In the air

The Sea, the Sea!

Arlel Wagner Parker

I don’t think | =hall b= galng to the s
thls year so 'm bringlng the sea to me.

The need for the seas upinme sach
wear when summer stans liks an emotional
ihirst, o vague aching dizsatisaction of the
SENSES,

Even grey sen, with the suck and hiss of
water seraping down shingle and the burst-
irg_ raar as waves crash k on pebbles,
with outbreales of gull-bysterin overhend.

This was the sen 1 grewr up with. [n Lom-
dom itwas a]wuys an irwisible presence, the
Thames ite initiatory path and the crying
gulls its prophets. You knew: it was there,
not far away.

Lilo= home, you could go there if you bad

o,

Bt 1 really long for s=a of mare southerly
colours: gresn, turquoize, blos ummAa-
rin=, cobalt, purple the liqusdied li the
world bensath the leoling-glass, the sun
smakirg and quivering ower the stirring wa-
ier, sdfabsorbed, gemily rocking.

And rocking you as you flont spread-sa-
gled on the warm soft surface, feshng the li-
quid solidity of the wast deeprizss below
wou, the wamning sun abowe

Return ta the waters of the womb. Nomre
wadre iz mer.

The sza that Kenophon's soldisrs igr\eebed
with the famous ory , Thalase! Thalassa®

The ringing ecstasy of the oy is better
knowam that story surrcunding it, which
Xenophon tells in his Awabasis Kyrow, the

disestrous COwrus Expadition,” which he
kne=w from persoral experisnce. Athenian
Xenophon, soldier, post, historian, friend
of Sncraies.

In 401 BC, Cyrus the Younger organises
an expedition to the Persian Empire, in an
att=mpd to wrest the throne from his bro-
ther, King Aroxerves 11 Xenophon joins
him, aleng with ten thoumnd Gresk merce-
naries.

Bt Cyrus’ plan goes horribly wtong. He
hims=i{is killed in Iz at Cunaxa on the
Euphmates ond the , Ten Thousand” are left
leaderless on the alien plain between the Ti-
gris and the Euphrates. The armiss of Ar-
inxerees are after them and they ars ower
1.6060 kilometres sevay from bome.

Xenophaon is appointsd as one of the ga.
nerals in commmand who are to lead the re
treat from Curaxa. He and his soldisrs hat-
l= their way through varicus hostils pen-

=z in the valleyr of the Tighis and upper

uphrates, north-westaards sorose the
mouritains toward Trapezus inow Trabzon)
on the Bladk Se=a.

Exhsusted and despairing of ever rea-
ching the sea, they finally come to a moun-
iain about 50 kilometres dnland from the

ooask, which Xeno-
‘phion calks Theches.
The men of the
vanguard  clamber
up to the top of the
moun@in - and
thers it is before
them, shiming and
shimmying in the
distanoe.

wThalessa! Tha-
lgszal”

oIhersapon they

animals and horsss
mame galloping up.
But when they had
reachied the samemit,
thien indeed thiey =]
1o embracirg  one
ancther - gensmls
and cfficers and all

The Sea, the Seal

- and the t=ars trick-
led dean  their
cheeks"

In their joy. the
Greeks did not forget thedir duty and built a
gr=at stone caimn, to thank thegods for their

safe delivery.
Ten wears ago, British scholar Timothy
Mitford thought be had identifisd Xeno-

'I:\hon'-s Theches oz Deveboynu Tepe, 50 ki-
ometres south of Trabzom.

From the top of the mountain, Mitford
found ... a siupendous vanmge point
where perhaps men could stand and
gaze down on the distort sea” ... and the
circular base of a huge stone caim.

For the record, the shining moment of the
ory wns only the high point and not the
happy end of the campaign. Most of the
J=n Thousand®did manags to refum o
Greeos, but the political chaos they en-
counteted when they crossed the Bosphio-
rus left them just as isolatsd and defenceless
as they had been in Mesopotamia ...

Yet the famous cry went up and the mo-
ment has come down to us over nearly o
and a i millennia, continuing to miss our
spirits and fire our imagination.

And fuel disoussion.

There iz a longstanding dispute among
schalare about whether the ory was uttersd
in Attiz ar Daric, | Thalasza! Thalzssa™ ar
Thalatta! Thaiattz!".

James [oyes's amussd comment on the
subjectwss , Thelatter! The latter! And bis
pun inzpired him {0 some verbal sherani-
gans in Fa s Wake:

The Izitz.r’!‘?:l'ne litter!"; | we s=al chat lubs
vou lassers, Thallaszee®; lrolasua! Eolazea';
Galnta! Galata®; | tha hesy! tha lassyg!”

Jowce makes hiz cwn homoges o wofre
waére la meer ot the beginning of Liyses,
when  siately, plump Euci Mulligan
mounts 1o the parapet of the Marello tower
amnd gazes out over Dublin Eay.

JGod, he said quistly. Isn't the s=a what
Algy calls it: a grew swest mother? The snot-
green sea. The scrotumtightening sea. Epi
aiwopa powton. Ah, Dedalus, the Gresles, [
must teach vou. You must read them in the
original. Thalatis! Thalsta! She is our
great saeet mother. Come and look!

Forty years on, in his poem called Tha-
lassa, Lowis MocNeics hails the sea as the
Lh‘rn:ni thai makss men purs, stromg and

e
It ends:

Pt out fo seq, igneble comrades,
Whose necord shail be nobie wet;
i IEl.n‘l'r'.ug throeigh scarps of moping mar.
ble
The warmhe dores us fo be froe;
By 5 kigh star our courss s 5,
Ourend is Lafe. Puid out fo sea.”

The Sen, the S=a! It iz thers and you can
go ta it if you have 1o

[ cari ,run cut the beat" with Maclsice,
gaze out ower Dublin Bay with Bude Mulli-
gan ... ar =ven recall A moment of fodal
comterirnent, floating on my back in the
amtern Medilerranean, late cne warm af-
temoon, with only Turkey s=parsting me
fram th= Black S=a - over which the cry of
Xenophaon's , Ten Thousand” eschoes still. ..



