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« G OD SAVE THE KING!” cried the doorman, who had been
the manservant of a lord in Sussex for thirty-six years, but
his master had gone down with the Titanic, leaving neither heir
nor wherewithal to keep up his “carssel”, as they call it on the
other side of St George’s Channel. Back in the country of his
Celtic ancestors, the lackey had obtained this modest position in
the post office at the corner of Sackville Street and Eden Quay.
“God save the King!” he repeated in a loud voice, for he was
loyal to the Crown of England.

It was with horror that he had observed the irruption into the
post office of seven armed individuals whom he immediately
suspected of being Irish Republicans in an insurrectionary
mood.

“God save the King!” he murmured for the third time.

He did no more than murmur, this time, for he had already
manifested his loyalty to such an extent that Corny Kelleher
had wasted no time in injecting a bullet into his noggin. The
dead doorman vomited his brains through an eighth orifice in
his head, and fell flat on the floor.

John MacCormack registered this execution out of the cor-
ner of his eye. He didn’t consider it absolutely necessary, but
this was no time for argument.

The young lady postal clerks were clucking frantically. There
were about ten of them, either real English girls or Ulsterwo-
men, and they in no way approved this turn of events.

“Clear these squawking hens out of here!” yelled
MacCormack.

So Gallager and Dillon, with both words and gestures,
began advising the young ladies to make themselves scarce
with all speed. But some of them wanted to go and fetch their
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waterproofs, and others their handbags; a certain amount of
panic became manifest in their conduct.

“Stupid cuntesses!” MacCormack shouted from the top of the
stairs. “What’re you men waiting for? Clear them out of here!”

Gallager grabbed hold of the first one and gave her bottom
a wallop.

“But you must be correct!” MacCormack added.

“We’ll never manage,” muttered Dillon, while being
knocked sideways by two damsels charging in the oppo-
site direction.

“Oh! Mr Dillon!” wailed one of them, as she recognized him.

She stopped short.

“You, Mr Dillon! Such a respectable man! With a gun in
your hand against our King! Instead of finishing my beautiful
lace frock!”

Dillon, highly embarrassed, scratched his head. But Gal-
lager came to his aid and, tickling the client under her arms,
shouted in her ear:

“Get a spurt on, sappyhead!”

On hearing these words, she fled.

MacCormack rushed up to the first floor, followed by Caffrey
and Callinan. When he was out of sight, Gallager caught hold
of another girl and caused her hindquarters to reverberate.
The girl jumped.

“Correct!” he said indignantly. “Correct!”

And, as another posterior was offered to him, he applied his
beetle-crusher to it with some force and sent the young person
flying — a young person, moreover, who had passed examina-
tions, and correctly answered many questions concerning the
geography of the world and the discoveries of Graham Bell.

“Come on, scutter, scutter!” yelled Dillon, full of courage in
the face of all this femininity.

The situation was becoming a little clearer, and the feminine
personnel were getting a move on, galloping towards the exits,
and thence into Sackville Street or Eden Quay.
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Two young telegraph clerks were hoping to be expelled like
the young ladies, but they had to be content with vulgar biffs on
the beezer. They withdrew, disgusted by so much correctitude.

Out in the street, the crowd was gawping at these ex-
pulsions. A few shots were heard. The groups began to
disperse.

“I think that’s the last of them,” said Dillon, looking around
him.

No more virgins offended his view.
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N THE FIRST FLOOR, the higher-ranking officials didn’t

make so much fuss. They immediately accepted their
expulsion, rushed down the stairs and reached the pavement
with all possible speed.

The superintendent was the only one to put up any show of
resistance. His name was Théodore Durand, for he was of French
origin. But in spite of the sympathy that had always united the
French people and the Irish people, the postmaster of the Eden
Quay post office had devoted his hearts and souls (he had several,
but as we shall soon see this was of no use to him) to the British
cause and to the support of the House of Hanover. He regret-
ted the fact that he had neither his tails nor his dinner jacket
with him. He had indeed tried to telephone his wife to ask her
to bring them, but he lived a long way away, and in any case he
didn’t have the telephone at home. Hence he was merely attired
in his morning coat. True, he had fought at Khartoum uniformed
in shantung and unbleached linen, but even so it disgusted this
Frenchman to have to fight these Republicans on behalf of his
adopted King with such scant décor-homme.

John MacCormack kicked in the door.

“God save the King!” declared the postmaster, with the heroic
resolution of the Unknown Warrior.
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He cheesed it presto, though, for John MacCormack had just
split his skull with five bloodily and anatomically distributed
dumdum bullets.

Caffrey and Callinan shoved the corpse in a corner, and Mac-
Cormack ensconced himself in the postmaster’s armchair. He ma-
nipulated the telephonic apparatus and shouted: “Hello! Hello!”
into the receiver. At the other end of the line someone answered:
“Hello! Hello!” So MacCormack pronounced the password:

“Finnegans wake!”

And the someone answered:

“Finnegans wake!”

“MacCormack here. The Eden Quay post office has been
occupied.”

“Fine. This is the GPO. Everything’s going well. The orange,
green and white flag has been hoisted.”

“Hurrah!” said MacCormack.

“Hold on in case there’s an attack, though it’s unlikely. Eve-
rything’s going well. Finnegans wake!”

“Finnegans wake!” replied MacCormack.

The someone hung up. And so did he.

Larry O’Rourke came into the office. Very politely, he had
positively and practically requested the other high-ranking of-
ficials to vamoose. All the employees had been expelled. Dillon,
coming from the entrance hall, confirmed this. All they had to
do now was await events.

MacCormack lit a pipe, and then offered cigarettes to his pals.
Caffrey went downstairs again.
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O N THE GROUND FLOOR, Kelleher and Gallager were
standing outside the post office, their rifles under their
arms. A few onlookers were looking on, at a certain dis-
tance. Some sympathizers, at the same distance, were waving
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their hands, hats or handkerchiefs as a sign of sympathy,
and the two rebels answered them from time to time by
brandishing their rifles. A few passers-by then started to
move off, far from reassured. No Britisher seemed to exist
in the vicinity.

Along the quay, a little Norwegian sailing ship was made fast
to the sturdy mooring posts, and some Scandinavian seamen
were observing these incidents without making any appreci-
able comment.

Gallager went down the steps to the street and walked the
few paces to the corner of Sackville Street. O’Connell Bridge
was deserted. On the other side of the bridge, several anxious
citizens were stuck like flies round the white marble statue of
William Smith O’Brien, awaiting the outcome of the events.
After privately saluting the memory of the great conspirator,
Gallager turned his back on the Liffey in order to examine the
situation in Sackville Street. Facing him, O’Connell’s statue,
with its fifty bronze figures, had attracted no curious onlookers,
in view of its exposed situation; beside it, a tram had come
to a standstill, emptied of its passengers and employees. A
motionless man stood in front of the statue of Father Mat-
thew. Gallager was less interested in trying to account for the
presence of this character than in insulting the memory of the
apostle of temperance, which he was in the habit of doing even
when he hadn’t a drop taken.

The Irish flag was flying over No. 43, the headquarters of the
Irish Nationalist Party, it was flying over the Metropole Hotel,
it was flying over the GPO. A little farther on, Nelson continued
his sojourn in a damp sky, at the top of his 134-feet high pillar.

Passers-by, bystanders, onlookers, anxious citizens and tour-
ists were becoming scarce. From time to time a rebel or some
rebels ran across the street, rifle or revolver in hand.

Still no reaction from the British.

Gallager smiled and went back to his post.

“Everything all right?” asked Kelleher.
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“The flag of Eire is flying over the most important roofs in
O’Connell Street,” replied Gallager.

Naturally, he never said Sackville Street.

“Finnegans wake!” they shouted in chorus, waving their
rifles over their heads.

A few sympathizers replied, but some onlookers withdrew.

Caffrey began to close the windows.
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A LL THE SAME, said Gertie Girdle to herself, all the same,
these modern lavatories are still not perfect, this flushing
system makes such a noise, goodness gracious! A noise like a riot,
not that I’ve ever heard a riot, but I’ve sometimes heard a rabble,
a rabble brawling and babbling, this flushing system makes a
noise like that, it bawls, and it’s still bawling, that gurgling noise
the tank makes as it fills up again, it’s never-ending, it’s definitely
not perfect yet, it lacks discretion. I must tidy my hair a bit. To
please whom, I wonder. My beloved fiancé, Commodore Sidney
Cartwright, hasn’t arrived yet to admire my beautiful mane.
When shall I'see my beloved fiancé again? When? And until then,
my goodness gracious, whom shall I be able to please? Those
people running, [ wonder why. But my goodness gracious, those
people running. I wasn’t thinking about them. I was thinking
about my hair. That’s a good two minutes there’ve been those
sounds of feet, of running, of stamping feet. Just now. At the
same time as the flushing system, there was something like
a... Something like a what... A shot. It’s ridiculous. A suicide.
Perhaps Monsieur Durand has committed suicide. He loves me
so much. And so respectfully.  don’t love him. There, my hair’s
more or less all right now. A shot. He’s killed himself for love
of me. It’s stupid. And those people who never stop running.
They must have gone mad. Goodness gracious. How stupid I
am. Goodness gracious, goodness gracious. That’s what it is,
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there’s a fire. A fire. Why don’t they shout “Fire!” if there’s a
fire? They aren’t shouting “Fire!” It’s this flushing system that’s
given me incendiary ideas. Even so it’s high time I came out of
here. Mrs Kane will say I’ve been away too long again. What
a job. Ah, all the same they’ve stopped running. All the same.
What a job. Mrs Kane with her grey hair with its pink dandruff.
I’ve never seen a riot, or a revolution. They’re talking about one
here. They’re talking about one. They’re talking about one.
The war in France means peace for here. Isn’t it peaceful. Isn’t
it quiet. They’ve stopped running. But why have they stopped
running. Stopped. Stopped. Everything’s stopped. It’s time I
went out of here. Then why don’t I go out? Don’t I go out?
Don’t I go out? Why not? There. I’ve done everything I had to
do here. And now this silence. Put my hand on that protective
bolt. Slide the bolt. Open the door gently. Why gently? Why
all these precautions? My goodness gracious, am [ going mad?
It’s stupid. I’ll open the door.

S

HAVING PUSHED THE DOOR OPEN, she perceived, in the
corridor, a man with a revolver in his hand. He didn’t
see her. She quickly pulled the door shut again and, leaning
against the washbasin, pressed both her hands to her heart,
which had started beating so hard it was nearly breaking her
ribs.
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“I ’VE BEEN DOING THE rounds,” said Larry O’Rourke. “Not

a soul. Caffrey, Kelleher and Gallager have locked everything
up downstairs, except the main door. They’re ready to bar-
ricade it if need be.”
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“No danger,” said Dillon.

“Meaning?” asked MacCormack.

“That they won’t need to barricade it.”

“You think there won’t be any English reaction?”

“No. They’ve got other things to do. It’s in the bag.”

“Meaning?” asked MacCormack.

“That they’ll capitulate without firing a single shot.”

“Monkeydoodle,” said MacCormack.

O’Rourke shrugged his shoulders.

“No point in arguing. We shall see. We must obey orders.”

“For the moment, there’s no problem,” said Dillon. “All we
have to do is wait.”

“Well then, let’s wait,” said O’Rourke.

MacCormack pointed to the corpse of Théodore Durand,
late of the Civil Service.

“We aren’t going to leave it to ferment here.”

“It won’t have time,” retorted Dillon. “This very evening
we’ll give it back to the British and they’ll bury it. Just like
that. A little present before they leave.”

“We could put it in another room,” said MacCormack.

He looked at the stiff in disgust, even though it was his own
work, after all.

“O’Rourke can cut it up,” said Dillon, “and we’ll take it away
in little bits and chuck it down the lavatory.”

MacCormack banged his fist down on the table and a few
drops of ink spurted out of the inkwell.

“In the name of God! Kindly show some respect for the dead!”

“And in any case, he’s got the wrong idea about the study of
medicine,” said O’Rourke, who was in his last year.

“Then you don’t by any chance cut up corpses?”

“This is no time for such arguments,” said MacCormack.

“We’ve got plenty of time,” Dillon retorted. “While we’re
waiting for the British to surrender, we’ve got plenty of
time to argue. Tell me, Larry O’Rourke, in what way have
I got the wrong idea about the study of medicine when I

I0
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maintain that you would be capable of cutting a civil serv-
ant up into little pieces? And I may add, Larry O’Rourke,
that you have plenty of time to talk, and we might just
as well talk about that as about anything else, because
we shan’t have a great deal to do until we hear that the
British are leaving Dublin for their inclement, Zeppelin-
studded skies.”

“This is a solemn hour, Dillon,” said MacCormack. “It
isn’t the moment to give way to smug optimism.”

“Well said,” said O’Rourke.

“You’ll see, you’ll see, the British...”

“Dillon, I’'m in charge here. Shut up.”

MacCormack was highly embarrassed at having had to
cause discipline, the strength of insurrections, to reign, and
he started fiddling with a stick of sealing wax. Callinan, his
hands in his pockets, slumped back in an armchair, was look-
ing for flies on the ceiling to spit at, but it was rather high.
O’Rourke, at the window, was looking at the deserted quay,
and at O’Connell Bridge where the passers-by were becoming
scarcer and scarcer. The only activity he could observe was
that of the Norwegian sailing ship which was feverishly fitting
out. This displeased him. He turned back to MacCormack.
The latter, mechanically adorning his face with a moustache
by squeezing the stick of sealing wax between his lip and nose,
said in a colourless voice to Callinan:

“Move the civil servant into the next room. Dillon can help

”»

you.
They did so.

7

Q_ LL THE SAME, [’m not going to stay here until the end
of my days, said Gertie to herself. Goodness gracious, it
was bandits, Republicans, looting the post office. They must

II
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