawny eyebrows, gave the impression of a man
ever alert to greet a redeeming instinct in others
but often disappointed. He lived at a little
distance from his body, regarding his own acts
with doubtful side-glances. He had an odd
autobiographical habit which led him to compose
in his mind from time to time a short sentence
about himself containing a subject in the third
person and a predicate in the past tense. He never
gave alms to beggars and walked firmly, carrying
a stout hazel.

He had been for many years cashier of a
private bank in Baggot Street. Every morning he
came in from Chapelizod by tram. At midday he
went to Dan Burke’s and took his lunch—a bottle
of lager beer and a small trayful of arrowroot
biscuits. At four o’clock he was set free. He dined
in an eating-house in George’s Street where he
felt himself safe from the society of Dublin’s
gilded youth and where there was a certain plain
honesty in the bill of fare. His evenings were
spent either before his landlady’s piano or
roaming about the outskirts of the city. His liking
for Mozart’s music brought him sometimes to an
opera or a concert: these were the only
dissipations of his life.

He had neither companions nor friends,
church nor creed. He lived his spiritual life
without any communion with others, visiting his
relatives at Christmas and escorting them to the
cemetery when they died. He performed these
two social duties for old dignity’s sake but
conceded nothing further to the conventions
which regulate the civic life. He allowed himself
to think that in certain circumstances he would
rob his bank but, as these circumstances never
arose, his life rolled out evenly—an
adventureless tale.

One evening he found himself sitting beside
two ladies in the Rotunda. The house, thinly
peopled and silent, gave distressing prophecy of
failure. The lady who sat next him looked round
at the deserted house once or twice and then said:

“What a pity there is such a poor house
tonight! It’s so hard on people to have to sing to
empty benches.”

He took the remark as an invitation to talk. He
was surprised that she seemed so little awkward.



“Wt a piti dr z s¢ a pur his tnit! It’s so
hard on ppl t hv t sfi t emti bn¢z.”

H tc d rmarc az an invte$n t toc. H wz
s’prizd dt § simd so litl dewd. W1 de toct
h traid t fix hr prmnntli in hiz memri. Wn
h Irnt dt d yuii grl bsd hr wz hr dotr h jujd
hr t b a yir or so yungr dn himslf. Hr fes,
Ww¢ mst hv bn hansm, hd rmend intelijnt.
It wz an ovl fes w( strofili marct ficrz. B
iz wr vri darc blu n stedi. Per géz bgan
wd a dfaynt not bt wz cnfyzd bl wt stimd
a dlibrt swiin v d pypl intu d iris, rvili fr
an instnt a tmprmnt v gret snsbilti. B pypl
ri’srtd itslf qcli, ds haf-dsclozd neér fél
agn undr d rén v pridns, n hr astrcan jacit,
moldi a blizm v a srtn filnis, struc d not
v dfayns mor defintli.

H met hr agn a fy wics aftwdz at a
const in Rlzft Teris n sizd d momnts wn
hr d6tr’z atnén wz dvrtd t bem intimt. S
aludd wns or twis t hr huzbnd bt hr ton wz
nt s¢ az t mc d aluzn a worni. Hr nem wz
Msz Sinco. Hr huzbnd’z gret-gret-
granfadr hd cm frm Leghorn. Hr huzbnd
wz captin v a mrentil bot playii btwn
Dublin n Holnd; n de hd wn ¢ild.

Mitii hr a trd tim b1 axidnt h faund curjj
t mc an apontmnt. S cem. Ps wz d frst v
mni mitfiz; de met olwz in d 1vnfi n ¢ouz
d most qayt qortrz fr der wocs tgdr. Mr.
Dufi, hvr, hd a dstest fr undhand wez n,
findfi dt de wr cmpeld t mit stelfli, h forst
hr t asc him t hr has. Captin Sinco incurijd
hiz vizits, tncfi dt hiz dotr’z hand wz in
gsén. H hd dsmist hiz wif so s’nsirli frm
hiz galri v pleZrz dt h dd nt sspct dt enwn
els wd tec an intrest in hr. Az d huzbnd
wz ofn awe n d dotr &t gvil mziclésnz Mr.
Dufi hd mni optyntiz v injoyfi d ledi’z
ssayti. Ndr h nr § hd hd eni s¢ advnér bfr
n ndr wz con$s v eni incngruwti. Litl bl
litl h intangld hiz tts wd hrz. H lent hr bcs,
prvidd hr wd 1diaz, $erd hiz intlec¢l 1if wd.
hr. S lisnd t ol.

Smtmz in rtrn fr hiz tiriz § gev dt sm
fact v hr on lif. Wd olmst mtrnl s’listyd §

While they talked he tried to fix her permanently
in his memory. When he learned that the young
girl beside her was her daughter he judged her to
be a year or so younger than himself. Her face,
which must have been handsome, had remained
intelligent. It was an oval face with strongly
marked features. The eyes were very dark blue
and steady. Their gaze began with a defiant note
but was confused by what seemed a deliberate
swoon of the pupil into the iris, revealing for an
instant a temperament of great sensibility. The
pupil reasserted itself quickly, this half-disclosed
nature fell again under the reign of prudence, and
her astrakhan jacket, moulding a bosom of a
certain fullness, struck the note of defiance more
definitely.

He met her again a few weeks afterwards at a
concert in Earlsfort Terrace and seized the
moments when her daughter’s attention was
diverted to become intimate. She alluded once or
twice to her husband but her tone was not such as
to make the allusion a warning. Her name was
Mrs Sinico. Her husband’s great-great-
grandfather had come from Leghorn. Her
husband was captain of a mercantile boat plying
between Dublin and Holland; and they had one
child.

Meeting her a third time by accident he found
courage to make an appointment. She came. This
was the first of many meetings; they met always
in the evening and chose the most quiet quarters
for their walks together. Mr Duffy, however, had
a distaste for underhand ways and, finding that
they were compelled to meet stealthily, he forced
her to ask him to her house. Captain Sinico
encouraged his visits, thinking that his daughter’s
hand was in question. He had dismissed his wife
so sincerely from his gallery of pleasures that he
did not suspect that anyone else would take an
interest in her. As the husband was often away
and the daughter out giving music lessons Mr
Duffy had many opportunities of enjoying the
lady’s society. Neither he nor she had had any
such adventure before and neither was conscious
of any incongruity. Little by little he entangled
his thoughts with hers. He lent her books,
provided her with ideas, shared his intellectual
life with her. She listened to all.

Sometimes in return for his theories she gave
out some fact of her own life. With almost
maternal solicitude she urged him to let his nature
open to the full: she became his confessor. He
told her that for some time he had assisted at the
meetings of an Irish Socialist Party where he had
felt himself a unique figure amidst a score of



1rjd him t let hiz ne¢r opn t d fl: § bcem hiz
cnfesr. H tld hr dt fr sm tim h hd asistd at
d mitfiz v an Iri§ So§list Parti wr h hd flt
himslf a ynic figr amdst a scor v sobr
wremn in a garit lit bl an inifi§nt 6lamp.
Wn d parti hd dvidd intu tri sxnz, ¢ undr
its On 11dr n in its On garit, h hd discntinyd
hiz atndnsz. B wremn’z dscusnz, h sd, wr
tu timrs; d intrest de tc in d qsén v wejz
wz inordnt. H flt dt de wr hard-fiérd
riylists n dt de rzntd an xacttyd w¢ wz q.
prodys v a lezr nt wdn der ri¢. No sosl
revlusén, h tld hr, wd b licli t stric Dublin
fr sm snériz.

S asct him W dd h nt rait it hiz fts. Fr
wt, h asct hr, wq cerfl scorn. T cmpit wd
frezmungrz, incepbl v tncii cnsektivli fr
sixti secndz? T sbmit himslf t d critsizmz
v an obtys midl clas w¢ intrustd its mralti
t p’lismn n its fin arts t imprsarioz?

H wnt ofn t hr litl cotij dtsd Dublin; ofn
de spent der 1vniiz alon. Litl bi litl, az der
tts intangld, de spouc v subjicts les rmot.
Hr cmpann$p wz lic a worm s6l abt an
xotic. Mni timz § alaud d darc t {0l upn
dm, rfrenn frm it d lamp. D darc dscrit
rum, der 1sle$n, d mzic dt stl vibretd in der
irz ynitd dm. Ps ynn xo6ltd him, wor awe
d ruf €jz v hiz carctr, imos$nlizd hiz mntl
1if. Smtmz h cot himslf lisnfi t d sand v hiz
on vos. H tt dt in hr iz h wd asnd t an
anjelicl stacr; n, az h atact d frvnt ne¢r v
hiz cmpann mor n mor closli t him, h hrd
d strenj imprsnl vés w¢ h recgnizd az hiz
On, insistii on d soul’z inkrbl lonlinis. W
canot gv arslvz, it sd: wrar on. D end v
dz dscorsz wz dt wn nit jril w¢ § hd Soun
evri sin v unyzl xitmnt, Msz Sinco cot p
hiz hand pasntli n prest it t hr ¢ic.

Mr. Dufi wz vri m¢é s’prizd. Hr
intrprte$n v hiz wrdz disiluznd him. H dd
nt vizit hr fr a wic, den h rout t hr ascii hr
t mit him. Az h dd nt w$ der last intvy t b
trubld b1 d influns v der ruind cnfesnl de
met in a litl cecSop nir d Parcget. It wz
cold otmwedr bt in spit v d cold de

sober workmen in a garret lit by an inefficient oil-
lamp. When the party had divided into three
sections, each under its own leader and in its own
garret, he had discontinued his attendances. The
workmen’s discussions, he said, were too
timorous; the interest they took in the question of
wages was inordinate. He felt that they were
hard-featured realists and that they resented an
exactitude which was the produce of a leisure not
within their reach. No social revolution, he told
her, would be likely to strike Dublin for some
centuries.

She asked him why did he not write out his
thoughts. For what, he asked her, with careful
scorn. To compete with phrasemongers,
incapable of thinking consecutively for sixty
seconds? To submit himself to the criticisms of
an obtuse middle class which entrusted its
morality to policemen and its fine arts to
impresarios?

He went often to her little cottage outside
Dublin; often they spent their evenings alone.
Little by little, as their thoughts entangled, they
spoke of subjects less remote. Her
companionship was like a warm soil about an
exotic. Many times she allowed the dark to fall
upon them, refraining from lighting the lamp.
The dark discreet room, their isolation, the music
that still vibrated in their ears united them. This
union exalted him, wore away the rough edges of
his character, emotionalised his mental life.
Sometimes he caught himself listening to the
sound of his own voice. He thought that in her
eyes he would ascend to an angelical stature; and,
as he attached the fervent nature of his
companion more and more closely to him, he
heard the strange impersonal voice which he
recognised as his own, insisting on the soul’s
incurable loneliness. We cannot give ourselves,
it said: we are our own. The end of these
discourses was that one night during which she
had shown every sign of unusual excitement, Mrs
Sinico caught up his hand passionately and
pressed it to her cheek.

Mr Duffy was very much surprised. Her
interpretation of his words disillusioned him. He
did not visit her for a week, then he wrote to her
asking her to meet him. As he did not wish their
last interview to be troubled by the influence of
their ruined confessional they met in a little
cakeshop near the Parkgate. It was cold autumn
weather but in spite of the cold they wandered up
and down the roads of the Park for nearly three
hours. They agreed to break off their intercourse:
every bond, he said, is a bond to sorrow. When



wondrd p n dén d rodz v d Parc fr nirli tri
aurz. Pe agrid t brec of der intcors: evri
bond, h sd, z a bond t soro. Wn de cem at
v d Parc de woct in silns twdz d tram; bt
hir § bgan t trembl so vaylntli dt, firfi andr
c’laps on hr part, h bad hr gdbi gcli n left
hr. A fy dez 1€tr h rsivd a parsl cntenii hiz
bcs n mzic.

For yirz past. Mr. Dufi rtrnd t hiz tvn
we v lif. Hiz rim stl bor witnis v d
ordrlinis v hiz mind. Sm ny pisz v mzic
incumbrd d mzicstand in d lowr riim n on
hiz §lvz std tii volymz bi Nic¢a: Pus Speic
Zartustran D Ge Sayns. H rout sldm in d
§if v peprz w¢ le in hiz desc. Wn v hiz
sntnsz, ritn ti munts aftr hiz last intvy wq,
Msz Sinco, réd: Luv btwn man n man z
imposbl bcz dr mst nt b sxl intcors n
frend$p btwn man n wmn z imposbl bcz
dr mst b sxl intcors. H cept awe frm
consts lest h §d mit hr. Hiz fadr daid;
junr partnr v d banc rtird. N stl evri mornfi
h wnt intu d siti bl tram n evri Tvnii woct
hom frm d siti aftr hvii dind modrtli in
Jorj’z Strit n réd d Tvniipepr fr dzrt.

Wn 1vnii az h wz abt t pt a morsl v
cornd bif n cabij intu hiz mat hiz hand
stopt. Hiz iz fixt dmslvz on a pargrafin q,
Tvniipepr w¢ h hd propt agnst d wotr-
c’raf. H rplest  morsl v fud on hiz plet n
réd d pargraf atntivli. Pen h dranc a glas
v wotr, pst hiz plet t wn sid, dubld d pepr
dén bfr him btwn hiz elboz n réd d pargraf
ovr n ovr agn. P cabij bgan t dpozit a cold
Wit gr1s on hiz plet. DB grl cem ovr t him t
asc wz hiz dinr nt proprli cct. H sd it wz
vri gd n ét a fy métflz v it wd dificlti. BPen
h peid hiz bil n wnt at.

H woct alii gcli tru d Nvmbr twilit, hiz
stat hezl stic stricii d grdnd reglrli, d frinj
v d buf Meil pipii at v a sidpocit v hiz tit
rifr-ovcot. On d lonli rod w¢ lidz frm
Parcget t Caplizd h slacnd hiz pes. Hiz
stic struc d grand les imfaticli n hiz bret,
iSuwii ireglrli, olmst wd a sayf sand,
cndnst in d wintri er. Wn h 1iét hiz his h

they came out of the Park they walked in silence
towards the tram; but here she began to tremble
so violently that, fearing another collapse on her
part, he bade her good-bye quickly and left her.
A few days later he received a parcel containing
his books and music.

Four years passed. Mr Duffy returned to his
even way of life. His room still bore witness of
the orderliness of his mind. Some new pieces of
music encumbered the music-stand in the lower
room and on his shelves stood two volumes by
Nietzsche: Thus Spake Zarathustra and The Gay
Science. He wrote seldom in the sheaf of papers
which lay in his desk. One of his sentences,
written two months after his last interview with
Mrs Sinico, read: Love between man and man is
impossible because there must not be sexual
intercourse and friendship between man and
woman is impossible because there must be
sexual intercourse. He kept away from concerts
lest he should meet her. His father died; the junior
partner of the bank retired. And still every
morning he went into the city by tram and every
evening walked home from the city after having
dined moderately in George’s Street and read the
evening paper for dessert.

One evening as he was about to put a morsel
of corned beef and cabbage into his mouth his
hand stopped. His eyes fixed themselves on a
paragraph in the evening paper which he had
propped against the water-carafe. He replaced the
morsel of food on his plate and read the
paragraph attentively. Then he drank a glass of
water, pushed his plate to one side, doubled the
paper down before him between his elbows and
read the paragraph over and over again. The
cabbage began to deposit a cold white grease on
his plate. The girl came over to him to ask was
his dinner not properly cooked. He said it was
very good and ate a few mouthfuls of it with
difficulty. Then he paid his bill and went out.

He walked along quickly through the
November twilight, his stout hazel stick striking
the ground regularly, the fringe of the
buff Mail peeping out of a side-pocket of his
tight reefer overcoat. On the lonely road which
leads from the Parkgate to Chapelizod he
slackened his pace. His stick struck the ground
less emphatically and his breath, issuing
irregularly, almost with a sighing sound,
condensed in the wintry air. When he reached his
house he went up at once to his bedroom and,
taking the paper from his pocket, read the
paragraph again by the failing light of the
window. He read it not aloud, but moving his lips



wnt p at wns t hiz bedrim n, tecii d pepr
frm hiz pocit, réd d pargraf agn b1 d felii
lit v d windo. H réd it nt aldd, bt muvi hiz
lips az a prist dz wn h ridz q
prerz Secreto. Ps wz d pargraf:

DET V A LEDI AT SIDNI P’RED
A PENFL CES

Tde at d Siti v Dublin Hospitl d Depyti
Cornr (in d absns v Mr. Levyrit) hld an
ingest on d bodi v Msz Emli Sinco, ejd
forti-tri yirz, hu wz cild at Sidni P’red
Stesn yestde 1vnii. B evidns Soud dt d.
dsist ledi, wl atmtii t cros d 1in, wz noct
dan bi d enjin v d ten o’cloc slo tren
frm Ciiztdn, dr-bi sstenfl injriz v d hed
n rit sid w¢ 1éd t hr def.

Jemz Lenn, drivr v d enjin, stetd dt
h hd bn in d implomnt v d relwe-
cumpni fr fiftin yirz. On hirf d gard’z
wisl h set d tren in mo$n n a secnd or
ta aftwdz brot it t rest in rspons t lad
criz. P tren wz gwii sloli.

P. Dun, relwe-portr, stetd dt az d
tren wz abt t start h obzrvd a wmn
atmtfi t cros d linz. H ran twdz hr n
satd, bt, bfr h c¢d 1€ hr, § wz cot bi d,
bufr v d enjin n fél t d grand.

A jrr. Y sw d ledi fol?”

Witnis. “Yes.”

P’lis Sarnt Croli dpozd dt wn h
arivd h faund d dsist layn on (
platform aparntli ded. H hd d bodi tecn
t d wétiirim pndi d arivl v d ambylns.

Cunstbl 57E c¢’robretd.

Dr. Halpin, asistnt hasrjn v d Siti v
Dublin Hospitl, stetd dt d dsist hd ti
lowr ribz fracérd n hd sstend svir
cntyznz v d rit $oldr. D rit sid v d hed
hd bn injrd in d f6l. D injriz wr nt sfisnt
t hv cozd det in a norml prsn. Det, in
hiz opinn, hd bn probbli dy t Soc n
sudn fetr v d hart’s axn.

as a priest does when he reads the

prayers Secreto. This was the paragraph:
DEATH OF A LADY AT SYDNEY PARADE
A PAINFUL CASE

Today at the City of Dublin Hospital the
Deputy Coroner (in the absence of Mr
Leverett) held an inquest on the body of Mrs
Emily Sinico, aged forty-three years, who was
killed at Sydney Parade Station yesterday
evening. The evidence showed that the
deceased lady, while attempting to cross the
line, was knocked down by the engine of the
ten o’clock slow train from Kingstown,
thereby sustaining injuries of the head and
right side which led to her death.

James Lennon, driver of the engine, stated
that he had been in the employment of the
railway company for fifteen years. On hearing
the guard’s whistle he set the train in motion
and a second or two afterwards brought it to
rest in response to loud cries. The train was
going slowly.

P. Dunne, railway porter, stated that as the
train was about to start he observed a woman
attempting to cross the lines. He ran towards
her and shouted, but, before he could reach her,
she was caught by the buffer of the engine and
fell to the ground.

A juror. “You saw the lady fall?”

Witness. “Yes.”

Police Sergeant Croly deposed that when he
arrived he found the deceased lying on the
platform apparently dead. He had the body
taken to the waiting-room pending the arrival
of the ambulance.

Constable 57E corroborated.

Dr Halpin, assistant house surgeon of the
City of Dublin Hospital, stated that the
deceased had two lower ribs fractured and had
sustained severe contusions of the right
shoulder. The right side of the head had been
injured in the fall. The injuries were not
sufficient to have caused death in a normal
person. Death, in his opinion, had been
probably due to shock and sudden failure of the
heart’s action.

Mr H. B. Patterson Finlay, on behalf of the
railway company, expressed his deep regret at
the accident. The company had always taken
every precaution to prevent people crossing the
lines except by the bridges, both by placing
notices in every station and by the use of patent



Mr. H. B. Patsn Finle, on bhaf v d
relwe-cumpni, xprest hiz dip rgret at d
axidnt. B cumpni hd olwz tecn evri
pricosn t privat ppl crosi d linz xpt bi
d brijz, bt bl plesii notsz in evri stesn n
bi d ys v petnt spriigets at levl crosfiz.
b dsist hd bn in d habit v crosii d linz
1€t at nit frm platform t platform n, in
vy v srtn udr sremstansz v d ces, h dd
nt tnc d relwe-ofislz wr t blem.

Captin Sinco, v Liovil, Sidni P’red,
huzbnd v d dsist, olso gev evidns. H
stetd dt d dsist wz hiz wif. H wz nt in
Dublin at d tim v d axidnt az h hd arivd
onli dt mornfi frm Rotdam. Pe hd bn
marid fr twenti-ti yirz n hd livd hapli
untl abt tii yirz ago wn hiz wif bgan tb
rdr intmprt in hr habits.

Mis Meri Sinco sd dt v 1ét hr mudr
hd bn in d habit v gwii at at nit t bai
spirits. S, witnis, hd ofn traid t rizn wd,
hr mudr n hd indyst hr t jon a lig. S wz
nt at hom untl an aur aftr d axidnt. B
jri rtrnd a vrdict in acordns wd d
medicl evidns n xonretd Lenn frm ol
blem.

b Depyti Cornr sd it wz a most
penfl ces, n xprest gret simpti wd
Captin Sinco n hiz dotr. H 1jd on q
relwe-cumpni t tec strofi mezrz t privnt
d posbilti v similr axidnts in d fyér. No
blem atact t enwn.

Mr. Dufi rezd hiz 1z frm d pepr n gezd
at v hiz windo on d ¢irlis Tvniillanscep. D
rivr le qayt bsd d emti dstilri n frm tim t
tim a lit apird in sm has on d Liicn rod.
Wt an end! D hol nartiv v hr det rvoltd
him n it rvoltd him t tnc dt h hd evr spocn
t hr v wt h hld secrid. P tredbér frezz, .
inen xpresnz v simpti, d co$s wrdz v a
rportr wun ovr t cnsil d ditelz v a
comnples vulgr det atact hiz stumc. Nt
mirli hd § dgredd hrslf; § hd dgredd him.
H sw ( sqolid tract v hr vis, mizrbl n
malodrs. Hiz soul’z cmpann! H {t v q

spring gates at level crossings. The deceased
had been in the habit of crossing the lines late
at night from platform to platform and, in view
of certain other circumstances of the case, he
did not think the railway officials were to
blame.

Captain Sinico, of Leoville, Sydney Parade,
husband of the deceased, also gave evidence.
He stated that the deceased was his wife. He
was not in Dublin at the time of the accident as
he had arrived only that morning from
Rotterdam. They had been married for twenty-
two years and had lived happily until about two
years ago when his wife began to be rather
intemperate in her habits.

Miss Mary Sinico said that of late her
mother had been in the habit of going out at
night to buy spirits. She, witness, had often
tried to reason with her mother and had
induced her to join a league. She was not at
home until an hour after the accident. The jury
returned a verdict in accordance with the
medical evidence and exonerated Lennon from
all blame.

The Deputy Coroner said it was a most
painful case, and expressed great sympathy
with Captain Sinico and his daughter. He urged
on the railway company to take strong
measures to prevent the possibility of similar
accidents in the future. No blame attached to
anyone.

Mr Duffy raised his eyes from the paper and
gazed out of his window on the cheerless evening
landscape. The river lay quiet beside the empty
distillery and from time to time a light appeared
in some house on the Lucan road. What an end!
The whole narrative of her death revolted him
and it revolted him to think that he had ever
spoken to her of what he held sacred. The
threadbare phrases, the inane expressions of
sympathy, the cautious words of a reporter won
over to conceal the details of a commonplace
vulgar death attacked his stomach. Not merely
had she degraded herself; she had degraded him.
He saw the squalid tract of her vice, miserable
and malodorous. His soul’s companion! He
thought of the hobbling wretches whom he had
seen carrying cans and bottles to be filled by the
barman. Just God, what an end! Evidently she
had been unfit to live, without any strength of
purpose, an easy prey to habits, one of the wrecks
on which civilisation has been reared. But that
she could have sunk so low! Was it possible he
had deceived himself so utterly about her? He



hoblfi re¢z him h hd sin cariyi canz n
botlz t b fild bi d barmn. Just God, Wt an
end! Evidntli § hd bn unfit t liv, wdt eni
strefit v prps, an 1zi prei t habits, wn v .
recs on W¢ sivlizesn hz bn rird. Bt dt § cd
hv sunc so lo! Wz it posbl h hd dsivd
himslf so utrli abt hr? H rmembrd hr
atbrst v dt nit n intrprtd it in a harsr sns dn
h hd evr dn. H hd no dificlti na in apruvii
v d cors h hd tecn.

Az d lit feld n hiz memri bgan t wondr
h tt hr hand tu¢t hiz. B soc w¢ hd frst atact
hiz stumc wz nd atacfi hiz nrvz. H pt on
hiz ovcot n hat qcli n wnt dt. D cold er met
him on d_ freshold; it crept intu d slivz v
hiz cot. Wn h cem t d publichis at Caplizd
Brij h wnt in n ordrd a hot pun¢.

D prpraytr srvd him obsiqisli bt dd nt
vnér t toc. Pr wr fiv or six wrcfimen in d
Sop dscusii d valy v a jntlmn’z istet in
Canti Cilder. Pe dranc at intvlz frm der
hyj pintumblrz n smoct, spitii ofn on d
flor n smtmz dragn d swdust ovr der spits
wd_der hevi biits. Mr. Dufi sat on hiz stiil
n gezd at dm, wdt siyfi or hirfi dm. Aftr a
wl de wnt at n h cold fr andr pun¢. H sat
a lofi tim ovr it. B Sop wz vri gayt. D
prpraytr sprold on d cantr ridi d Herld n
yonil. Na n agn a tram wz hfd swisi alil d.
lonli rod atsd.

Az h sat dr, livii ovr hiz 1if wd hr n
ivoci oltrntli d ti imjz in W¢ h nd cnsivd
hr, h riylizd dt § wz ded, dt § hd sist t xist,
dt § hd bcm a memri. H bgan t fil il at 1z.
H asct himslf wt els ¢d h hv dn. H cd nt
hv carid on a comdi v dsp$n wd_ hr; h cd
nt hv livd wd_ hr opnli. H hd dn Wt stmd t
him bst. Hi wz h t blem? Na dt § wzgn h
undstd ha lonli hr 1if mst hv bn, siti nit
aftr nit alon in dt rim. Hiz lif wd b lonli
tu untl h, tu, daid, sist t xist, bcem a
memri—f enwn rmembrd him.

It wz aftr nin o’cloc wn h left d Sop.
nit wz cold n glimi. H entrd d Parc bi q
frst get n woct alii undr d gont triz. H woct
tru d blic aliz wr de hd woct for yirz bfr.

remembered her outburst of that night and
interpreted it in a harsher sense than he had ever
done. He had no difficulty now in approving of
the course he had taken.

As the light failed and his memory began to
wander he thought her hand touched his. The
shock which had first attacked his stomach was
now attacking his nerves. He put on his overcoat
and hat quickly and went out. The cold air met
him on the threshold; it crept into the sleeves of
his coat. When he came to the public-house at
Chapelizod Bridge he went in and ordered a hot
punch.

The proprietor served him obsequiously but
did not venture to talk. There were five or six
workingmen in the shop discussing the value of
a gentleman’s estate in County Kildare. They
drank at intervals from their huge pint tumblers
and smoked, spitting often on the floor and
sometimes dragging the sawdust over their spits
with their heavy boots. Mr Duffy sat on his stool
and gazed at them, without seeing or hearing
them. After a while they went out and he called
for another punch. He sat a long time over it. The
shop was very quiet. The proprietor sprawled on
the counter reading the Herald and yawning.
Now and again a tram was heard swishing along
the lonely road outside.

As he sat there, living over his life with her and
evoking alternately the two images in which he
now conceived her, he realised that she was dead,
that she had ceased to exist, that she had become
a memory. He began to feel ill at ease. He asked
himself what else could he have done. He could
not have carried on a comedy of deception with
her; he could not have lived with her openly. He
had done what seemed to him best. How was he
to blame? Now that she was gone he understood
how lonely her life must have been, sitting night
after night alone in that room. His life would be
lonely too until he, too, died, ceased to exist,
became a memory—if anyone remembered him.

It was after nine o’clock when he left the shop.
The night was cold and gloomy. He entered the
Park by the first gate and walked along under the
gaunt trees. He walked through the bleak alleys
where they had walked four years before. She
seemed to be near him in the darkness. At
moments he seemed to feel her voice touch his
ear, her hand touch his. He stood still to listen.
Why had he withheld life from her? Why had he
sentenced her to death? He felt his moral nature
falling to pieces.

When he gained the crest of the Magazine Hill
he halted and looked along the river towards



S stmd t b nir him in d darcnis. At momnts
h stmd t fil hr vos tu¢ hiz ir, hr hand tu¢
hiz. H std stil t lisn. W hd h wdheld Iif frm
hr? W hd h sntnst hr t det? H flt hiz morl
necr folfi t pisz.

Wn h gend q crest v d Magzin Hil h
holtd n lct alfi d rivr twdz Dublin, d lits v
Ww¢ brnd redli n hspitbli in d cold nit. H Ict
dan d slop n, at d bes, in d $ado v d wol v
d Parc, h sw sm hymn figrz layi. Poz vinl
n frtiv luvz fild him wd dsper. H nwd (
recttyd v hiz lif; h flt dt h hd bn &dtcast frm
1if’s fist. Wn hymn biyi hd stmd t luv him
n h hd dnaid hr 1if n hapinis: h hd sntnst
hr t ignmini, a det v Sem. H 1 dt d prostret
cri¢rz dan bi d wol wr woéi him n wst
him gn. Nwn wontd him; h wz &tcast frm
1if’s fist. H trnd hiz 1z t d gre glimi rivr,
windi alfi twdz Dublin. Bynd d rivr h sw
a gdz-tren windf at v Ciizbrij Steén, lic a
wrm wd_a firi hed windi tru d darcnis,
obstintli n ’borisli. It past sloli at v sit; bt
stl h htd in hiz irz d I’boris dron v d enjin
riitreti d silblz v hr nem.

H trnd bac d we h hd cm, d ridm v q
enjin pandi in hiz irz. H bgan t dat d rialti
v wt memri tld him. H holtd undr a tri n
alaud d ridm t di awe. H cd nt fil hr nir
him in d darcnis nr hr vos tu¢ hiz ir. H
weétd fr sm minits lisni. H cd hir ntii: d nit
wz prfcli silnt. H lisnd agn: prfcli silnt. H
flt dt h wz alon.

Dublin, the lights of which burned redly and
hospitably in the cold night. He looked down the
slope and, at the base, in the shadow of the wall
of the Park, he saw some human figures lying.
Those venal and furtive loves filled him with
despair. He gnawed the rectitude of his life; he
felt that he had been outcast from life’s feast. One
human being had seemed to love him and he had
denied her life and happiness: he had sentenced
her to ignominy, a death of shame. He knew that
the prostrate creatures down by the wall were
watching him and wished him gone. No one
wanted him; he was outcast from life’s feast. He
turned his eyes to the grey gleaming river,
winding along towards Dublin. Beyond the river
he saw a goods train winding out of Kingsbridge
Station, like a worm with a fiery head winding
through the darkness, obstinately and
laboriously. It passed slowly out of sight; but still
he heard in his ears the laborious drone of the
engine reiterating the syllables of her name.

He turned back the way he had come, the
rhythm of the engine pounding in his ears. He
began to doubt the reality of what memory told
him. He halted under a tree and allowed the
rhythm to die away. He could not feel her near
him in the darkness nor her voice touch his ear.
He waited for some minutes listening. He could
hear nothing: the night was perfectly silent. He
listened again: perfectly silent. He felt that he
was alone.



