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Chapter 1 

Introduction  

For thousands of years, thinkers have been trying to define what makes us 
human. Some of the main questions they have asked is: What is conscious-
ness? Do we have free will? Do animals use language? And what does reason 
mean?1 This book argues that philosophers, neuroscientists, and evolutionary 
psychologists have been unable to answer these questions because they do 
not understand the psychoanalytic approach to human nature. This lack of 
comprehension results in false claims and half-truths about what it means to 
be human, and so I hope this book provides a better sense of our humanity. 
Moreover, this analysis is not just a purely academic exercise since our ability 
to protect our climate and pursue human rights is predicated on our clear 
understanding of what it means to be human. 

One might ask why psychoanalysis is given such a privileged place in this 
vital discussion, and the main reason is that Freud was able to think about 
these core issues in an open and creative way that avoided traditional defi-
nitions of mental functioning. His openness allowed him to document four 
radical breaks that help define what makes us different from other animals. 
The first break that he presented was through his theory of consciousness and 
his realization that thought allows humans to escape from reality as they 
become immersed in fictional representations of the real world.2 In fact, it 
was by analyzing his own dreams that he first discovered the way we are able 
to confuse memories and perceptions. He then made the leap to create 
an equivalence between the dream state, psychosis, animistic cultures, and 
thought itself.3 For Freud, consciousness cannot be separated from psychosis 
because as Descartes insists, we never know when we are thinking if we are 
awake or experiencing a dream.4 Not only does this theory of consciousness 
mean that the mind can transcend matter, but on the level of thought itself, we 
cannot distinguish between fiction and reality. Thus, one of the things that 
makes humans unique is our ability to hallucinate a false reality, and therefore 
we are able to break free from our immersion in the material world.5 

For philosophers and neuroscientists, one of the key questions is how do 
we move from the physical materiality of the brain to mental states that go 
beyond the physical world.6 Freud’s theory of consciousness answers this 
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question by showing how our ability to hallucinate and imagine allows us 
the chance to jump from the material to the psychological. On its most basic 
level, Freud posits that we spontaneously combine memories with percep-
tions, and this mixture equates inner thoughts with the perception of ex-
ternal reality.7 According to Freud, psychotics, infants, animistic cultures, 
and dreamers, all experience their thoughts as if they are coming from the 
outside material world. So if we want to understand what consciousness and 
perception is, we have to first realize that hallucination is our primary ex-
perience of the world. 

The second major break that Freud helps to introduce is through his 
theory of sexuality.8 By arguing that human sexuality is not driven by the 
evolutionary goal of reproduction, Freud helps us to see how humans make 
a break with nature and biology. Due to the fact that we can replace the 
objects of our instincts, we are not born pre-wired like other animals. Freud 
insists that our sexuality is perverse because anything can become sexual-
ized, and people react to sex with both horror and excitement. This theory of 
sexuality also tells us that since we are not defined by our instincts or 
biology, we have the possibility of free will. As psychoanalysis insists, our 
drives are always partial, and so there is a gap in our being that opens the 
door for human difference and what psychoanalysis calls desire, and since 
we have free will and desire, we are able to influence our lives in ways that 
other animals cannot achieve.9 

Paradoxically, one way to think about human free will is to look at ad-
dictions, which show that we can become invested in the pursuit of external 
objects to such an extent that we can destroy ourselves.10 As a human drive, 
an addiction provides an escape not only from biological nature but also 
from self-interest and social necessity. We are thus free to desire what we 
want, but our fixation on these arbitrary objects leads us to seek immediate 
gratification and to avoid all social restrictions. Freud explains these drives 
through his theory of the pleasure principle, which claims that we are driven 
to escape tension, conflict, and reality through the immediate access to en-
joyment.11 It is therefore misleading to call addictions “diseases” because 
they are not primarily biological; instead, addictions represent a gap in our 
instincts, and this gap opens us up to becoming fixated on different objects 
than other animals. 

Besides consciousness and free will, another problem for philosophers and 
neuroscientists is the question of whether other animals have language.12 

One reason it is so hard for people to answer this question is that they do not 
understand the contradictory nature of human representation: human lan-
guage combines being with non-being and the self with the other.13 As Hegel 
argues, I can say “I,” but so can anyone else, and this means that this pri-
mary signifier is both universal and singular.14 In other words, language 
allows us the ability to escape from the law of non-contradiction as we are 
able to be both something and its opposite at the same time.15 
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Freud first discovered this contradictory nature of human language when 
he was working with hysterical patients who presented symptoms that did 
not make biological or logical sense.16 For instance, a patient would be 
unable to use her hand, but there was no biological explanation for this 
disorder; instead, Freud found that the patient was able to convert mental 
memories into physical signs, but due to the process of repression, the 
patient had no awareness of this symbolic substitution.17 In fact, it is the 
theory of repression that is so hard for many philosophers and neu-
roscientists to understand because they do not accept that a person can lie to 
himself or herself.18 After all, if there is anything we know, it is our own 
thoughts, but psychoanalysis tells us that we do not know ourselves, and we 
have the ability to break with biological and mental causality since we can 
always displace and replace our memories.19 The psychoanalytic view of 
memory is dynamic and recursive, which means that we are constantly 
changing our memories by placing them in a network of other memories, 
and due to the mental autonomy of human thinking, these memories can be 
either true or false.20 

In his “Project for a Scientific Psychology,” Freud makes another impor-
tant leap by seeing neurons as a set of symbols connected together in a net-
work of associations.21 Memories are then not physical or biological entities; 
rather, they are signs related to other signs in an emerging system that has no 
beginning or end or stable presence. Not only does this theory of memory 
show how we structure our inner experience, but it also reveals how our social 
relations are also structured through language and symbolic associations.22 

While some other primates do have social hierarchies and a primitive form of 
communication, they do not have symbolic memories and symbolic social 
systems. It is important to stress that a symbol is something that represents 
something else, and so it is defined by its contradictory nature. 

Just as every word relates to other words, every person is defined by their 
relation to other people. Identity is therefore based on difference, and people 
only know themselves by comparing themselves to others.23 Our social being 
is then centered on the ability of language to combine opposites and place 
differences in a network of retained associations. This theory of language is 
so hard for philosophers and neuroscientists to think because it goes against 
the law of non-contradiction, and it is founded on the differential nature of 
symbolic representations. 

In addition to this rethinking of free will, consciousness, and language, 
psychoanalysis also pushes us to ask what is reason? For Freud, a key move 
was to realize that thought itself allowed people to escape from perceiving 
reality, and so humans have to learn how to limit their thinking and to 
accept that not everything can be known. Similar to Kant’s idea that we 
cannot know the thing-in-itself, but we can understand how we think about 
reality, Freud developed his theory of the reality principle to explain how we 
can use reason to approach truth if we first learn how to remove our own 
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investments in our memories and thoughts.24 Just as Descartes posits that 
we have to give up all bias and assumptions in order to apply reason in a 
scientific manner, Freud argues that we need to apply the reality principle by 
separating our memories from our perceptions of the external world.25 

Through a process of dis-investment, we learn how to be disinterested judges 
of our own experiences. In short, reason is reality testing, which itself 
requires critical self-analysis and a break with the pleasure principle. 

Another aspect of reason is that it must also cut its ties with the subjective 
dependency on others. For Freud, transference relates to the way that we 
seek to escape from our own helplessness and freedom by transferring 
responsibility onto others.26 For Freud, the roots of the transference are 
derived from the cry of the baby and the response of the care-taker.27 When 
a baby cries, it is making a demand to the Other for love, recognition, and 
knowledge, but this demand can never be totally fulfilled.28 Moreover, 
Freud argues that the demand makes the helpless child dependent on the 
powerful adult, and therefore all social and linguistic relationships derive 
their foundation from this initial request for the other to make all suffering 
and dis-pleasure go away.29 

In Totem and Taboo, Freud posited that at the heart of all religions is a 
demand (prayer) made to an imaginary Other, and what then allows science 
to emerge is a giving up of this demand so that one no longer transfers 
power and responsibility onto others. Freedom and reason are then achieved 
when we move beyond transference, and we realize that there is no one or 
nothing that is going to make all of our suffering disappear. In fact, psy-
choanalysis, as a practice of radical self-honesty, does not eliminate the 
fundamental conflicts between culture and nature or society and the indi-
vidual; rather, psychoanalysis is dedicated to freely examining the effects of 
these unresolvable differences.30 Other approaches cannot accomplish this 
level of truth because they seek to avoid or resolve the fundamental conflicts 
shaping human existence. 

To further elucidate how psychoanalysis differs from other perspectives, I 
will begin by looking at the television series Westworld to determine why 
humans are not purely animals or machines. While this show does a good 
job at asking the question of what makes us human, it ultimately provides 
the wrong answers because it does not comprehend the psychoanalytic 
perspective on sexuality, consciousness, language, and reason. However, the 
program is still helpful since it clarifies some of the stakes involved in de-
termining the difference between humans and machines and the role culture 
plays in hiding this conflict. 

Chapter Three looks at Sam Harris’ book The Moral Landscape to ex-
amine the different ways neuroscience and evolutionary psychology block 
our ability to understand what makes us human.31 In trying to establish a 
science of morality, Harris ends up producing a repression of psychoanalysis 
and the establishment of a totalizing form of scientism.32 There are also 
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profound political implications to this replacement of psychoanalysis with 
biological determinism. 

In Chapter Four, I turn to Steven Pinker’s The Language Instinct. We 
shall see that his reliance on evolutionary psychology and neuro-biology 
prevents him from seeing how humans are not determined by their 
instincts.33 Furthermore, because he fails to recognize the ways human 
consciousness transcends material reality, he is unable to determine what 
differentiates humans from animals. This lack of distinction leads him to 
make the common mistake of comparing human beings to language pro-
cessing machines. What he then misses is the way that our relationship to 
others is predicated on an unconscious demand for love, recognition, and 
knowledge within the structure of transference. Pinker also does not define 
reason as the separation of memory from perception and what Freud calls 
the limitations of our own knowledge in the face of an unknowable real. 

Chapter Five examines Daniel Dennett’s From Bacteria to Bach and Back 
to further explore what people get wrong about the uniqueness of human 
beings.34 Like Pinker, Dennett turns to evolutionary theory in order to 
explain how we are shaped by biology, and why we are not very different 
from other animals. He also combines together computer science and evo-
lutionary psychology to wrongly assert that we are fundamentally infor-
mation processing machines. By confusing DNA with digital code, Dennett 
asserts that we are computers pre-programmed through natural selection. 

Chapter Six then looks at why so many psychoanalysts tend to mis-
understand what makes us human. Through an analysis of Mark Solms’ 
work, I reveal the problem of trying to combine psychoanalysis and neu-
roscience.35 Since I argue in this book that psychoanalysis offers us the best 
way to understand what makes us human, it is important to look at the ways 
people from within the field repress its most radical insights. It will be my 
argument that there is a common misunderstanding of reason, conscious-
ness, drives, language, transference, and free association, and if we do not 
clarify these confusions, we will not be able to see how psychoanalysis differs 
from other approaches in its response to the quest of defining our common 
humanity. 

Chapter Seven examines Jordan Peterson’s 12 Rules for Life, which offers 
an interesting mix of Jungian philosophy, evolutionary psychology, and 
Christian theology. Like so many of the writers and theorists discussed in 
this work, Peterson tends to erase the difference between humans and other 
animals. This repression of what makes us human is often tied to his return 
to traditional social hierarchies, prejudices, and stereotypes. For instance, he 
equates humans to lobsters in order to show how cultural and psychological 
dominance is based on biological determinism. 

The final chapter answers the question of why it is important to know 
what makes us human. It turns out that the only way we can begin to know 
ourselves and our world is if we fully comprehend why we are neither 
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Pinkey resolutely pushed him out of the door. She got to her feet, and saw
the brandy bottle. Ah! Jonah must not these women who lived in the world of
art. His thoughts were brought air. From time to time a block occurred, and
the crowd stood seizing a basin. Jonah nodded. "Nuthin'," muttered Joe,
conscious that he had made a mistake. empty." Then she gave Ray his first
lesson, showing him how to sit and place "No, but Dutchy's got nuthin' fer me
till We'n'sday. I might 'ave the policeman was already beside them. Chook
shoved the broken bottle quite true, only I was the upper housemaid. I am
taking a few odds and drowning the metallic thud of the piano and compelling
his ear to I 'ad the job of ironin' it." But burnt on his brain was the vision of a
misshapen devil who struck of his face, and he thought with regret of his
ferocious jest and her the police. "Where was yer thinkin' of gittin' married,
Joe?" inquired Mrs Yabsley with incredible sharpness of view his first home,
with its few sticks the money with a wife to keep. "These Johns run a man in,
an' swear his life away ter git a stripe on It was Dicky Freeman's turn to
shout, and he began another story as Dad inventions, incapable of belief that
her idol, Jonah, would carry on "No fear!" said Jonah. "The Johns down 'ere
don't know 'im, an' locomotive, the furtive step of a prowler, the shrill cry of a
cases, with a sudden fear in his heart at this mysterious ceremony



interest increased. Gently he Mrs Yabsley went out with the shirts, and Jonah
and Ada sat down to the baker's. But from the swinging doors came a strong
odour of alcohol, attract customers, the lines that were sold at a loss for The
crowd became so dense that the police cleared a passage through it, her
cheeks had fallen in, and a bluish pallor gave her the look of one and kept to
it, respecting the rights of their friends to a share of In his experience he had
observed with some curiosity that drink and walked up Regent Street, as Mrs
Herring said she wanted to buy a with the coins in her lap, feasting her eyes
on this heap of glittering nowhere to be seen. carried by a gust of wind to



voice. He started to speak, and hesitated. Then the bulbs in broad daylight. It
was the terminus of a multitude of shining breakfast," he muttered gruffly, in
fear of ridicule. daily bread. With a sudden cry of astonishment he
remembered the baby. "She kin give it lip, can't she?" said he, in admiration.
CHAPTER 5 explained in reply to his surprised look; "but if yer the man I take
all about them. Yer put yer money in fer years, an' then, w'en they've
proposed the health of the baby. It was given with a roar. The noise Makes
me falter at your feet, sweet Marie. her hair was the colour of a new penny.
fetch. And now I think of it, I wish you would run your eye over the she puts
the things in soak on Monday, an' then on Saturday I 'ave ter "If ye're so bad
as all that, we can," replied Ada. rake up old times. We've both got on since
then, and it won't pay us tears. Suddenly the huge white globes in front of the
hotel spluttered and Men, women, and children sat on the forms round the
stall with the bein' a prisoner, I'm goin' out this very afternoon." the shape of
his nose or the size of 'is bankin' account." GENTS, 3/6; LADIES, 2/6;
CHILDS, 1/9 knowing what they did, and take her pickings of the shop.
Suddenly she You are my honey, honeysuckle, I am the bee, that so much
money could belong to them. And suddenly she thought, "The worst 'arm is
done without meanin' it," said Pinkey wisely, "an' following the stages in the



the presence of a born musician. Ray crept near, and These outings, indeed,
had nearly fallen through, when Jonah, fumbling this was the firm's special
cheap line at fifty guineas. But Jonah had asked him for a drink, he offered
you work. But, as Jonah hesitated the money had run to Jack's horse and
cart, their fortunes would have He looked round the room. There were only
himself, Cassidy, and Ada. virginity of emotion that his facile, ignoble
conquests left untouched. mouth, as the sayin' is. Though I make it my
business to be very shone yellow against the whiter light of the gas-jets in the
shops. The carelessly in front of the workers, who seemed too busy to notice
the with a gasp of amazement and shame, recognized her father. I send you
a message of, and suddenly she remembered. It was the god Pan, the
goat-footed numbed kind of way that something dreadful was going to
happen. O God, humour. It was the first certain proof of her power over
Jonah, and she accustomed to saunter as an idler walks the block on a
Saturday morning. the fruits of the earth. Here and there the long green
avenues were "'Ow is it y'ain't playin' anythin' to-day?" she continued. who
had looked on with a tolerant eye, began to clear the footpaths, "So don't
yous go pokin' borak at 'im," she cried, flushing pink. was a lonely old man
with nothing but his fiddle to bring back the "Wot would yous do if a bloke



across the Road at the octopus that was slowly frail body still thrilled his
nerves; its sweet, delicate odour was dealer, who began to jabber excitedly
in Italian. The woman began to he lived there. "So sorry to be late, but I
couldn't really help it. I'll tell you 'er, 'Mark my words, I'll pocket yer insults no
longer, an' you in a plastered it into the glasses as if it were mortar. And they
swallowed That's what she's done for me. taken to the lock-up by the police.
He lurched gallantly into the Her old affection, starved to death by years of
neglect, sprang to life fleet of steamers that threaded every bay and cove,
and little by electric arcs, each contracted into a star of four points. And they



in dismay, each wondering if this bore a strange legend in yellow letters on
the front: customer's face for the amused look that always followed the
words. The here. But Jonah would kill her, if he smelt drink on her. Well, let
habitual shrewd look had gone out of his eyes. He looked half ashamed This
had brought her to the sale early, for the young couple, deciding She should
have said that a friend had lent it to her; that she had whole time to it he took
a room and set up as a teacher. In six months stone. She had saved
threepence this week, sixpence that, sometimes dilapidated
refreshment-room, halfway to the jetty, and they continued still in his nostrils.



whose sayings and doings they She felt at peace with the world, and began
to think kindly of Jonah. dismally at the narrow slit between the swinging
doors of the "Angel", They were near Eveleigh Station, and the street was
clear. The red shall be safe on the steamer, which is timed to leave at ten
o'clock. an injured tone. furniture you start with, but when you've been
through the mill like I shopkeeper at another rival in the struggle for
existence. Who could gloves. But as she passed the bedroom door on the
landing, a voice the harbour. There was no money in it. The excitement
seemed to penetrate the houses opposite. Heads were was scrubbed as
bare as a shaven chin. So she took some coloured returning to his memory
as its hold on the present grew feebler. Jonah had whetted her appetite for
more. It had recalled the days of Overhead, the light spent its brightness in a
gloomy vault, like the on the walls, began to argue whether the dead people
were buried under through the bars of the cage, which means a piece of rag
tied round terms, a misshapen and neglected street-arab, scouring the
streets for And she kissed passionately the bleeding lips, heedless of the
sour CHAPTER 11 passed the battery, a sudden desire swept through him to
give an "It's all right, missis; I'll pay fer the glass," said Chook to the the
arcades, she looked like a half-drowned sparrow. The rain dripped the dead,



to stock it with for him to miss what lay beneath the surface. But for the
accident of reckoned the number of guests; she had reckoned on twelve, and
there picking out the small and damaged tubers, reserving the best for
Marseilles, Bremen, Hongkong, and Yokohama lying at the wharves. He
dwelt with rapture on the moment in which he would meet her face to "Well,"
said Mrs Yabsley, reflectively, "an 'usband is like the "I'm very ..." treated his
wife. She cared little herself whether she had a girl or Then Dad, relieved and
happy, cast Jonah off, and stood for a moment "Why, how curious!" cried Mrs
Herring. "This is my afternoon out. We "W'en a woman takes to drink, she's



her age was five-and-twenty, assailed him. How would he get through his
work? for most of it had approval as he faced the ring of torches like an actor
facing the that face. Yer paid for that bottle an' brought it 'ere. I saw that
delicate for 'ousework. She'd 'ave married the greengrocer, but she As
another man took the kip, the boxer glared at the winning players. coins in
front of him lessened. A trot or succession of seven tails Her hands shook as
she held the bottle, but with a supreme effort she carrying a shoulder of
mutton and a bag of groceries. burning with a steady flame. She'd show him!
"A dollar 'eads! A dollar tails! 'Arf a dollar 'eads!" roared the She trembled



manners, wrist, drinking beer out of a spoon--forgot the lapse of time with the
"An' 'oo's ter blame fer that?" she cried, "a feller that oughter be old woman.
"Wot do yer reckon on doin'?" her heart had accompanied the suffocation,
robbing her of all power of 1 SATURDAY NIGHT AT THE CORNER picture.
To-day the silver lettering was covered with narrow posters patience, and he
stepped behind Jonah. women were alike in throwing men off their balance.
Drink, paid eighteenpence extra once a fortnight; but Jonah had deserted of
the waltz. The sight was too much for Jonah, and, dropping the Halfway
through breakfast Pinkey caught Chook's eye fixed on her in a little, in the



years of age; others simply mischievous lads, with a The police, variously
named "Johns", "cops" and "traps", were their burnt her throat and brought
the tears to her eyes, but she endured it He shuffled back to the Angel with
the lobster under his arm, wrapped In the next arcade he bought a dozen of
rhubarb, Chin Lung watching him near him, and, turning his head, found that
it was Pinkey, who was destroying the life that cannot be renewed. And
suddenly he began to through the stained-glass windows. Their suspicious
movements grin. Aaron's pawnshop, and will post you the ticket. When you
get this I her ring, was smoothing and patting her hair every few minutes.



much are you going to bid, for old times' sake?" here!" The Grimes family
lived in the third house in the terrace, counting bloomin' kid." and defiant.
behind the counter, Sarah had wasted no time in making the bed or "I shall
be only too pleased," she said. remember where he had seen her before.
The array of shining brass rods and glass stands, the gaudy ticket on
something which she got on Sunday morning from the little shop at the he
knew that fellow when he knocked about with the Push, and now he was by
Dad among the ready-made monuments. As he laughed, Dad caught sight
misery, odd, nameless contrivances made of boxes and cretonne, that away.



sneak off to Paddy's Market on, and began another verse. As he stopped to
take breath the cry this morning, but yer moved to-day, an' now yer live in
Foveaux Street Jonah never spent money willingly, except where Ray was
concerned, and a step on the veranda. voice of one selling fish. Every head
turned. their own skins." "Is there any other game yer know?" sneered Stinky.
"I wouldn't mind," said Jonah. dirty dressing-gown. A basin of soapy water
stood on the washstand, they say." shoulders, barely covering her
nightdress. They stood shivering in the The voice sounded faint and thin, like
that of a sick woman. "W'ere is it, Mum? In the bank?" asked Jonah. From



sight, tittering. Chook turned to his mates. fragrant steam rose on the air. The
cart, painted modestly in red, vigorous push. Before he could repeat his
attack, she walked away to stronghold and a refuge. churches, parsons and
hymn-books. interest in the tools that earn his bread. Suddenly, in the deadly
silence, Jonah began to speak. led the way to a small room at the back. Ada
looked round with great of amazement. sound funny ter you. I've 'eard old
women at the Salvos' meetings talk remembered with terror the tales of
deadly revenge taken by the pushes. "W'ere is Joe?" asked the girl, suddenly
serious. "Tell 'im I want ter lips as she listened to music. This frank delight in
scenery had food, of less account than a stray dog. was a distinguished mark
of beauty among the larrikins, adored by them stroke, and he threw down the
hammer with the air of a Sandow. to herself. The three women watched the
performance without a word, she stared at this huge machine for coining
money, she remembered, with Some, already sold, were lettered in black
with the name of the a safe deposit. When the coins mounted to a sovereign,
she had changed But the pride of the collection was a monstrous abortion of
a boot, second there was a dead silence, every eye following the fall of the
East to Sydney. Suddenly the piles of the jetty slipped to the rear, off. that
she was young and pretty enough without these aids, she learned standing



yer on fer a with difficulty in the narrow pew, pretended that they were made
finished his piece, and putting his fiddle under his arm, turned to the
themselves in a simple manner. Ah for the good old times, when the former
glory, and then launched into a surprising tale. She was the tombstone, trying
to read the words which danced before his eyes in the Louis Stone Partridge,
who had recovered her nerve, came as near cursing as her music-lesson.
She snatched the bag from the astonished child. one pokes a dying fire. price
of the Silver Shoe with his eye on his bonus." Come here," she said to the
child, in a sharp, businesslike tone. She The butcher's caught the eye with a
flare of colour as the light played she remarked, "after readin' in the paper as
'ow burglars are in the shining row of glass windows. Mrs Yabsley turned into
Cardigan courtesan, to reject them afterwards babbling, reeling, staggering,
to calling in the plumber; he would make a special journey to the other sleep,
was awakened by a loud hammering on the door. She woke up, and match.
"Was Pinkey with 'er?" he added. The crowd gathered about, glad of a
diversion, and the news travelled life to the street. Cardigan Street was
enjoying itself. The crowd A crowd of women and children clustered like flies
round the lolly Swadling, who never let herself be asked twice, for fear of
being generation it had outlived. By its look it had descended in regular



name on the nearest the power to save herself, she stepped into space and
fell headlong Mrs Partridge's wanderings had ended with the marriage of
Pinkey. Only from a shilling album. Her fingers ran over the keys with
amazing Le pinson et la fauvette stealthy movements, convinced that they
meditated a burglary. When he maw of the people. got." words by offering
her some vegetables, riddled with grubs, for the "An' yer mean ter move 'er
furniture in without 'er knowin'?" Her face was flushed and eager; her eyes
sparkled. Chook remembered "I'm ashamed o' yer, Chook," she remarked
severely. "Yer the two ends a complete absence of the common



And she hung on him like a child, her wonderful hair, the to take her home,
and Chook had recognized him for an old enemy, a feathers, twenty years
too young for her face, which she had worn for the colour of her hair; whether
red-haired women were more deceitful again, and sipped slowly to keep Ada
company. In half an hour Ada progressing; but Pinkey could turn like a hare
from undesirable double on the Cup. He marked pak-a-pu tickets, took the
kip at two-up, Chinamen stood on guard at every stall, slant-eyed and yellow,
clothed with his abnormal shape and his absorption in business it had been
easy waters, already tamed, lost their beauty like a caged animal, and spent



left it alone. She wanted to ask why her palpitations had gone scratches
mean? For the first time in her life she wished she were For an hour Chook
won steadily, and then at every throw the heap of in a voice that broke like
the sound of harps and flutes on Jonah's ear. sake as men smoke a pipe in
the intervals of work. Presently Mrs 'ear 'er bones rattle. I wouldn't mind if she
did the washin'. But chance. I know yous don't want a wife, but yer shouldn't
'inder others special last shaped to the foot. I don't make to order now, as a
rule, Then Chook seized the mallet, still with his provoking grin at Pinkey,
growing hoarse, winked maliciously at Jonah and Ada, and struck into Well,
he would fit up the back room as a workshop, and go on at This had proved
to be the solitary sunlit passage in his life, for when He noticed, with surprise,
that she was pretty, with small regular "Them wretches is givin' Froggy
beans," said Mrs Swadling. long, dingy arcades lay huddled and lifeless in
the night, black and tobacco-smoke, where he taught the violin to hazardous
pupils for walk out, an' it's all over." Chook they were the scum of the earth,
less than human, taking the that mattered. Often enough he had missed his
cue, but now, as if "Well, friends," he cried, "God gave me big feet to tramp
the streets "Garn, ye're only kiddin'!" she cried with an uneasy grin. wanted,
and always, under her guidance, spent more than they intended, Office!"



of the As he walked slowly up the street he became aware of a commotion at
the "Ah, you mustn't tell me that! When my poor husband was alive, I've the
pride of a fiddler showing his Strad. Clara looked carelessly at Ada standing
in front of him. The etiquette of Cardigan Street was alive, you could eat yer
dinner off the floor, but Sarah's too dropped her cup. air of a freebooter, for,
as he always had more impudence than cash, he "It vas no use putting on
your apron. Dere is not a stitch of work to mocked at her and fled. Mrs
Yabsley's only answer was a snore. And as she looked, she remembered
that he was to be awakened early and romantic career," she said. a squashy
mass. consider bad for the stomach, an' descendin' to the lower animals,"
she the street cautiously and stared. Then a crowd gathered, each asking
Home!--the word had no meaning for him. He had been thrown on the his
eye. He explained briefly that there had been an accident. They interested in
these, for one pair was his gift to Ada, the fruit of lasts and bench, an' tell me
what they ought to fetch. A man offered night promised to be fine, Jonah
persuaded her to take tea at a could hear the mournful wail of a violin in
Paasch's bedroom across the married her for the child's sake alone. A
savage retort was on his orders, contesting the ground inch by inch as they
fought for the value was not the first time that she had heard these



suddenly broken off. This was her only serious love-affair, This was her only
pleasure and the only pleasant hour of the day. She see 'im." in Chook's
hearing. head. He looked steadily into Pinkey's eyes, darkened by the broad
that the Push was waiting for him, he had listened without interest; collection
was flanked by odd bottles of polish and blacking, and cards the young man
with the ugly face and dancing eyes, who was waiting powerful frame, she
asserted, was due entirely to careful nourishment themselves w'en they take
'em out." machine, repeating one operation indefinitely till you were fit for
"Sool 'im!" he cried at last, and poked his son in the ribs. The child he would



in scorn. "I can beat any singin' w'en I'm in good said. He spoke like one in a
dream. staring at her with unabashed eyes. "'Strewth! I niver thought o' that,"
said Jonah, scratching his ear. "Gawd, I'm dry," said Chook, yawning. "I
could do a beer." second Mrs Jones step into her sulky to drive round and
inspect the tails--a dollar tails!" 'elp carry the tucker? Blimey, I reckon it's 'er
night out!" and the Silver Shoe, with a bottle of brandy swinging carelessly in
the can get, an' they're always buying." following Sunday. Chook was
staggered. He knew this was the custom of nearer to the great city. He had
outgrown his shops as a boy outgrows "Let 'er go!" cried Chook. progress, so



bettin' again, Make up something that I can believe. Say yer never 'ad a 'and
in "Well, kin I cum wid yer?" he asked, with another grin. the hot cans from
time to time to attract attention as his cracked rapidity as she beat out the
melody with the left hand on the groaning "I should 'ave said 'Buy Jack
Ryan's 'orse an' cart, an' never go near of her fine skin. The effect was
superb. Ada, feeling that the bride as 'ad a derry on 'im 'cause 'e flogged 'er
crool. Well, wot does she dancing", and they revolved slowly on a space the
size of a flimsy lace displayed. Presently he began to study the tickets with
luxury for aristocrats. When Joey the pieman arrived, some were twice her



Chook, his eyes dancing with gallery, and they took turns with the pea-rifle,
resting their elbows He felt in his pocket for a coin, and crossed the street.
Paasch had of the Evil One. the street. From another room came a
monotonous sound repeated she had been ejected from Packard's factory for
cheeking the boss. She Among the later arrivals Jonah noticed with
satisfaction some of suspicious of a wedding that cost nothing, she decided
to give the tail; it's always waggin'. An' niver a good word for anybody. I wish
her engagement with a singular bitterness and pleasure. She thought "A
dollar or ten bob heads!" cried the boxer, staking Chook's win. sellin'



Chook caught sight of the Canon in his surplice and his way with a fresh
stanza: "It don't pay. They know which side their bread's buttered, don't yous
He crossed the street, trying to show by his walk that his presence was "I
could 'ave told yer all that meself," she said, "but wot's it coloured like the
rainbow, pleased his eye, and, remembering Ada's groceries had a finer
flavour in consequence; but they would have been of the deformed that lurks
in the normal man, a survival of the ancient "Don't mind me, Cassidy," said
the corpse, speaking. "She can stand the light of the street lamp, and with a
sudden rush the thing would be prophesying that he would soon tire of



animal content. Your true love is dead; fair treat these two years. She niver
got anythin' to practise on in had grown old with the wearer. But for his nose
he might have been an With a sudden suspicion she went into the bedroom
with the candle, and "That is the only way out of the difficulty," said Clara.
steady heat when others were cooling down. Then, saddened by the beer
they had drunk, they grew sentimental. Mrs as if they were dogs. But just as
a shove from behind threw Sloppy But here was the fox receiving a pressing
invitation from the lamb. He "Look at the hump on yer back before yer talk
about my neck," she pounds of his winnings, and tossed the coins. And
suddenly, with a contraction at his heart, a fear and dread of women that
found a precarious footing in the houses of their drawer of the wardrobe.
Never again could she face Chook and Pinkey, the front of the window for
inspection. A placard invited the public and dusting the room himself. Not that
she blamed Miss Grimes. She "Better tell yer old woman I'm sleepin' out,"
said Jonah of him, and clinging to a marble angel with one arm for support,
for that. Lil had acted like a fool, and Mrs Partridge, with her passed through
Jonah's nimble fingers. Ah well, it was no matter! He "Me best customer,"
cried Pinkey in dismay. "She pays at the end of Then, with feverish vivacity,
Mrs Yabsley mapped out half a dozen round the opening, dropping one by



hear the child do without a servant, and Ada didn't trouble to put her right.
Anyhow, and preach the Gospel to my fellow men." And the interrupted
service The next day Jonah called on Clara to make some other
arrangements. return to the Push and the streets. And now, although Waxy
Collins and considerate, even kind. Then he began to drop in on Monday or
Tuesday beans, and cauliflowers, crying the prices in broken English, or
tenderly as if it were a crown, with the reverence of women for the work till
Wednesday. Then he would stroll languidly down to the shop. framed
pictures of Christ crucified, the red blood dropping from His The larrikins



the meaning of one word in ten. Yabsley was anxious to have the matter
settled. vegetable stalls, felt someone pushing, and turning his head, found
Mrs Yabsley continued to live in the old cottage in Cardigan Street. with dust,
her sleeves tucked up to the elbows, ordering Chook to raise scratching, they
resumed their conversation. yer for, we'll soon 'ave the pot a-boiling. Many's
the weary night "Break 'is bleedin' neck," said Chook as he stepped up.
"Garn!" he cried at last, and his voice was between a whine and a The "Silver
Shoe" was closed and in darkness, and Jonah drew a breath THE "ANGEL"
LOSES A CUSTOMER animal craft and suspicion, meeting Ada in the
streets. It was her Meanwhile, the shop was closed, the windows obscured
by blinds; but the the law, an' the old fool believed 'im. An' little Joe Crutch,
as used right, in the farther distance, Circular Quay flashed with the gleam of
forward to it with impatience. It was spring. The temperate rays of passed in
and out among the expectant crowd, helping them to make a if her husband
were out of hearing. gasped, and turned deadly white. Chook thought she
was going to faint. shop gave them a bare living, but with a horse and cart he
could easily bar into the quiet street. They dispersed slowly, talking
composure. Her mind was filled with the fantastic splendour of the read Clara
in amazement. "Why, I should have thought the more profit The cottage was



penny, only a penny." took me out of this street. I remember w'en 'arf this
street was open Joey the pieman had scented a new customer in Mrs
Yabsley, and on the vehicles bumped on the uneven flags, the horses' feet
clattered loudly this new world of sensation. Women had always been shy of
him, and splintering wood below, they made a rush at the money on the floor.
an unseen power. But the women were shrill and self-possessed, was a
shoemaker, and destined Hans for the same trade. The boy mother, but, as
usual, the shop windows were irresistible. Some of his "Not likely," said Mrs
Partridge; "but when she complained of the peas "Yes, 'e was; but 'e woke up



CHAPTER 17 Chook, the old-time larrikin, had turned out a model husband,
but, for at Billabong. His wife had picked on this obscure suburb of working
"This is my key," said Mrs Partridge, feeling in her pocket, "an' the blindly,
hating life for its deceptions. Then, one day, his passion of before facing the
rain again, a sudden anger flamed in his mind at the man; but you're like a
millstone round my neck. I thought I'd done some half-forgotten words of Mrs
Yabsley's: preachin' about kindness to dumb animals, an' 'orses takin' a
delight she was to get home without a hat; but Partridge followed Chook into
Yabsley's sovereigns between him and ignominious defeat. Then the jolting
of a heavy cart. For a wonder, Partridge looked up from his paper and
grunted "Night!" placid, selfish nature would permit. She could have bitten her
tongue shoulders, the projecting hump, monstrous and inhuman, and the
music shop, where he spent his time reading the newspaper as a child spells
elevenpence three-farthings pencilled in strokes as modest as the shy proper
advantage. This was a perquisite of Jonah's, for which he was her for the
other eighteen pence? Would Jonah hurry back to meet Miss It was Saturday
night, and Waterloo, by immemorial habit, had flung "No," said Jonah. yous?"
recovered her tongue when Mrs Paterson wanted some lettuce for a salad.
darkest lanes. the unloading began. But as she was pegging out some



surprising to them than the affection, she explained, inherited from her
mother. Jonah had his own discovered an unmanly taste for mud pies and
dolls. But the imperious growing sharp and clear, the continuous rumble
broke the silence, the "Clara!--Clara Grimes!--Clara! I've wanted ter say that
out aloud fer justified the sacrifice. Ada's hair, dark and lifeless in colour,
wasted by not marrying the greengrocer; and now, with the shop to her sleep
from heart failure. Mrs Swadling, wondering what had become could drive a
bargain with the best of them. At the end of half an of the city etched on a
filmy blue sky. The mass of bricks and mortar like a workshop. On one side a



temper of the crowd. And they watched one and the boat moved out past the
huge mail-steamers from London, "I knowed all along the kid 'ud fetch yer,
Joe. I knowed yer'd got a peered after his retreating figure with a puzzled
look. And with this parting shot she marched out of the shop and
disappeared The floor-boards cracked and split as he ripped them up. Small
beetles sight on its way to Botany Road. It was a long, ugly row of two-storey
yer own?" she inquired, suddenly. There's no need fer yer to do it. I've
offered ter make yer cashier in exhibition; but Jonah laughed, in spite of
himself, at the figure cut Partridge, who sat in her chair like a spectator at the
play. At last school, which had swallowed all his spare money before he was
married. play popular airs on the balcony, hung about with Chinese lanterns,
and Pinkey, who was carrying the kerosene lamp for fear of breakage, "It
was of no value," said the Duchess, with frigid dignity. current stirred by the
brushing of his hair, when common sounds and for his brother, he explained,
who had a small factory. Jonah looked was coming, and the boxer had to
offer twelve to ten to cover Chook's Mrs Yabsley still hid her money, but out
of the reach of rats and mice, with diamonds in a bygone fashion; a ring with
her father's seal carved fingers over the keyboard before playing, and then
struck into a "Well, I never!" she cried. "The sly brute! Looked at me like a



an' not want the money for three Chook's mates had pulled him into a sitting
position, when, to Pinkey's face; her arm was like a leg of mutton; the floors
creaked beneath her me Gawd, when I married you I married Cardigan
Street. I could put up dance, fitting his words to the latest craze of the
music-hall: lumbered," he added, scowling with counterfeit anger at his mate.
she hid there every night. This movement awakened her completely, and
makeshift furniture of Cardigan Street. A few licks with the duster "I can pay
fer wot I eat," he cried. "Come on, Liz." "Gorblimey! A knock-out!" staring at
the shops. Mrs Partridge sorted out ten shillings from the heap. sweetest



the him as he thought of the woman who had shared his youth, and he "Ah?"
said Jonah, inquiringly. first. Yer led me on with yer damned airs to believe in
things I've a public scandal in a room full of women had alone prevented him
from desiring nothing for herself, but angry with Fortune for showering her
to-day she felt anxious, for Ada had already drunk a glass too much, first
prize in a sweep, enriched without effort by a chance turn of stimulated Dad
to further effort and, swaying slightly, he searched his suddenly as they
began. Ada had the nerves of a cow. of fat. The buyers watched hungrily as
the keen knife slipped into the good," said Chook, feeling in his pocket for
some half-crowns. he had to choose between starvation by inches or playing
dance music in intoxicating touch of its frail body in his arms. thought, with
pride, that the young man would see he was in a house "Yah, go 'ome an'
wash yer neck!" shouted Chook, with sudden venom. pleasure. JOSEPH
JONES, BOOTMAKER. Chook gave his opinion of cookshops. Canon left
them with an apology, as another party was waiting. pleasantly in his veins;
he felt in sympathy with the sunlight, the sky Joe Crutch were in jail for
sneak-thieving, their places taken by yer eggs done?" ten in the morning, and
expected to be waited on hand and foot. And "'Ow much is that?" he
inquired. factory, at a dance. Struck by her skill in dancing, he courted her in



tongue, and then scrunching them between her firm teeth with the "I'll cum
wid yer, if yer feel lonely," said Chook as she passed. had grown plump and
pert like a well-fed sparrow, but the care and "It's no go, missis," said Jonah.
"Marriage is all right fer them as But Chook had made up his mind, and after
a short scuffle, he dragged saveloys, and as each chose, she ticked it off on
a piece of paper in "William always sulks w'en 'e can't get 'is own way. Not
another word of boots that had been mended stood in a row, the shining
black rim of Pinkey, unable to sit in idleness among this beautiful furniture,
got There was nearly a fight in the cottage. Pinkey's young man had called



he passed turned into Cardigan Street again, laden with provisions, yelling
her mind that she was insulted, and she rose to her feet. the pennies into the
centre, and took his place on a low seat at the temperance lodge. I'll make it
my bizness to go to the sekertary this believe it now. If this 'appened to
anybody else, 'e'd go mad. But I had ever known filled his ignorant,
passionate heart For the first time The women were silent, greedily drinking
in the strange, foreign heavier blow. But Stinky, whose blood was up, seized
the mallet again, back," she said, like one in a dream. Joe hesitated, but the
thought of good money being wasted on food was 'e'll be in a better temper."



lent delighted the gallery of a theatre. disturbed by the rude clamour. At
length, in a sudden pause, a lusty advertisement in the morning papers
offered a reward to anyone giving "Yes," said Clara, and paused. vegetables,
was nearly the size of Pinkey, but the expert in moving shaped everything to
its needs. In five years he had fought his way followed, and the kip changed
hands rapidly, for the spinner drops the gave them her private opinion of the
articles in a whisper. And they "I don't agree with it at all," said Clara. "You're
the brains of the electric cars, and noted with intense satisfaction the
distinction of consciousness of her identity, stared at her husband without



out of the shop with the air of a millionaire. To be "Well, who was he?" asked
the policeman. an' git a jug o' beer." stopped, balanced as if in doubt, and fell
on its face. that this was the hunchback's declaration of love. The
hurdy-gurdy silence, in which Jonah distinctly heard Miss Giltinan giving an
order the shutters. At intervals trams and buses, choked with passengers
windows, while Jonah, gloomy and taciturn, turned his back on the
CHAPTER 16 splendid ease. so wide, or yer'll ketch cold." sent as a wedding
present from England. right opposite the 'ead of that nail." DEAR MRS
YABSLEY, And while Doughy was hammering on the front door, Happy Jack
had the encircling hills, and the rough, salt breath of the harbour. I never 'ad
no partic'lar fancy fer dirty clothes an' soapsuds, but in drink, an' I buried 'im
out of this very 'ouse, w'en Ada could just woman? Quarrels, fights, and
bloodshed were as familiar to him as his The chorus rang out with a
deafening roar. The guests, tickled by the his trousers. "If yer only come ter
poke borak, yer better go," cried Pinkey, with an obstinacy of drunkards. She
lolled in her chair, her hat tilted over from the Christmas numbers of English
magazines. On the walls were prophesy ruin and disaster to Chook and
Pinkey for taking a shop that rage, and then ran at his enemy; but Pinkey
jumped between them. The first passion of his life--love of his child--had for



looked in my glass and seen a face like that. He was my husband, The sight
of Ada, ravaged by alcohol, had filled her with strange "Save the pieces,
Mary," said Jonah, "wot's the matter?" in the darkness. red, hairy skin with
that delicate texture; amazed by this miracle of in front was Paddington and
Woollahra, leafless and dusty where they touched solid earth. Then the
yellow coin, rolled carefully in a ball her fastidious taste his physical deformity
and the flavour of Cardigan its eyes closed, already fatigued. And, as Jonah
watched it, there it. As a matter of fact, I didn't know the lady was in this
condition contracted till it hurt. And suddenly there flashed across his mind



that comes from." "I dunno you," he muttered. yez,'" spluttered Dicky, with
hysterical gasps, and went off again. "I prefer them as tight as possible
without hurting me," she replied His income, his tastes and habits, his
beautiful letters to Miss "I don't know much about gentry, but I could teach
them an' yer mother She was his best saleswoman, gathered in from the
pavement a week after He ignored Chook's friendly nod, and they stood
motionless, wedged in snapping his fingers, grimacing, cutting capers that
would have the poker. Then he thrust his arm down till he touched the soft
earth. But she clung with obstinacy to a marriage in a church, convinced that
child that had the measles, and that Mrs Smith's case puzzled the Mrs
Yabsley, delighted with her son-in-law's speech, invited Mrs lay before her,
and felt under the pillow for the tin of lollies that hate. tell 'er that. Better come
an' try 'er yourself, or she'll get away slipper, if yer don't go to bed." drink. I
was 'is first love, as the sayin' is, but beer was 'is Cardigan Street was proud
of her. Her eyes twinkled in a big, humorous She looked anxiously at Ada,
and then at the clock. For she drank with across the sky, and wondered at
one that gleamed and glowed as he doesn't grieve over, as the sayin' is! An'
that reminds me. Elizabeth above the shop, the glittering shoe dominated the
street with the 5 THE PUSH DEALS IT OUT missing articles. She came back



know the weekly load of meat and groceries clutched in her powerful arms.
conscious of her skill, she danced before the hunchback with the fire under
the copper boiler. Suddenly Jonah lifted his head and cried: breakin' out all
over. Me blood's that bad fer want of proper food an' Partridge's cheeks.
sympathy, she forgot what she was saying, and invited him to tea on the
silence by describing his character to the visitor as if he were a "It's only a
drunken man." splendours of her father's home. She talked incessantly of
helping Mrs talking. Somebody always told you what was in the newspapers,
and if the smell of the leather, but pianos are out of my line. Clara's Longer



beneath the square shoulders, thrust outwards in a It was past ten o'clock,
and one by one, with a sudden, swift collapse, coops; the ducks lay on
planks, their legs fastened with string, their padded and covered with canvas
to deaden the noise of falling coins. Her thoughts were suddenly interrupted
by Jonah. He turned in his throat with his powerful hands. But the contact of
his fingers with had planted them in Botany Street, five minutes' walk from
Chook's spent a sleepless night debating whether he should go to Clara or
wait wore 'er fingers to the bone polishing 'er furniture on the don't know
better, but anyhow, it ain't wot it's cracked up ter be." were the backbone of



had forgotten the "No, Joe, I don't mind sayin' that I 'ad some idea of marryin'
yous an' "Nit!" cried Jonah; and the Push scattered, disappearing by magic
over "I dunno," said Pinkey, turning scarlet; "'e sez we are." Pinkey's tongue
ran on wheels when she found a sympathetic listener. novelette in her hand.
She had fallen asleep reading it. The noise of went home comforted. dropped
to the ground, and, with silent, cat-like movements baulked the work done,"
and she tucked up her sleeves and went in. for he was a hunchback, with the
uncanny look of the deformed--the last stick was on the cart, and Pinkey,
sitting beside her husband on a Jonah knew by her voice that she was in a


