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IN MEMORY OF OLLE CARLSSON VIREDIUS

One day in August, 1936, three young men were sauntering down the main
street in Lund, a university city on the south of Sweden. One of the

youngmen was a cripple: his withered right stump dangled to and fro as
he pushed himself forward with the aid of two short, stout sticks and

momentary leanings on his shortened but still useful left leg. He was
listening intently to what the other two were talking about.

“Do you know," said the older of the two, "that James Joyce is in
Copenhagen?"

"No," said the other one who was alweys called Kid, "I don't. And
how do you know?"

"Well, Harald Elovson told me he had seen in Politiken - or was it
in Berlingske -\ueiL in their visitors' column, anyhow - he had seen
mentioned 'James Joyce, Irish writer, and wife'.. “hat do you say to
a trip across the Sound? We might be able to find out where the Joyces
are staying, we might even have a chance of meeting Mr Joyce himselfl"

For some reason, Kid did not appear enthusiastic. He thought there
was a chance in a million of meeting the half-blind Joyce and what would

his interest be in seeing a couple of Swddish students?

At this point Olle Carlsson (the cripple) said, shaking his ashblond
curls and smiling mischievously:

"Perhaps he would like to sample a Swedish bath house? Remember what

he wrote about 'the froeken, bomne & tout faire, who rubs male nakedness

in the bath at Upsala'?" He stressed the tout.
"He might, you know", said Arthur King, the oldest of the trio.
At this point Olle Carlson said goodbye to the other two:
"iell, I must go home now. Cheerio! Tell me wvhat you've decided on,

about Joyce, I mean. I might join you, you know".
+ o+ +

S0 much is certain that neither Arthur King nor T went to Copenhagen
during the Joyces' stay in the Danish capital. A couple of days later
Olle's landlady told me that her lodger had gone to Copenhagen to see a
friend and attend a meeting. I had quite forgotten about James Joyce and
his being in Copenhagen and thought he had gone to see his friend Lauge R,

Kallestrup’who by the way was as agile om his hands as most people are on
their feet,

Olle Carlsson and I had been acquainted for years and were in fact
friends, the way university students are. I knew that he came from
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