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Preface

by John Paul Riquelme

During my first semester in college, decades ago, I was asked by an
energetic Irish-American teacher, Gerald O’Grady, to read A Portrait
of the Artist as a Young Man and some essays by the American theo-
rist and critic Kenneth Burke. Like Stephen Dedalus in Joyce's nar-
rative, | was facing a difficult initiation into adult life, yet I did not
understand Joyce’s challenging book when I tried to read it then, for
the first time. Because I found it compelling, I reread the book sev-
eral times during the following semester, trying to make better sense
of it, without much success. It distracted me from other assign-
ments; it left a permanent impression.

This edition of A Portrait is meant for all those students and other
readers who recognize the book’s achievement in its effect on them and
who wish to understand the work more fully. The edition provides in-
formation and perspectives that may deepen readers’ own conclusions
about the book’s implications, which are various and debatable. The
annotations provided for the text are factual rather than interpretive.

The Text

The text of the narrative presented here is the authoritative version,
established by Hans Walter Gabler with Walter Hettche, originally
published with full editorial apparatus by Garland Publishing
(1993). Included with that text is a selection of key notes from the
Garland edition concerning textual variants. These notes, placed at
page bottom, are meant to allow the interested reader easy access to
options that were available during the editorial process. As Gabler
explains in his “Introduction: Composition, Text, and Editing,”
Joyce’s handwritten fair copy of the entire narrative, currently in the
collection of the National Library of Ireland, provided the “copy-
text,” that is, the base text that was modified editorially. The text is,
as Gabler puts it, “eclectic,” a necessarily composite version, be-
cause textual changes were grafted onto the fair copy, changes war-
ranted by later documents in the book’s history. I am grateful to
Gabler for allowing us to make more widely available the results of his

ix



X PREFACE

careful editing work, including the selections from his textual notes
for the Garland edition. “Why and How to Read the Textual Notes,”
which follows the “Editorial Introduction,” explains the enabling
character of the notes for the reading process. In his introduction,
Gabler discusses briefly the relevant composition and publication his-
tory of Joyce’s book, including the particular prepublication docu-
ments that have survived. Readers interested in obtaining more
details about that history will find ample, illuminating discussion in
the longer introduction to the Garland edition and in Gabler’s essay
“The Genesis of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.”"

Backgrounds and Contexts

In the late 1940s and the 1950s, the period just after their author’s
death, Joyce’s works received substantial positive critical attention.
They were considered valuable largely on the basis of readings that
involved attention to literary form and to so-called symbols, with lit-
tle or no attention to historical and political contexts. At that time,
modern literature had yet to be interpreted in light of empire-
building and colonization. The literary canon was also narrower than
it is now. For example, the writings of Oscar Wilde (1854—1900),
one of Joyce’s most important precursors, were still not widely dis-
cussed (a lingering effect of the scandal surrounding his conviction
for acts of “gross indecency”). Half a century later, critical ap-
proaches to literature attend more fully to issues of historical and
social context, and the canon has changed. But reliable historical
materials concerning many of our greatest modern writers have not
been readily available to readers who are not specialists. The “Back-
grounds and Contexts” section of this edition addresses that situa-
tion for Joyce's narrative by providing information about Irish
history, especially political history, with an emphasis on significant
events of the nineteenth century. This is the political history that
Joyce would have grown up with and that his artist protagonist,
Stephen Dedalus, knows from the inside. The documents concern-
ing Irish history carry forward through 1916, the year of the Easter
Rising, which marked a crucial turning point in Ireland’s becoming
a nation. The Easter Rising and A Portrait of the Artist as a Young
Man are both products of Irish historical directions that emerged,
on the streets of Dublin and in print, in 1916. Both signal some-
thing new and significant. The chronology that opens “Backgrounds
and Contexts” provides a slightly longer historical perspective,
reaching back to the Insurrection of 1798 and forward to the 1937
Constitution of Ireland.

1. Critical Essays on James Joyce's “A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,” ed. Philip Brady
and James F. Carens. New York: G. K. Hall, 1998, 83-112.
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The fourteen illustrations within the section reflect graphically the
history of violence—literal, political, and psychological—that informs
Stephen Dedalus’s world. These visual texts include prejudicial En-
glish political cartoons that represent the Irish, and in particular their
political leader, Charles Stewart Parnell (1846—1891), as monstrous.
The violence of internal Irish political disagreement is reflected in the
language and the cover of an anti-Parnell pamphlet, The Discrowned
King of Ireland. The extreme pressures on the young are evident in
the physical torments depicted in the woodcuts from Hell Opened to
Christians, a pamphlet that could have been distributed at retreats
such as the one Stephen participates in (Part III). The retreat’s de-
scription of serpents devouring the souls of sinners finds an aesthetic
counterpart in the Laocoin sculpture group, reproduced here, which
plays a key role in Stephen’s thinking about art.

Irish cultural revival provides an additional frame of reference for
reading A Portrait. The writings of Douglas Hyde (1860—1949) and
John Millington Synge (1871-1909) help illustrate the options Joyce
faced and presented to Stephen, because both Hyde and Synge
emphasize native Irish culture and because both took comparatively
moderate stances on cultural politics. Though Joyce relocated to the
Continent, he paid continuing attention to Irish culture. Displaying
a similar cosmopolitanism, Stephen Dedalus is not interested in
becoming fluent in Gaelic. He is headed toward Europe, not the
west of Ireland. His thinking about Ireland deserves comparison
with Synge’s descriptions of traditional Irish living on the isolated
Aran Islands off the west coast. Indeed, Joyce would have known
Synge’s book The Aran Islands (1907), aspects of which he evokes in
his presentation of Stephen.

Sharing Joyce’s education by Jesuits, Stephen comes to know well
and to practice for a time the rigorous spiritual exercises recom-
mended and formulated by St. Ignatius Loyola, the founder of the
Jesuit religious order. Excerpts from The Spiritual Exercises, includ-
ing the meditation on hell, are provided as material that Stephen
would know by heart or nearly so. (Hell Opened to Christians would
have been a supplement to The Spiritual Exercises.)

Finally, the relevant contexts include aesthetic matters. As Joyce
reached maturity, he encouniered the immensely influential Aes-
thetic movement, whose most important English advocate was Wal-
ter Pater (1839—-1894). Every aspiring artist in the English-speaking
world during the 1890s read Pater’s writings attentively. His response
to Leonardo’s Mona Lisa (La Gioconda) and his suppressed and
then revised and reissued closing to Studies in the History of the
Renaissance (1873-93) were among the most widely read belle-
lettristic passages of the late nineteenth century. Joyce imitates
aspects of Pater’s elaborate style late in Part IV, where it informs
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Stephen’s thoughts. Oscar Wilde was influenced by Pater, but became
an aesthete of a different kind. He was also the most successful
Irish writer of the generation preceding Joyce’s and Stephen’s. When
Joyce gave a title to his narrative about the artist, he may have had in
mind Wilde’s The Picture of Dorian Gray (1891), excerpts from
which are provided.

Criticism

Joyce’s works have attracted substantial attention from other writ-
ers, artists, theorists, and literary critics. Any selection from the
wide, voluminous commentary on A Portrait of the Artist as a Young
Man will necessarily be highly selective, even with regard to the
kinds of commentary that have appeared. In this edition, the “Criti-
cism” section presents work by three generations of commentators
on both sides of the Atlantic. The critical commentaries are nearly
all essays that have not been readily available through reprintings. I
have given equal emphasis to work by groundbreaking interpreters
during 1950-75 (Kenneth Burke, Umberto Eco, Hugh Kenner, and
Hélene Cixous, who are respectively American, Italian, Canadian, and
French); by a next wave of critics whose readings of Joyce respond to
poststructuralist thinking, to style, and to feminism (myself, Karen
Lawrence, Maud Ellmann, and Bonnie Kime Scott); and by younger
critics who develop the discussion by focusing on gender identity,
nation, religion, and history, including postcolonial history (Joseph
Valente, Marian Eide, Pericles Lewis, and Jonathan Mulrooney).
The “Selected Bibliography” presents suggestions for further research.
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Introduction: Composition,

Text, and Editing”

by Hans Walter Gabler

The seminal invention for A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man was
Joyce’s narrative essay “A Portrait of the Artist.”! The essay survives
in Joyce’s hand in a copybook belonging to his sister Mabel and
bears the date 7/1/1904.2 Submitted to the literary magazine Dana
(as likely as not in the very copybook), it was rejected within less
than a fortnight. According to Stanislaus Joyce in his Dublin Diary,
the rejection spurred Joyce on to conceiving of an autobiographical
novel, the opening chapters of which he supposedly wrote in the
space of a couple of weeks.? Stanislaus also tells us that, as the
brothers sat together in the kitchen on James Joyce’s twenty-second
birthday, February 2, 1904, James shared his plans for the novel
with him, and he claims that he, Stanislaus, suggested the title
Stephen Hero.

Joyce scholars have followed Richard Ellmann (Jj, 144—49) in
taking Stanislaus’s account altogether at face value. We have all per-
sistently overlooked May Joyce’s letter to James of September 1,
1916, in which she recalls James’s reading the early chapters to
their mother when they lived in St. Peter’s Terrace, with the younger
siblings put out of the room. May used to hide under the sofa to lis-
ten until, relenting, James allowed her to stay (Letters 11, 382—-83).
This intimate memory puts the beginnings of Joyce’s art in a different

t Revised excerpt from “Introduction,” A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man, ed. Hans
Walter Gabler with Walter Hettche. New York and London: Garland, 1993.

1. “A Portrait of the Artist” is most conveniently available in James Joyce, Poems and Shorter
Writings, ed. Richard Ellmann, A. Walton Litz, and John Whittier-Ferguson. London:
Faber and Faber, 1991, 211-18. The original is photographically reprinted in James
Joyce, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. A Facsimile of Epiphanies, Notes, Manu-
scripts, and Typescripts, prefaced and arranged by Hans Walter Gabler. New York and
London: Garland Publishing, Inc., 1978 (vol. [7] of The James Joyce Archive, 63 vols.,
general editor Michael Groden), 70-85.

2. That is, January 7, 1904.

3. Stanislaus Joyce, The Complete Dublin Diary, ed. George H. Healey. Ithaca: Cornell UP,
1971, 11-13.
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perspective. It suggests that he started his autobiographical novel al-
most a year earlier than has hitherto been assumed, probably some
months at least before August 1903, when his mother died. The im-
pulse thus seems to have sprung immediately from his first experi-
ence of exile in Paris in 1902-03. “A Portrait of the Artist,” of
January 1904, can appear no longer as seminal for Stephen Hero.
Rather, defined as the conceptual outline for A Portrait of the Artist
as a Young Man that it has always been felt to be, it stands as Joyce's
first attempt to break away from his initial mode of autobiographical
fiction. Against Stanislaus Joyce's idealizing of his brother’s tri-
umphant heroism in defying Dana, we sense instead the stymying
effect of that first public rejection. Digging his heels in and contin-
uing to write Stephen Hero was a retarding stage, even perhaps a
retrogression, in Joyce's search for a sense of his art and a narrative
idiom all his own. Stephen Hero was to falter by mid-1905, by which
time Joyce was freeing himself from its fetters through Dubliners.*
With eleven chapters of Stephen Hero written and its immediate
continuation conceived, Joyce left Dublin with Nora Barnacle, his
future wife, on October 8, 1904, for Trieste and Pola. Short narra-
tives, too, were fermenting in his head. In the course of 1904, he
had published three stories in The Irish Homestead: “The Sisters,”
“Eveline,” and “After the Race.” They were the beginnings of
Dubliners, to be enlarged into a book-length collection in Trieste. In
their exile, too, James and Nora soon found themselves to be expec-
tant parents. During Nora’s pregnancy, Joyce carried Stephen Hero
forward through its “University episode,” now the novel’s only sur-
viving fragment. Yet, closely coinciding with the birth of Giorgio
Joyce, he suspended work on it in June 1905.° From mid-1905, he
turned wholly to writing Dubliners. The protracted endeavor,
throughout 1906, to get the collection published ran persistently
foul even as, in 1906—07, he capped the sequence with “The Dead.”

The Emerging Novel

The time devoted to writing Dubliners was the gestation period of a
fundamentally new conception for Joyce’s autobiographical novel.
Suspending it in 1905 had, as became apparent by 1907, been

4. Hans Walter Gabler, The Rocky Roads to Ulysses. The National Library of Ireland Joyce
Studies 2004, no. 15. Dublin: National Library of Ireland, 2005.

5. The “University episode” fragment of eleven chapters—XV through XXV—was posthu-
mously edited (erroneously as chapters XV through XXVI) by Theodore Spencer in 1944
and subsequently augmented by the text of a few stray additional manuscript pages
(James Joyce, Stephen Hero, ed. from the Manuscript in the Harvard College Library by
Theodore Spencer. A New Edition, Incorporating the Additional Manuscript Pages in the
Yale University Library and the Cornell University Library, ed. John J. Slocum and Her-
bert Cahoon. New York: New Directions, 1963). The James Joyce Archive, vol. [8], collects
and reprints photographically the “University episode” and the stray manuscript pages.
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tantamount to aborting the sixty-three-chapter project of Stephen
Hero in favor of beginning afresh a novel in five parts and naming it
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. The first part was written be-
tween September 8 and November 29, 1907. Reworked from
Stephen Hero, it omitted entirely the seven initial chapters of that
novel—those dealing with Stephen’s childhood—and opened imme-
diately with Stephen’s going to school (cf. JJ, 64). We may assume®
that this early version of Part I, of autumn 1907, included neither
the overture of the novel as eventually published (“Once upon a
time . . . Apologise.” [Part I, lines 1-41]) nor the Christmas-dinner
scene ([I, 716-1151]; this at first apparently belonged to Part Il of A
Portrait, as drafted from materials reworked from Stephen Hero). By
April 7, 1908, the new novel had grown to three parts, but was mak-
ing no further progress. It was therefore sections of a work he had
grown despondent about that in early 1909 Joyce gave a fellow
writer to read. The reader was Ettore Schmitz, or Italo Svevo, at the
time Joyce’s language pupil. The supportive criticism he set out in a
letter of February 8, 1909 (Letters 11, 226—27), suggests that he had
been given Parts I through III, plus a draft opening of Part IV, in ver-
sions prior to those known from the published book. Specifically—if
inference may be trusted—the Christmas-dinner scene was still a
section of Part II, and the conclusion of Stephen’s confession in
Part III was yet unwritten.

Schmitz’s response encouraged Joyce to complete Part IV and begin
Part V. Yet this precipitated an apparently more serious crisis. Some-
time in 1911, Joyce threw the entire manuscript as it then stood—
313 manuscript leaves—in the fire.” Instantly rescued by a family
fire brigade, it apparently suffered no real harm and was kept tied
up in an old sheet for months before Joyce “sorted [it] out and
pieced [it] together as best [he] could” (Letters I, 136). This recon-
struction involved developing and rounding off Part V, thoroughly
revising Parts | through III, and shaping the novel as a whole into a
stringent chiastic, or midcentered, design. It was an effort of cre-
ation and re-creation occupying Joyce for over two, if not three,
years. On Easter Day 1913, he envisaged finishing the book by the
end of the year, but completing it spilled over into 1914. The surviv-
ing fair copy bears the date line “Dublin 1904 | Trieste 1914” on its
last page. Yet the date “1913” on the fair copy’s title page indicates

6. For what follows, see my in-depth analysis in “The Genesis of A Portrait of the Artist as a
Young Man," Critical Essays on James Joyce's “A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,” ed.
Philip Brady and James F. Carens. New York: G. K. Hall, 1998, 83-112.

7. It was not the Stephen Hero manuscript, therefore, as a persistent legend would have it,
but an early A Portrait manuscript that was thus given over to the flames, a fact that a
careful reading of Joyce's letter to Harriet Shaw Weaver of January 6, 1920, confirms
(Letters 1, 136).
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that Joyce’s Easter Day confidence was sufficiently well founded.
The design and much of the text were essentially realized in 1913.

Joyce left the manuscript behind in Trieste when he moved to
Zurich in 1915. He retrieved it in 1919 and presented it to Harriet
Shaw Weaver (1876—1961) for Christmas (Letters 1, 136), in grati-
tude for her support as his publisher and generous patron since
1914. Weaver saw to it that her Joyce manuscripts went into public
holdings. The entire work-in-progress lot of Finnegans Wake papers
in her trust should, she felt, go to Ireland. But Nora Joyce strongly
objected. Consequently, the British Museum in London received
them. In 1952, Weaver gave the fair copy of A Portrait of the Artist as
a Young Man to the National Library of Ireland.

The Serialization

On December 15, 1913, the American poet and critic Ezra Pound
(1885—-1972) wrote to Joyce from London asking whether he had
anything publishable that Pound could place for him in any of the
British or American journals with which Pound had connections.® He
had heard about the young Irish writer exiled in faraway Trieste
through Joyce’s fellow Irishman, then in London, the poet and play-
wright W. B. Yeats (1865—-1939). During those vital years of his pas-
sion to discover the new writers and promote the new literature,
Pound was specifically associated with The Egoist (formerly titled
The Freewoman and The New Freewoman) under the editorship of
Dora Marsden. With the concurrent prospect of the British publisher
Grant Richards’s finally publishing Dubliners, Joyce wanted Pound
and The Egoist to consider his new novel. The Egoist began to serial-
ize A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man in brief fortnightly install-
ments on, as it happened, February 2, 1914, Joyce’s thirty-second
birthday. Continuing through the spring and summer of 1914 and for
an entire year into World War I (despite recurring difficulties then in
delivering typescript copy from Austro-Hungarian enemy territory to
London), the serialization finished on September 1, 1915.

Owing to objections the British printers made for fear of prosecu-
tion for obscenity, The Egoist employed three printing houses in suc-
cession, and even so the text underwent cuts from censorship in
production. The first paragraph of Part III, a couple of sentences in
the bird-girl conclusion to Part IV, a brief dialogue exchange about
farting, and the occurrence (twice) of the expletive “ballocks” in
Part V were affected. Joyce did not read proof on the Egoist text.
Nor, beyond Part II, did he receive the published text to read until
sometimes many weeks or months after publication. (The wartime

8. Pound/Joyce: The Letters of Ezra Pound to James Joyce, with Pound's Essays on Joyce. Ed.
Forrest Read. New York: New Directions, 1967, 17-18.
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disturbances in communication were the obvious reason.) Neverthe-
less, he instantly spotted the censorship cuts in the published text. In
Zurich, within neutral Switzerland, he was cut off from all the notes
and manuscripts he had left behind in war-embroiled Trieste. Yet
from a prodigious memory—a faculty that was essential to Joyce’s
writing throughout his life—he reprovided faultlessly words and sen-
tences missing in the Egoist installments; with great determination,
he insisted on an entirely uncensored text for the book publication.

Toward the First Edition

In the spring of 1915, several months before the end of the Portrait
installments in The Egoist, Harriet Weaver, assisted by Ezra Pound,
embarked upon a protracted search for a British publisher of the
novel in book form. Grant Richards had the right of first refusal,
contracted with the publishing of Dubliners, and declined. Martin
Secker and, after long deliberation, Gerald Duckworth followed
suit. Ezra Pound’s attempts to interest John Lane—who in 1936 was
to publish Ulysses—were unsuccessful. Duckworth’s rejection of
January 1916 was based on a reader’s report from Edward Garnett,
which documents how categorically A Portrait’s construction and
style were beyond the expectations, and therefore the powers of
perception, of even a most esteemed literary reader of the time.®
Eventually, Harriet Weaver became a publisher and founded The
Egoist Ltd. expressly to publish A Portrait of the Artist as a Young
Man as a book. Yet, just as the established British publishers had
refused to take on the novel, British printers now proved unwilling
to touch it uncensored. (The then-recent legal proceedings against
D. H. Lawrence’s The Rainbow no doubt influenced their atti-
tude.) Weaver’s remaining hope was to arrange with an American
partner to supply her with import sheets for a British edition. The
promise of a satisfactory arrangement with John Marshall collapsed
when Marshall absconded to Canada. It was with B. W. Huebsch of
New York that a joint venture finally succeeded.

The Book Editions

B. W. Huebsch had become aware of Joyce through Grant Richards,
who throughout 1916 negotiated with Huebsch to publish Dubliners
in the United States with sheets imported from England. (The edi-
tion was brought out in December 1916, only a few weeks before
that of A Portrait.) He was alerted to A Portrait through E. Byrne
Hackett, an Irish-American bookseller and small-scale publisher to
whom, on Ezra Pound’s recommendation, Harriet Weaver had sent a

9. Garnett’s report is quoted in JJ, 403-04.
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set of uncorrected tearsheets, that is, the relevant columns cut from
The Egoist. Hackett forwarded these to Huebsch, who on June 16,
1916, offered “to print absolutely in accordance with the author’s
wishes, without deletion” (Letters I, 91). Providing him with copy to
allow him to do so was now, in the middle of World War 1, a trans-
atlantic challenge involving efforts at communication between New
York, London, and Zurich. John Marshall held a fully marked-up
printer’s copy, with corrections by Joyce in Parts I and II, author’s
corrections transferred into Parts III and IV by Harriet Weaver from
lists Joyce had sent her, and Part V in the original typescript. But
Marshall had disappeared, and all attempts to retrieve his set for
Huebsch failed. (From this calamity, our greatest loss is that of the
original Trieste typescript of Part V.) Weaver sent Huebsch a substi-
tute copy with Parts III and IV marked up according to Joyce’s lists,
but Parts I, II, and V corrected merely through her recollection of
Joyce’s changes or, with respect to Part V, just her unaided impres-
sions. Huebsch wisely refused to start printing from this copy, await-
ing rather the receipt of Parts I, II, and V in exemplars Weaver had
concurrently sent to Joyce to freshly mark up. These reached New
York on October 6, and on October 17 Huebsch confirmed that the
book was in the printer's hands. No proofreading other than
Huebsch’s house-proofing was feasible. Joyce was pressing for pub-
lication in 1916; this was even stipulated in the publishing contract.
On December 29, a few copies were bound, to justify the date, “1916,”
on the first edition title page. In January 1917, the edition entered
the American market, and 768 sets of sheets (for the 750 ordered) ar-
rived in London to be bound and marketed by The Egoist Ltd.
Joyce found the first edition in need of extensive correction. By
April 10, 1917, he had drawn up a handwritten list of “nearly 400”
changes, which he sent to his literary agent, J. B. Pinker, to be typed
with a carbon copy, so that, for safety’s sake, two exemplars could be
forwarded by separate mailings to New York. Yet by the time they
arrived, Huebsch had already printed “a second edition from the
first plates” unaltered. Weaver, who was also considering a second
edition, refrained from extending her joint venture with Huebsch
when she discovered that freshly imported sheets would not include
Joyce’s changes. She marked up instead an exemplar of the English
first edition (American sheets) as printer’s copy for the reset English
second edition, published under the imprint of The Egoist Ltd. in
1918. (Weaver eventually gave this copy to the Bodleian Library

1. This was a year to the day after Joyce had written a postcard from Trieste to his brother
Stanislaus, who, less protected by influential friends than James, had been interned as an
enemy alien in a camp in Lower Austria. (James therefore wrote the card in rather shaky
German [Selected Letters, 209].) He had written, so he informed his brother, the first

chapter of his new novel, Ulysses—which was destined, as we now know, to be set on June
16, 1904.
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in Oxford, where it is now shelved.) The “third English edition,”
published under the Egoist imprint in 1921, was, properly speak-
ing, another issue of the first American edition, using more sheets
imported from the United States.

In 1924, the publishing firm Jonathan Cape took over A Portrait
of the Artist as a Young Man and published the “fourth English edi-
tion,” which, in strict bibliographical terms, was the book’s third
edition. With the proofing and revising of Ulysses (1922) fresh in his
memory, Joyce proofread the Jonathan Cape Portrait more thor-
oughly and consistently than any other of his books after their first
publication. On July 11, he reported from Saint-Malo on work done
before he left Paris, which involved resisting suggested censorial
cuts® and insisting on the removal of the “perverted commas . . . by
the sergeant-at-arms” (Letters 111, 99—-100). Cape complied on both
counts—that is, he agreed to print without cuts and to remove the
quotation marks and reset all dialogue with opening flush-left dia-
logue dashes. Joyce appears to have read three rounds of proof on
the Cape edition. This marked the end of his attention to the text of
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.

This Edition

This Norton Critical Edition is a copy-text edition of A Portrait of
the Artist as a Young Man.? The copy-text it is based on is provided by
Joyce’s fair-copy holograph, held by the National Library of Ireland
and photographically reprinted in The James Joyce Archive. The sur-
viving fragments of the typescript, the few Egoist galleys preserved,
the Egoist serialization (1914—15), the first edition (B. W. Huebsch,
1916), the second edition (The Egoist Ltd., 1918), and the third
edition (Jonathan Cape, 1924) have been collated against the fair
copy; and the marked-up Egoist tearsheets, Joyce’s lists of correc-
tions, and Harriet Weaver’s marked-up printer’s copy for the 1918
British edition, as well as published and unpublished correspon-
dence itemizing textual changes, have been checked. This compre-
hensive survey has been the basis for preparing the edited text.*
Fundamentally, the edited text maintains the wording, spelling, and

2. Sylvia Beach, the American expatriate writer whose Parisian bookshop, Shakespeare and
Company, published Ulysses in 1922, records her “amazement at the printer’s queries in
the margins.” Sylvia Beach, Shakespeare and Company. London: Faber and Faber, 1960,
56.

3. That is, our edition has been constructed according to one of several alternative models
of editing, other such models being, for instance, the diplomatic edition, the documen-
tary edition, or the genetic or genetically oriented edition, as exemplified by James Joyce,
Ulysses. A Critical and Synoptic Edition. 3 wols. Prepared by Hans Walter Gabler with
Wolfhard Steppe and Claus Melchior. New York: Garland, 1984, 21986.

4. Except for letters, all manuscript materials relevant to the constitution of the text have
been photographically reprinted in The James Joyce Archive, vols. (7], [9], and [10].



xxii INTRODUCTION

punctuation of its copy-text, although it emends obvious slips of the
pen and authorial copying errors. Yet onto the copy-text it also grafts:
first, Joyce’s revisions on the typescript, in the serialization and in the
book editions of 1916, 1918, and 1924; second, his restyling of cap-
italization and compound formation without hyphens (i.e., com-
pounds in one word or two words) in the book editions; third, the
styling of speech with dialogue dashes, as insisted on for the Jonathan
Cape edition of 1924. Such editorial overwriting of the copy-text in
terms of authorial revision and restyling later in time than the copy-
text defines the edited text as a critically eclectic one.

The present edition adopts the edited text together with essentials
of the apparatus from the Garland Critical Edition of 1993.° For a
scholarly edition presents itself to its readers always as a network of
discourses. Meshed with the edited text are commonly at least three
further discursive strands, namely the so-called apparatus (that is,
collation lists and notes answering to the editing); the explanatory
material, or commentary; and the editorial introduction, essential
particularly for arguing the rationale of the editing and for outlining
the design of the edition. Each of these strands is represented in the
present edition. Taking over the edited text wholly from the critical
edition has also meant preserving the through line numbering for
each part that, independent of book paginations, was devised identi-
cally for the Garland and Vintage editions of 1993. The present “Ed-
itorial Introduction,” in its turn, is a revision and modification of the
introduction in the Garland edition. The textual footnotes in this
edition, furthermore, merge the three parts of the Garland edition’s
apparatus (i.e., its notes at the foot of the text pages, plus its ap-
pended “Emendation of Accidentals” and “Historical Collation”
lists). Moreover, this Norton Critical Edition features prominently
the fourth strand of a scholarly edition’s constituent parts, the com-
mentary. In fact, it does so doubly, both with bottom-of-the-page an-
notations and by means of the appended sections headed
“Backgrounds and Contexts” and “Criticism.”
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Wl’ly and How to Read
the Textual Notes

by Hans Walter Gabler and John Paul Riquelme

Readers of this edition should have little difficulty in drawing their
gains from the annotations, contextual materials, and critical essays.
But readers might benefit from some pointers on why and how to
read and study the textual notes.

The copy-text for this edition is not a draft but a fair copy.
Although it is not a document in which Joyce first wrote the text,
the fair copy of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man shows dis-
tinct traces of continued writing in revisions that focus, or freshly
generate, critically interpretable meaning. Such instances are
recorded in the textual notes, and a decoding of the notes’ formu-
laic foreshortenings opens the records up to interpretation. For in-
stance, we find recorded, at Part I, lines 101-02 and lines 28283,
that Joyce originally used different numbers when, on the eve of
Stephen Dedalus’s sickness during his first term in Clongowes
Wood College, Stephen changes from “seventyseven” to “seven-
tysix” the number on a slip of paper inside his desk in the study-
hall. Joyce erased something in the manuscript in both places. The
total erasure at 101-02 is indicated by a © in the footnote; but at
282-83, enough of the erased writing remains discernible to sug-
gest that the word first written was “thirty.” In itself, this informa-
tion seems inert. But since we are reading not for information
but to better understand and interpret a fictional text, we relate
Joyce’s minute revision of the numbers to the narrative. Because
the next sentence at lines 283—84 talks about the Christmas vaca-
tion being far away, we may assume that the numbers count the
days left until Christmas. Yet more significantly, this dating makes
Stephen’s sickness coincide with the death of the great Irish
statesman Charles Stewart Parnell (1846—1891). Synchronizing
historical time and fictional time, the parallel anchors Stephen’s
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fantasy identifications with Parnell and Christ in the narrative’s
very structure.'

Throughout, the textual notes provide readers with the opportu-
nity to understand aspects of the process by which the language for
the narrative they are reading came into being through writing, re-
vision, and editing. They also provide instances of verbal differ-
ences among the versions consulted during the establishing of the
text printed in this edition. Some of the notes enable us to recog-
nize Joyce’s changes to the handwritten fair copy, as we have seen,
or to a later typed or printed version, as part of his composing pro-
cess. Some of those changes were corrections, such as the addition
of a word that had been dropped during the transcribing of the fair
copy from an earlier document or during the composing of new ma-
terial for the fair copy. Other changes involved rewording that re-
sulted in different meanings, through either substitution or
addition of language. In effect, we have access to part of the
writer’s creative process. The notes also record differences between
the fair copy and later versions of the text in typescript, in printed
editions, or in changes that Joyce directed to be made. The changes
may be corrections to errors committed by the typist or by printers,
or they may reflect Joyce’s decisions to modify the narrative’s lan-
guage. In either case, the differences can bring out contrasting
meanings that affect our understanding of the passage’s implica-
tions. We have access through the notes to processes of textual pro-
duction between handwritten copy and printed versions, including
this one. Those processes, which involve decisions made by the
writer and his editors, extend a dimension already contained in the
narrative, which in Part V presents Stephen Dedalus’s process of
composing his poem. Joyce has memorably evoked for us there the
act of writing out by hand the text that Stephen is composing, but he
has also given us the finished text as it is set up as a printed docu-
ment.? The double vision of Stephen’s poem as process and as result
is one of the book’s most vivid effects. The textual notes allow the
reader to experience at points throughout the narrative, not just in
the section concerning the poem, some of the oscillations between

1. For a detailed analysis, see Hans Walter Gabler, “The Genesis of A Portrait of the Artist as
a Young Man," Critical Essays on James Joyce's “A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,” ed.
Philip Brady and James F. Carens. New York: G. K. Hall, 1998, 106—08; or the essay “The
Christmas Dinner Scene, Parnell’s Death, and the Genesis of A Portrait . . . " James Joyce
Quarterly 13 (1976): 27-38.

2. The process of writing the “Villanelle” section itself into Part V has been analyzed from
the fair copy in Gabler, “The Genesis of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,” 95-96.
For an interpretive commentary concerning the relation of printed text to the acts of com-
posing, writing out by hand, and reading, see John Paul Riquelme, “The Villanelle and the
Source of Writing,” Teller and Tale in Joyce's Fiction, Baltimore and London: Johns Hop-
kins UP, 1983, 73-83.
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the writer’s handwritten text and the version that ultimately emerges
as a published document.

The textual notes in this edition are an ample selection drawn
from the footnotes pertaining to the establishing of the text editori-
ally, as well as from the “Historical Collation” list in the 1993 Gar-
land Critical Edition of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. Some
of the information from the “Historical Collation” not already also
contained in the 1993 footnotes, concerning differences between
versions of the text, has been shifted to the footnotes of this edition.
The notes open with a line number and the reading in question from
the line indicated. This so-called lemma is marked off by a square
bracket. After the bracket follows a document indicator, marked off
by a semicolon, for the source of the reading of this edition. Where
the source is the copy-text—that is, Joyce’s autograph fair-copy
manuscript—the indicator (MS) is commonly absent, since implied,
though it is given where especially warranted. For example, the first
textual note for Part I begins:

12 geen] MS;

This means that in line 12, the word “geen” is written thus (with an
r missing, as in a child’s speech) in the fair copy; and a reason for
emphasizing the MS spelling is that the conventional word (“green”)
appears in all published versions, prior to the text in this edition, es-
tablished from that MS.

When the edition departs from its copy-text, the source of the
adopted reading is always given. For example, the seventh textual
note for Part [—

106 thrown--haha] aEg; jumped MS, Eg

—means that the language of line 106 from “thrown” through “haha”
(“thrown his hat on the haha”) has been accepted as a change away
from the copy-text, that is, the MS, which contains only “jumped.”
As the “a” before the source indicator (“Eg”) reports, Joyce changed
the language on that later printing of the text, namely, in this case,
the serial publication in The Egoist. In rare instances, the textual
editors have decided uniquely for the critical edition not to retain the
language of the MS, even though no document verifies Joyce’s desire
to have the change made. Such emendations of the MS are marked
by “e”; if a document partially supports the change, it is mentioned
after a colon. Any revision in the manuscript, such as a deletion,
insertion, or cancellation, is indicated using the system presented in
“Symbols and Sigla” (p. xxx). For example, the note to IV, lines
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385-86, places “the--keys” (followed by “MS”) between superscript
numerals and raised limit marks, as follows:

385—-386 the--keys,] ! the--keys '" MS

This note indicates that all the language from “the” through “keys”
(“the power of the keys”) was added to the MS during the first level
of revision. The addition is visible on the page of the manuscript
here reproduced, written in above the sixth line of handwriting
(p. xxix). Such additions happen to be more frequent in Part IV than
in the other parts. They are traces of the fact that the fair copy of Part IV
is older than the fair copies of the other parts, and that therefore
more instances of a later-stage revision are to be found on the MS for
Part IV.3 The note provides a reason and a basis for the reader to com-
pare the passage before the addition was made to the passage.
Beyond documenting sources of readings, the notes frequently
also report the language’s textual history through typescript (TS)
and Egoist serialization (Eg), as well as through the American first
(16) and the British first and second editions (18 and 24). This
record has been deemed especially pertinent where a departure in
transmission from Joyce’s MS has persisted into Chester G. Ander-
son’s Viking edition (64), even though that first attempt at a critical
edition was based on the rediscovery of the MS. For example, the
first note for Part I, cited above, continues after “MS;” as follows:

green Eg—64

This note means (as indicated above) that the other published edi-
tions, from The Egoist through the 1964 edition, print “green,”
while the MS has “geen.” Only exceptionally does the present edition
give a textual history of its readings where the 1964 edition already
reasserted Joyce’s MS or a warranted change to it. The full textual
record may be found in the 1993 Garland Critical Edition.*

In the printing of this edition, finally, as in the Garland and Vin-
tage editions of 1993, end-of-line hyphenation occurs in two modes.
The sign “=” marks a division for mere typographical reasons. Words
so printed should always be cited as one undivided word. The regular
hyphen indicates an authentic Joycean hyphen.

3. See Gabler, “The Genesis of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,” section 1, especially
pp- 85-86.

4. On only one occasion has an editorial decision of 1993 been reversed. At V. 2096 this edi-
tion does not follow the copy-text's ‘wenchers’; considering that form now an authorial
slip of the pen, it emends according to all published texts and reads ‘wenches’.
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Symbols and Sigla

The symbols employed in the apparatus sections of this edition
describe characteristic features of the writing and indicate se-
quences of correction and revision within the fair copy that provides
the edition’s copy-text.

¢ ) authorial deletion in the course of writing
Tltext NEw!T  text inserted/changed at first level of revision
("'"TEXT OLD) text cancelled at first level of revision

TN(texr oLD) TEXT NEW!™ text replaced at first level of revision
The symbols ' " delimit an area of change; a given
number indicates the level, an additional letter
identifies the agent (“A” =author; “s” =scribe)
%] space reserved in the autograph
& erasure
| illegible character(s) or word(s)
| line division in document

The document sigla employed in the apparatus sections are: MS,
TS, Eg, 16, 18, 24, 64, as summarized above (p. xxviii) and again

identified in the opening textual footnote.

Following the lemma bracket in the emendations,

e indicates a unique emendation in this edition;

e: indicates a unique emendation partially supported by the doc-
ument identified after the colon;

a prefixed to a document sigla (e.g., aEg, al6) indicates an autho-
rial correction/revision in or to the document identified by the
sigla.

irlanguage
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Et ignotas animum dimittit in artes.’

Ovid, Metamorphoses. VIII.188.

1. “He turned his mind toward unknown arts” (Latin). The Roman poet Ovid (Publius Ovid-
ius Naso, 43 BCE—17 cE) is presenting the decision of Daedalus, the legendary Athenian
artist and inventor, to move beyond the limits of the known in his attempt to escape with
his son, lcarus, from their island prison. After Daedalus had constructed a wooden device
that made it possible for Queen Pasiphaé of Crete to have intercourse with a bull, her
husband, King Minos, had Daedalus build a labyrinth to contain the Minotaur, the half-
human, half-bull creature born of the union. Daedalus flew out of the labyrinth and escaped
to Sicily with wings made in part of wax, but his son died after disregarding Daedalus’s
warning not to fly too close to the sun.
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Once upon a time and a very good time it was there was a
moocow coming down along the road and this moocow that
was coming down along the road met a nicens little boy named
baby tuckoo . . . ..

His father told him that story: his father looked at him s
through a glass:' he had a hairy face.

He was baby tuckoo. The moocow came down the road
where Betty Byrne lived: she sold lemon platt.?

O, the wild rose blossoms
On the little green place. 10

He sang that song. That was his song.
O, the geen wothe botheth.

When you wet the bed first it is warm then it gets cold. His
mother put on the oilsheet. That had the queer smell.

His mother had a nicer smell than his father. She played on 15
the piano the sailor’s hornpipe for him to dance. He danced:

Tralala lala

Tralala tralaladdy

Tralala lala

Tralala lala. 20

Uncle Charles and Dante clapped. They were older than his
father and mother but uncle Charles was older than Dante.

Dante had two brushes in her press.? The brush with the
maroon velvet back was for Michael Davitt and the brush with
the green velvet back was for Parnell.* Dante gave him a cachou® 25
every time he brought her a piece of tissue paper.

The Vances lived in number seven. They had a different

Copy-text: Holograph manuscript MS 920 and MS 921 at the National Library of lreland
(MS); Collated texts: proofs and published text of the serialization in The Egoist, London
1914-15 (Eg); first edition, New York 1916 (16); second edition, London 1918 (18); third
edition, London 1924 (24): 1964 Viking edition in the 1968 Viking Critical Library printing
(64).

12 geen] MS: green Eg—64 [see pp. xxvii—xxviii]

Eyeglass or lens (OED); monocle.

Platted. or plaited (that is, intertwined), strands (OED) of lemon candy.

A cupboard for clothes and other personal belongings (OED).

The Irishmen Michael Davitt (1846—-1906) and Charles Stewart Parnell (1846—1891)
were the most influential nationalist political leaders in the 1880s, when the narrative
opens, during campaigns for land-tenants’ rights and Home Rule (limited autonomy) for
Ireland.

5. A breath freshener and candy in the form of a pill made of cashew nut, licorice extract,
and sugar (OED).
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father and mother. They were Eileen’s father and mother.
When they were grown up he was going to marry Eileen.

He hid under the table. His mother said: 30
—O, Stephen will apologise.

Dante said:
—O, if not, the eagles will come and pull out his eyes.

Pull out his eyes,

Apologise, 35
Apologise,

Pull out his eyes.

Apologise,

Pull out his eyes,

Pull out his eyes, 40
Apologise.

o o o

The wide playgrounds were swarming with boys. All were
shouting and the prefects® urged them on with strong cries. The
evening air was pale and chilly and after every charge and thud
of the footballers” the greasy leather orb flew like a heavy bird 4s
through the grey light. He kept on the fringe of his line, out of
sight of his prefect, out of the reach of the rude feet, feigning to
run now and then. He felt his body small and weak amid the
throng of players and his eyes were weak and watery. Rody
Kickham was not like that: he would be captain of the third so
line? all the fellows said.

Rody Kickham was a decent fellow but Nasty Roche was a
stink. Rody Kickham had greaves in his number and a hamper
in the refectory.? Nasty Roche had big hands. He called the
Friday pudding dog-in-the-blanket. And one day he had asked: 55
—What is your name?

Stephen had answered:

—Stephen Dedalus.

Then Nasty Roche had said:

—What kind of a name is that? 60

And when Stephen had not been able to answer Nasty
Roche had asked:

30 He (NEW PARAGRAPH)] NO PARAGRAPH 16—64 59 Then] aEg; The MS, Eg

6. Senior students or teachers given the authority to supervise.

7. Probably playing rugby, though “orb” suggests the round ball, rather than the oval rugby
ball, that would be appropriate for Gaelic football, which was revived in the 1880s.

8. Youngest (for boys under thirteen) of three groups in the school, by contrast with the
“lower” line (ages thirteen—fifteen) and the “higher” one (ages fifteen—eighteen).

9. Shin guards (OED) in a numbered cubby or small locker, and a food container in the din-
ing area.



—What is your father?
Stephen had answered:
—A gentleman.

Then Nasty Roche had asked:
—Is he a magistrate?!

He crept about from point to point on the fringe of his line,
making little runs now and then. But his hands were bluish
with cold. He kept his hands in the sidepockets of his belted
grey suit. That was a belt round his jacket. And belt was also to
give a fellow a belt. One day a fellow had said to Cantwell:
—I'd give you such a belt in a second.

Cantwell had answered:

—Go and fight your match. Give Cecil Thunder a belt. I'd like
to see you. He'd give you a toe in the rump for yourself.

That was not a nice expression. His mother had told him
not to speak with the rough boys in the college. Nice mother!
The first day in the hall of the castle> when she had said good-=
bye she had put up her veil double to her nose to kiss him: and
her nose and eyes were red. But he had pretended not to see
that she was going to cry. She was a nice mother but she was
not so nice when she cried. And his father had given him two
fiveshilling pieces for pocket money. And his father had told
him if he wanted anything to write home to him and, whatever
he did, never to peach on a fellow.? Then at the door of the
castle the rector had shaken hands with his father and mother,
his soutane? fluttering in the breeze, and the car had driven off
with his father and mother on it. They had cried to him from
the car, waving their hands:

—Goodbye, Stephen, goodbye!
—Goodbye, Stephen, goodbye!

He was caught in the whirl of a scrimmage® and, fearful of
the flashing eyes and muddy boots, bent down to look through
the legs. The fellows were struggling and groaning and their
legs were rubbing and kicking and stamping. Then Jack
Lawton's yellow boots dodged out the ball and all the other

71 jacket.] pocket. Eg—64
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1. A member of the local judiciary; spread throughout Ireland outside Dublin, magistrates
were frequently Protestants, but by the late decades of the nineteenth century, Catholics

were sometimes appointed.

2. Central structure of Clongowes Wood College, founded 1814, the first and most presti-
gious boys’ school established in Ireland by the Society of Jesus, a Roman Catholic reli-

gious order also know as the Jesuits.
3. Inform on an accomplice or associate (OED).

4. As a Roman Catholic priest, the head of the school, or rector, would have worn the tradi-
tional ecclesiastical outer garment, “a long buttoned gown or frock, with sleeves” (OED).

J

. "A tussle for the ball among players (in various games)” (OED).
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boots and legs ran after. He ran after them a little way and then
stopped. It was useless to run on. Soon they would be going
home for the holidays. After supper in the studyhall he would
change the number pasted up inside his desk from seventyseven
to seventysix.®

It would be better to be in the studyhall than out there in the
cold. The sky was pale and cold but there were lights in the
castle. He wondered from which window Hamilton Rowan
had thrown his hat on the haha’ and had there been flowerbeds
at that time under the windows. One day when he had been
called to the castle the butler had shown him the marks of the
soldiers’ slugs in the wood of the door and had given him a
piece of shortbread that the community® ate. It was nice and
warm to see the lights in the castle. It was like something in a
book. Perhaps Leicester Abbey was like that. And there were
nice sentences in Doctor Cornwell’s Spelling Book.? They were
like poetry but they were only sentences to learn the spelling
from.

Wolsey died in Leicester Abbey'
Where the abbots buried him.
Canker is a disease of plants,
Cancer one of animals.

It would be nice to lie on the hearthrug before the fire,
leaning his head upon his hands, and think on those sentences.
He shivered as if he had cold slimy water next his skin. That
was mean of Wells to shoulder him into the square ditch? be=
cause he would not swop his little snuffbox for Wells’s sea=
soned hacking chestnut,? the conqueror of forty. How cold and
slimy the water had been! A fellow had once seen a big rat
jump plop into the scum. He shivered and longed to cry. It
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101 seventyseven] aEg; "(Oseven) seventy-seven'!™ MS; seventy-seven Eg 102 seventysix.]
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Days remaining until Christmas. On Joyce's changes to the manuscript here, see pp.
XXV—XXV.

Archibald Hamilton Rowan (1751-1834), an Irish nationalist imprisoned for sedition in
1794, stopped at Clongowes Wood Castle (before it was a school) while escaping to France
and reputedly threw his hat into the dry moat, or haha, around the Castle to mislead his
pursuers.

Priests and other members of the order living and working together at the college.

In the middle of the nineteenth century, James Cornwell (1812—1902) published a number of
books for instruction in grammar and composition, including The Young Composer (Michael).

. Thomas Wolsey (c. 1474-1530), cardinal and lord chancellor of England, died at an

abbey near Leicester in England on his way to trial for treason, having failed to secure
from the pope a divorce for King Henry VIII from Catherine of Aragon.

. The cesspool for the square, or urinal, behind the dormitory (Anderson).

Chestnut tied to a string to enable hacking, or striking against another chestnut until one
breaks.



would be so nice to be at home. Mother was sitting at the fire
with Dante waiting for Brigid to bring in the tea. She had her
feet on the fender and her jewelly slippers were so hot and they
had such a lovely warm smell! Dante knew a lot of things. She
had taught him where the Mozambique Channel was and what
was the longest river in America and what was the name of the
highest mountain in the moon. Father Arnall knew more than
Dante because he was a priest but both his father and uncle
Charles said that Dante was a clever woman and a wellread
woman. And when Dante made that noise after dinner and
then put up her hand to her mouth: that was heartburn.

A voice cried far out on the playground:

—All in!

Then other voices cried from the lower and third lines:
—All in! All in!

The players closed around, flushed and muddy, and he went
among them, glad to go in. Rody Kickham held the ball by its
greasy lace. A fellow asked him to give it one last: but he
walked on without even answering the fellow. Simon Moonan
told him not to because the prefect was looking. The fellow
turned to Simon Moonan and said:

—We all know why you speak. You are McGlade’s suck.?

Suck was a queer word. The fellow called Simon Moonan
that name because Simon Moonan used to tie the prefect’s false
sleeves behind his back and the prefect used to let on to be
angry. But the sound was ugly. Once he had washed his hands
in the lavatory of the Wicklow Hotel and his father pulled the
stopper up by the chain after and the dirty water went down
through the hole in the basin. And when it had all gone down
slowly the hole in the basin had made a sound like that: suck.
Only louder.

To remember that and the white look of the lavatory made
him feel cold and then hot. There were two cocks that you
turned and water came out: cold and hot. He felt cold and then
a little hot: and he could see the names printed on the cocks.
That was a very queer thing.

And the air in the corridor chilled him too. It was queer and
wettish. But soon the gas would be lit and in burning it made a
light noise like a little song. Always the same: and when the
fellows stopped talking in the playroom you could hear it.

It was the hour for sums. Father Arnall wrote a hard sum on
the board and then he said:

169 he] aBsent Eg—64

4. Sycophant; someone who sucks up to another (schoolboy slang; OED).
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10 A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG MAN

—Now then, who will win? Go ahead, York! Go ahead, Lan=
caster!’

Stephen tried his best but the sum was too hard and he felt
confused. The little silk badge with the white rose on it that
was pinned on the breast of his jacket began to flutter. He was
no good at sums but he tried his best so that York might not
lose. Father Arnall’s face looked very black but he was not in a
wax:® he was laughing. Then Jack Lawton cracked his fingers
and Father Arnall looked at his copybook and said:

—Right. Bravo Lancaster! The red rose wins. Come on now,
York! Forge ahead!

Jack Lawton looked over from his side. The little silk badge
with the red rose on it looked very rich because he had a blue
sailor top on. Stephen felt his own face red too, thinking of all
the bets about who would get first place in elements,” Jack
Lawton or he. Some weeks Jack Lawton got the card for first
and some weeks he got the card for first. His white silk badge
fluttered and fluttered as he worked at the next sum and heard
Father Arnall’s voice. Then all his eagerness passed away and
he felt his face quite cool. He thought his face must be white
because it felt so cool. He could not get out the answer for the
sum but it did not matter. White roses and red roses: those
were beautiful colours to think of. And the cards for first place
and second place and third place were beautiful colours too:
pink and cream and lavender. Lavender and cream and pink
roses were beautiful to think of. Perhaps a wild rose might be
like those colours: and he remembered the song about the wild
rose blossoms on the little green place. But you could not have
a green rose. But perhaps somewhere in the world you could.

The bell rang and then the classes began to file out of the
rooms and along the corridors towards the refectory. He sat
looking at the two prints of butter on his plate but could not
eat the damp bread. The tablecloth was damp and limp. But he
drank off the hot weak tea which the clumsy scullion, girt with
a white apron, poured into his cup. He wondered whether the
scullion’s apron was damp too or whether all white things were
cold and damp. Nasty Roche and Saurin drank cocoa that their
people sent them in tins. They said they could not drink the tea;
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5. The House of York, whose emblem was the white rose, and the House of Lancaster, whose
emblem was the red rose, opposed each other during the civil war in England later known

as the War of the Roses. Ireland sided with York. Lancaster won.
6. Not angry (slang; OED).

7. As opposed to third grammar, the other division of the third line, the youngest students;
the elements class studied spelling, grammar, writing, arithmetic, geography, history, and

Latin (Gifford).



that it was hogwash. Their fathers were magistrates, the fel=
lows said.

All the boys seemed to him very strange. They had all fa=
thers and mothers and different clothes and voices. He longed
to be at home and lay his head on his mother’s lap. But he
could not: and so he longed for the play and study and prayers
to be over and to be in bed.

He drank another cup of hot tea and Fleming said:

—What’s up? Have you a pain or what'’s up with you?

—1I don’t know, Stephen said.

—Sick in your breadbasket, Fleming said, because your face
looks white. It will go away.

—O yes, Stephen said.

But he was not sick there. He thought that he was sick in his
heart if you could be sick in that place. Fleming was very
decent to ask him. He wanted to cry. He leaned his elbows on
the table and shut and opened the flaps of his ears. Then he
heard the noise of the refectory every time he opened the flaps
of his ears. It made a roar like a train at night. And when he
closed the flaps the roar was shut off like a train going into a
tunnel. That night at Dalkey? the train had roared like that and
then, when it went into the tunnel, the roar stopped. He closed
his eyes and the train went on, roaring and then stopping;
roaring again, stopping. It was nice to hear it roar and stop and
then roar out of the tunnel again and then stop.

Then the higher line fellows began to come down along the
matting in the middle of the refectory, Paddy Rath and Jimmy
Magee and the Spaniard who was allowed to smoke cigars and
the little Portuguese who wore the woolly cap. And then the
lower line tables and the tables of the third line. And every
single fellow had a different way of walking.

He sat in a corner of the playroom pretending to watch a
game of dominos and once or twice he was able to hear for an
instant the little song of the gas. The prefect was at the door
with some boys and Simon Moonan was knotting his false
sleeves. He was telling them something about Tullabeg.®

Then he went away from the door and Wells came over to
Stephen and said:

—Tell us, Dedalus, do you kiss your mother every night before
you go to bed?

246 every night] ABSENT Eg—64; cF 251

8. Village on the coast south of Dublin.
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12 A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG MAN

Stephen answered:
—I do.

Wells turned to the other fellows and said:

—O, I say, here’s a fellow says he kisses his mother every night
before he goes to bed.

The other fellows stopped their game and turned round,
laughing. Stephen blushed under their eyes and said:

—1I do not.

Wells said:

—O, I say, here’s a fellow says he doesn’t kiss his mother
before he goes to bed.

They all laughed again. Stephen tried to laugh with them.
He felt his whole body hot and confused in a moment. What
was the right answer to the question? He had given two and
still Wells laughed. But Wells must know the right answer for
he was in third of grammar. He tried to think of Wells’s mother
but he did not dare to raise his eyes to Wells’s face. He did not
like Wells’s face. It was Wells who had shouldered him into the
square ditch the day before because he would not swop his
little snuffbox for Wells’s seasoned hacking chestnut, the con=
queror of forty. It was a mean thing to do; all the fellows said it
was. And how cold and slimy the water had been! And a fellow
had once seen a big rat jump plop into the scum.

The cold slime of the ditch covered his whole body; and,
when the bell rang for study and the lines filed out of the
playrooms, he felt the cold air of the corridor and staircase
inside his clothes. He still tried to think what was the right
answer. Was it right to kiss his mother or wrong to kiss his
mother? What did that mean, to kiss? You put your face up like
that to say goodnight and then his mother put her face down.
That was to kiss. His mother put her lips on his cheek; her lips
were soft and they wetted his cheek; and they made a tiny little
noise: kiss. Why did people do that with their two faces?

Sitting in the studyhall he opened the lid of his desk and
changed the number pasted up inside from seventyseven to
seventysix.! But the Christmas vacation was very far away: but
one time it would come because the earth moved round always.

There was a picture of the earth on the first page of his
geography: a big ball in the middle of clouds. Fleming had a
box of crayons and one night during free study he had coloured
the earth green and the clouds maroon. That was like the two
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brushes in Dante’s press, the brush with the green velvet back
for Parnell and the brush with the maroon velvet back for
Michael Davitt. But he had not told Fleming to colour them
those colours. Fleming had done it himself.

He opened the geography to study the lesson; but he could
not learn the names of places in America. Still they were all
different places that had those different names. They were all in
different countries and the countries were in continents and the
continents were in the world and the world was in the universe.

He turned to the flyleaf of the geography and read what he
had written there: himself, his name and where he was.

Stephen Dedalus
Class of Elements
Clongowes Wood College
Sallins
County Kildare
Ireland
Europe

The World
The Universe

That was in his writing: and Fleming one night for a cod? had
written on the opposite page:

Stephen Dedalus is my name,
Ireland is my nation.
Clongowes is my dwellingplace
And heaven my expectation.

He read the verses backwards but then they were not poetry.
Then he read the flyleaf from the bottom to the top till he came
to his own name. That was he: and he read down the page
again. What was after the universe? Nothing. But was there
anything round the universe to show where it stopped before
the nothing place began? It could not be a wall but there could
be a thin thin line there all round everything. It was very big to
think about everything and everywhere. Only God could do
that. He tried to think what a big thought that must be but he
could think only of God. God was God’s name just as his name
was Stephen. Dieu was the French for God and that was God'’s
name too; and when anyone prayed to God and said Dieu then
God knew at once that it was a French person that was pray=
ing. But though there were different names for God in all the
different languages in the world and God understood what all

2. As a prank.
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the people who prayed said in their different languages still
God remained always the same God and God’s real name was
God.

It made him very tired to think that way. It made him feel
his head very big. He turned over the flyleaf and looked wearily
at the green round earth in the middle of the maroon clouds.
He wondered which was right, to be for the green or for the
maroon, because Dante had ripped the green velvet back off
the brush that was for Parnell one day with her scissors and
had told him that Parnell was a bad man. He wondered if they
were arguing at home about that. That was called politics.
There were two sides in it: Dante was on one side and his
father and Mr Casey were on the other side but his mother and
uncle Charles were on no side. Every day there was something
in the paper about it.?

It pained him that he did not know well what politics meant
and that he did not know where the universe ended. He felt
small and weak. When would he be like the fellows in poetry
and rhetoric?* They had big voices and big boots and they
studied trigonometry. That was very far away. First came the
vacation and then the next term and then vacation again and
then again another term and then again the vacation. It was
like a train going in and out of tunnels and that was like the
noise of the boys eating in the refectory when you opened and
closed the flaps of the ears. Term, vacation; tunnel, out; noise,
stop. How far away it was! It was better to go to bed to sleep.
Only prayers in the chapel and then bed. He shivered and
yawned. It would be lovely in bed after the sheets got a bit hot.
First they were so cold to get into. He shivered to think how
cold they were first. But then they got hot and then he could
sleep. It was lovely to be tired. He yawned again. Night prayers
and then bed: he shivered and wanted to yawn. It would be
lovely in a few minutes. He felt a warm glow creeping up from
the cold shivering sheets, warmer and warmer till he felt warm
all over, ever so warm; ever so warm and yet he shivered a little
and still wanted to yawn.

The bell rang for night prayers and he filed out of the study=
hall after the others and down the staircase and along the
corridors to the chapel. The corridors were darkly lit and the
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3. Newspaper coverage, often biased and sensational, began when Captain William O’Shea
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the Irish Parliamentary Party.
4. The two divisions of the higher line, the oldest group of boys.



chapel was darkly lit. Soon all would be dark and sleeping.
There was cold night air in the chapel and the marbles® were the
colour the sea was at night. The sea was cold day and night:
but it was colder at night. It was cold and dark under the
seawall beside his father’s house. But the kettle would be on the
hob to make punch.

The prefect of the chapel prayed above his head and his
memory knew the responses:

O Lord, open our lips
And our mouth shall announce Thy praise.

Incline unto our aid, O God!
O Lord, make haste to help us!

There was a cold night smell in the chapel. But it was a holy
smell. It was not like the smell of the old peasants who knelt at
the back of the chapel at Sunday mass. That was a smell of air
and rain and turf and corduroy. But they were very holy peas=
ants. They breathed behind him on his neck and sighed as they
prayed. They lived in Clane,® a fellow said: there were little
cottages there and he had seen a woman standing at the half-=
door of a cottage with a child in her arms as the cars had come
past from Sallins. It would be lovely to sleep for one night in
that cottage before the fire of smoking turf, in the dark lit by
the fire, in the warm dark, breathing the smell of the peasants,
air and rain and turf and corduroy. But, O, the road there
between the trees was dark! You would be lost in the dark. It
made him afraid to think of how it was.

He heard the voice of the prefect of the chapel saying the last
prayer. He prayed it too against the dark outside under the
trees.

Visit, we beseech Thee, O Lord, this habitation and
drive away from it all the snares of the enemy. May
Thy holy angels dwell herein to preserve us in peace

and may Thy blessing be always upon us through
Christ, Our Lord. Amen.

His fingers trembled as he undressed himself in the dormi=
tory. He told his fingers to hurry up. He had to undress and
then kneel and say his own prayers and be in bed before the gas
was lowered so that he might not go to hell when he died. He
rolled his stockings off and put on his nightshirt quickly and

369 sleeping.] TS BEGINS

5. Pillars painted to look like marble (Anderson).
6. Village near Clongowes, whose chapel served as the parish church.
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16 A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG MAN

knelt trembling at his bedside and repeated his prayers quickly
quickly fearing that the gas would go down. He felt his shoul=
ders shaking as he murmured:

God bless my father and my mother and spare them to
me!

God bless my little brothers and sisters and spare them
to me!

God bless Dante and uncle Charles and spare them to
me!

He blessed himself and climbed quickly into bed and, tuck=
ing the end of the nightshirt under his feet, curled himself to=
gether under the cold white sheets, shaking and trembling. But
he would not go to hell when he died; and the shaking would
stop. A voice bade the boys in the dormitory goodnight. He
peered out for an instant over the coverlet and saw the yellow
curtains round and before his bed that shut him off on all sides.
The light was lowered quietly.

The prefect’s shoes went away. Where? Down the staircase
and along the corridors or to his room at the end? He saw the
dark. Was it true about the black dog that walked there at night
with eyes as big as carriagelamps? They said it was the ghost of
a murderer. A long shiver of fear flowed over his body. He saw
the dark entrance hall of the castle. Old servants in old dress
were in the ironingroom above the staircase. It was long ago.
The old servants were quiet. There was a fire there but the hall
was still dark. A figure came up the staircase from the hall. He
wore the white cloak of a marshal; his face was pale and
strange; he held his hand pressed to his side. He looked out of
strange eyes at the old servants. They looked at him and saw
their master’s face and cloak and knew that he had received his
deathwound. But only the dark was where they looked: only
dark silent air. Their master had received his deathwound on
the battlefield of Prague far away over the sea. He was standing
on the field; his hand was pressed to his side; his face was pale
and strange and he wore the white cloak of a marshal.

O how cold and strange it was to think of that! All the dark
was cold and strange. There were pale strange faces there, great
eyes like carriagelamps. They were the ghosts of murderers, the
figures of marshals who had received their deathwound on
battlefields far away over the sea. What did they wish to say
that their faces were so strange?

Visit, we beseech Thee, O Lord, this habitation and drive
away fromitall . . ..
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Going home for the holidays! That would be lovely: the
fellows had told him. Getting up on the cars’ in the early wintry
morning outside the door of the castle. The cars were rolling
on the gravel. Cheers for the rector!

Hurray! Hurray! Hurray!

The cars drove past the chapel and all caps were raised.
They drove merrily along the country roads. The drivers
pointed with their whips to Bodenstown. The fellows cheered.
They passed the farmhouse of the Jolly Farmer. Cheer after
cheer after cheer. Through Clane they drove, cheering and
cheered. The peasant women stood at the halfdoors, the men
stood here and there. The lovely smell there was in the wintry
air: the smell of Clane: rain and wintry air and turf smoulder=
ing and corduroy.

The train was full of fellows: a long long chocolate train
with cream facings. The guards went to and fro opening,
closing, locking, unlocking the doors. They were men in dark
blue and silver; they had silvery whistles and their keys made a
quick music: click, click: click, click.

And the train raced on over the flat lands and past the Hill
of Allen. The telegraphpoles were passing, passing. The train
went on and on. It knew. There were coloured lanterns in the
hall of his father’s house and ropes of green branches. There
were holly and ivy round the pierglass and holly and ivy, green
and red, twined round the chandeliers. There were red holly
and green ivy round the old portraits on the walls. Holly and
ivy for him and for Christmas.

Lovely . ... ..

All the people. Welcome home, Stephen! Noises of welcome.
His mother kissed him. Was that right? His father was a mar-=
shal now: higher than a magistrate. Welcome home, Stephen!

Noises . . . ..

There was a noise of curtainrings running back along the
rods, of water being splashed in the basins. There was a noise
of rising and dressing and washing in the dormitory: a noise of
clapping of hands as the prefect went up and down telling the
fellows to look sharp. A pale sunlight showed the yellow cur=
tains drawn back, the tossed beds. His bed was very hot and his
face and body were very hot.

He got up and sat on the side of his bed. He was weak. He
tried to pull on his stocking. It had a horrid rough feel. The
sunlight was queer and cold.

Fleming said:

7. Horse-drawn transportation.
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18 A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG MAN

—Are you not well?

He did not know; and Fleming said:

—Get back into bed. I'll tell McGlade you'’re not well.
—He’s sick.

—Who is?

—Tell McGlade.

—Get back into bed.

—Is he sick?

A fellow held his arms while he loosened the stocking cling=
ing to his foot and climbed back into the hot bed.

He crouched down between the sheets, glad of their tepid
glow. He heard the fellows talk among themselves about him
as they dressed for mass. [t was a mean thing to do, to shoulder
him into the square ditch, they were saying.

Then their voices ceased; they had gone. A voice at his bed
said:

—Dedalus, don'’t spy on us,? sure you won't?

Wells’s face was there. He looked at it and saw that Wells
was afraid.

—1I didn’t mean to. Sure you won’t?

His father had told him, whatever he did, never to peach on
a fellow. He shook his head and answered no and felt glad.
Wells said:

—I didn’t mean to, honour bright. It was only for cod. I'm
sorry.

The face and the voice went away. Sorry because he was
afraid. Afraid that it was some disease. Canker was a disease of
plants and cancer one of animals: or another different. That
was a long time ago then out on the playgrounds in the evening
light, creeping from point to point on the fringe of his line, a
heavy bird flying low through the grey light. Leicester Abbey lit
up. Wolsey died there. The abbots buried him themselves.

It was not Wells’s face, it was the prefect’s. He was not
foxing.” No, no: he was sick really. He was not foxing. And he
felt the prefect’s hand on his forehead; and he felt his forehead
warm and damp against the prefect’s cold damp hand. That
was the way a rat felt, slimy and damp and cold. Every rat had
two eyes to look out of. Sleek slimy coats, little little feet
tucked up to jump, black shiny eyes to look out of. They could
understand how to jump. But the minds of rats could not
understand trigonometry. When they were dead they lay on
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their sides. Their coats dried then. They were only dead things.

The prefect was there again and it was his voice that was
saying that he was to get up, that Father Minister had said he
was to get up and dress and go to the infirmary. And while he
was dressing himself as quickly as he could the prefect said:
—We must pack off to Brother! Michael because we have the
collywobbles. Terrible thing to have the collywobbles! How we
wobble when we have the collywobbles!

He was very decent to say that. That was all to make him
laugh. But he could not laugh because his cheeks and lips were
all shivery: and then the prefect had to laugh by himself.

The prefect cried:

—Quick march! Hayfoot! Strawfoot!?

They went together down the staircase and along the corri=
dor and past the bath. As he passed the door he remembered
with a vague fear the warm turfcoloured bogwater, the warm
moist air, the noise of plunges, the smell of the towels, like
medicine.

Brother Michael was standing at the door of the infirmary
and from the door of the dark cabinet on his right came a smell
like medicine. That came from the bottles on the shelves. The
prefect spoke to Brother Michael and Brother Michael
answered and called the prefect sir. He had reddish hair mixed
with grey and a queer look. It was queer that he would always
be a brother. It was queer too that you could not call him sir
because he was a brother and had a different kind of look. Was
he not holy enough or why could he not catch up on the others?

There were two beds in the room and in one bed there was a
fellow: and when they went in he called out:

—Hello! It's young Dedalus! What’s up?
—The sky is up, Brother Michael said.

He was a fellow out of third of grammar and, while Stephen
was undressing, he asked Brother Michael to bring him a round
of buttered toast.

—Abh, do! he said.
—Butter you up! said Brother Michael. You'll get your walking
papers in the morning when the doctor comes.
—Will I? the fellow said. I'm not well yet.
Brother Michael repeated:
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20 A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG MAN

—You'll get your walking papers, I tell you.

He bent down to rake the fire. He had a long back like the
long back of a tramhorse. He shook the poker gravely and
nodded his head at the fellow out of third of grammar.

Then Brother Michael went away and after a while the fel=
low out of third of grammar turned in towards the wall and fell
asleep.

That was the infirmary. He was sick then. Had they written
home to tell his mother and father? But it would be quicker for
one of the priests to go himself to tell them. Or he would write
a letter for the priest to bring.

Dear Mother
I am sick. I want to go home. Please come and take
me home. I am in the infirmary.
Your fond son,
Stephen

How far away they were! There was cold sunlight outside
the window. He wondered if he would die. You could die just
the same on a sunny day. He might die before his mother came.
Then he would have a dead mass in the chapel like the way the
fellows had told him it was when Little had died. All the fel=
lows would be at the mass, dressed in black, all with sad faces.
Wells too would be there but no fellow would look at him. The
rector would be there in a cope of black and gold and there
would be tall yellow candles on the altar and round the cata=
falque.> And they would carry the coffin out of the chapel
slowly and he would be buried in the little graveyard of the
community off the main avenue of limes. And Wells would be
sorry then for what he had done. And the bell would toll
slowly.

He could hear the tolling. He said over to himself the song
that Brigid had taught him.

Dingdong! The castle bell!
Farewell, my mother!

Bury me in the old churchyard
Beside my eldest brother.

My coffin shall be black,

Six angels at my back,

Two to sing and two to pray
And two to carry my soul away.

601 limes.] Eg; chestnuts. MS-TS

3. Decorated structure that holds a coffin during funeral ceremonies (OED).

575

580

585

590

595

600

605

610



I

How beautiful and sad that was! How beautiful the words
were where they said Bury me in the old churchyard! A tremor
passed over his body. How sad and how beautiful! He wanted
to cry quietly but not for himself: for the words, so beautiful
and sad, like music. The bell! The bell! Farewell! O farewell!

The cold sunlight was weaker and Brother Michael was
standing at his bedside with a bowl of beeftea.* He was glad for
his mouth was hot and dry. He could hear them playing on the
playgrounds. It was after lunchtime. And the day was going on
in the college just as if he were there.

Then Brother Michael was going away and the fellow out of
third of grammar told him to be sure and come back and tell
him all the news in the paper. He told Stephen that his name
was Athy and that his father kept a lot of racehorses that were
spiffing jumpers and that his father would give a good tip to
Brother Michael any time he wanted it because Brother Mi=
chael was very decent and always told him the news out of the
paper they got every day up in the castle. There was every kind
of news in the paper: accidents, shipwrecks, sports and politics.
—Now it is all about politics in the paper, he said. Do your
people talk about that too?

—Yes, Stephen said.
—Mine too, he said.

Then he thought for a moment and said:

—You have a queer name, Dedalus, and I have a queer name
too, Athy. My name is the name of a town. Your name is like
Latin.

Then he asked:

—Are you good at riddles?
Stephen answered:
—Not very good.

Then he said:

—Can you answer me this one? Why is the county Kildare like
the leg of a fellow’s breeches?

Stephen thought what could be the answer and then said:
—1I give it up.

—Because there is a thigh in it, he said. Do you see the joke?
Athy is the town in the county Kildare and a thigh is the other
thigh.

—O, I see, Stephen said.

—That’s an old riddle, he said.

622 It--lunchtime.] aBsenT TS-64

4. The juice of beef extracted by simmering (OED).
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22 A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG MAN

After a moment he said:
—I say!
—What? asked Stephen.
—You know, he said, you can ask that riddle another way?
—Can you? said Stephen.
—The same riddle, he said. Do you know the other way to ask
it?
—No, said Stephen.
—Can you not think of the other way? he said.

He looked at Stephen over the bedclothes as he spoke. Then
he lay back on the pillow and said:

—There is another way but I won't tell you what it is.

Why did he not tell it? His father, who kept the racehorses,
must be a magistrate too like Saurin’s father and Nasty Roche’s
father. He thought of his own father, of how he sang songs
while his mother played and of how he always gave him a
shilling when he asked for sixpence’® and he felt sorry for him
that he was not a magistrate like the other boys’ fathers. Then
why was he sent to that place with them? But his father had
told him that he would be no stranger there because his grand=
uncle had presented an address to the liberator® there fifty years
before. You could know the people of that time by their old
dress. It seemed to him a solemn time: and he wondered if that
was the time when the fellows in Clongowes wore blue coats
with brass buttons and yellow waistcoats and caps of rabbit=
skin and drank beer like grownup people and kept greyhounds
of their own to course the hares with.

He looked at the window and saw that the daylight had
grown weaker. There would be cloudy grey light over the play=
grounds. There was no noise on the playgrounds. The class
must be doing the themes or perhaps Father Arnall was reading
a legend’ out of the book.

[t was queer that they had not given him any medicine.
Perhaps Brother Michael would bring it back when he came.
They said you got stinking stuff to drink when you were in the
infirmary. But he felt better now than before. It would be nice
getting better slowly. You could get a book then. There was a
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book in the library about Holland. There were lovely foreign
names in it and pictures of strangelooking cities and ships. It
made you feel so happy.

How pale the light was at the window! But that was nice.
The fire rose and fell on the wall. It was like waves. Someone
had put coal on and he heard voices. They were talking. It was
the noise of the waves. Or the waves were talking among them=
selves as they rose and fell.

He saw the sea of waves, long dark waves rising and falling,
dark under the moonless night. A tiny light twinkled at the
pierhead where the ship was entering: and he saw a multitude
of people gathered by the waters’ edge to see the ship that was
entering their harbour. A tall man stood on the deck, looking
out towards the flat dark land: and by the light at the pierhead
he saw his face, the sorrowful face of Brother Michael.

He saw him lift his hand towards the people and heard him
say in a loud voice of sorrow over the waters:

—He is dead. We saw him lying upon the catafalque.

A wail of sorrow went up from the people.
—Parnell! Parnell! He is dead!®

They fell upon their knees, moaning in sorrow.

And he saw Dante in a maroon velvet dress and with a green
velvet mantle hanging from her shoulders walking proudly and
silently past the people who knelt by the waters’ edge.

4 L 4 4

A great fire, banked high and red, flamed in the grate and
under the ivytwined branches of the chandelier the Christmas
table was spread. They had come home a little late and still
dinner was not ready: but it would be ready in a jiffy, his
mother had said. They were waiting for the door to open and
for the servants to come in, holding the big dishes covered with
their heavy metal covers.

All were waiting: uncle Charles, who sat far away in the
shadow of the window, Dante and Mr Casey, who sat in the
easychairs at either side of the hearth, Stephen, seated on a
chair between them, his feet resting on the toasted boss.” Mr
Dedalus looked at himself in the pierglass above the mantel=
piece, waxed out his moustache ends and then, parting his
coattails, stood with his back to the glowing fire: and still, from
time to time, he withdrew a hand from his coattail to wax out
one of his moustache ends. Mr Casey leaned his head to one
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24 A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG MAN

side and, smiling, tapped the gland of his neck with his fingers.
And Stephen smiled too for he knew now that it was not true
that Mr Casey had a purse of silver in his throat. He smiled to
think how the silvery noise which Mr Casey used to make had
deceived him. And when he had tried to open Mr Casey’s hand
to see if the purse of silver was hidden there he had seen that
the fingers could not be straightened out: and Mr Casey had
told him that he had got those three cramped fingers making a
birthday present for Queen Victoria.!

Mr Casey tapped the gland of his neck and smiled at Ste=

phen with sleepy eyes: and Mr Dedalus said to him:
—Yes. Well now, that’s all right. O, we had a good walk,
hadn’t we, John?Yes . . . ... I wonder if there’s any likelihood of
dinner this evening. Yes . . . . . O, well now, we got a good breath
of ozone round the Head? today. Ay, bedad.

He turned to Dante and said:

—You didn'’t stir out at all, Mrs Riordan?

Dante frowned and said shortly:
—No.

Mr Dedalus dropped his coattails and went over to the side=
board. He brought forth a great stone jar of whisky from the
locker and filled the decanter slowly, bending now and then to
see how much he had poured in. Then replacing the jar in the
locker he poured out a little of the whisky into two glasses,
added a little water and came with them back to the fireplace.
—A thimbleful, John, he said. Just to whet your appetite.

Mr Casey took the glass, drank, and placed it near him on
the mantelpiece. Then he said:

—Well, I can'’t help thinking of our friend Christopher manu-=
facturing . . ..

He broke into a fit of laughter and coughing and added:

— .. . manufacturing that champagne for those fellows.

Mr Dedalus laughed loudly.

—Is it Christy? he said. There’s more cunning in one of those
warts on his bald head than in a pack of jack foxes.

He inclined his head, closed his eyes, and, licking his lips
profusely, began to speak with the voice of the hotel keeper.
—And he has such a soft mouth when he’s speaking to you,
don’t you know. He’s very moist and watery about the dew-=
laps, God bless him.
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Mr Casey was still struggling through his fit of coughing and
laughter. Stephen, seeing and hearing the hotel keeper through
his father’s face and voice, laughed.

Mr Dedalus put up his eyeglass and, staring down at him,
said quietly and kindly:

—What are you laughing at, you little puppy, you?

The servants entered and placed the dishes on the table. Mrs
Dedalus followed and the places were arranged.

—Sit over, she said.

Mr Dedalus went to the end of the table and said:

—Now, Mrs Riordan, sit over. John, sit you down, my hearty.

He looked round to where uncle Charles sat and said:
—Now then, sir, there’s a bird here waiting for you.

When all had taken their seats he laid his hand on the cover
and then said quickly, withdrawing it:

—Now, Stephen.
Stephen stood up in his place to say the grace before meals:

Bless us, O Lord, and these Thy gifts which through
Thy bounty we are about to receive through Christ
Our Lord. Amen.

All blessed themselves and Mr Dedalus with a sigh of pleas=
ure lifted from the dish the heavy cover pearled around the
edge with glistening drops.

Stephen looked at the plump turkey which had lain, trussed
and skewered, on the kitchen table. He knew that his father
had paid a guinea for it in Dunn’s of D’Olier Street? and that the
man had prodded it often at the breastbone to show how good
it was: and he remembered the man’s voice when he had said:
—Take that one, sir. That’s the real Ally Daly.*

Why did Mr Barrett in Clongowes call his pandybat’ a tur=
key? It was not like a turkey. But Clongowes was far away: and
the warm heavy smell of turkey and ham and celery rose from
the plates and dishes and the great fire was banked high and
red in the grate and the green ivy and red holly made you feel
so happy and when dinner was ended the big plumpudding
would be carried in, studded with peeled almonds and sprigs of
holly, with bluish fire running around it and a little green flag
flying from the top.
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It was his first Christmas dinner and he thought of his little
brothers and sisters who were waiting in the nursery, as he had
often waited, till the pudding came. The deep low collar and
the Eton jacket made him feel queer and oldish: and that morn=
ing when his mother had brought him down to the parlour,
dressed for mass, his father had cried. That was because he was
thinking of his own father. And uncle Charles had said so too.

Mr Dedalus covered the dish and began to eat hungrily.
Then he said:

—Poor old Christy, he’s nearly lopsided now with roguery.
—Simon, said Mrs Dedalus, you haven’t given Mrs Riordan
any sauce.

Mr Dedalus seized the sauceboat.

—Haven't I? he cried. Mrs Riordan, pity the poor blind.
Dante covered her plate with her hands and said:
—No, thanks.
Mr Dedalus turned to uncle Charles.
—How are you off, sir?
—Right as the mail, Simon.
—You, John?
—1I’'m all right. Go on yourself.
—Mary? Here, Stephen, here’s something to make your hair
curl.

He poured sauce freely over Stephen’s plate and set the boat
again on the table. Then he asked uncle Charles was it tender.
Uncle Charles could not speak because his mouth was full but
he nodded that it was.

—That was a good answer our friend made to the canon.
What? said Mr Dedalus.

—1I didn’t think he had that much in him, said Mr Casey.

—TI'll pay you your dues, father, when you cease turning the
house of God into a pollingbooth.

—A nice answer, said Dante, for any man calling himself a
catholic to give to his priest.

—They have only themselves to blame, said Mr Dedalus
suavely. If they took a fool’s advice they would confine their
attention to religion.

—1It is religion, Dante said. They are doing their duty in warn=
ing the people.

—We go to the house of God, Mr Casey said, in all humility to
pray to our Maker and not to hear election addresses.

—It is religion, Dante said again. They are right. They must
direct their flocks.
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—And preach politics from the altar, is it? asked Mr Dedalus.
—Certainly, said Dante. It is a question of public morality. A
priest would not be a priest if he did not tell his flock what is
right and what is wrong.

Mrs Dedalus laid down her knife and fork, saying:
—For pity’ sake and for pity’ sake let us have no political
discussion on this day of all days in the year.
—Quite right, ma’am, said uncle Charles. Now, Simon, that’s
quite enough now. Not another word now.
—Yes, yes, said Mr Dedalus quickly.

He uncovered the dish boldly and said:
—Now then, who's for more turkey?

Nobody answered. Dante said:
—Nice language for any catholic to use!
—Mrs Riordan, I appeal to you, said Mrs Dedalus, to let the
matter drop now.

Dante turned on her and said:
—And am 1 to sit here and listen to the pastors of my church
being flouted?
—Nobody is saying a word against them, said Mr Dedalus, so
long as they don’t meddle in politics.
—The bishops and priests of Ireland have spoken, said Dante,
and they must be obeyed.
—Let them leave politics alone, said Mr Casey, or the people
may leave their church alone.
—You hear? said Dante turning to Mrs Dedalus.
—Mr Casey! Simon! said Mrs Dedalus. Let it end now.
—Too bad! Too bad! said uncle Charles.
—What? cried Mr Dedalus. Were we to desert him at the bid=
ding of the English people?®
—He was no longer worthy to lead, said Dante. He was a
public sinner.
—We are all sinners and black sinners, said Mr Casey coldly.
—Woe be to the man by whom the scandal cometh! said Mrs
Riordan. It would be better for him that a millstone were tied
about his neck and that he were cast into the depths of the sea
rather than that he should scandalise one of these, my least
little ones. That is the language of the Holy Ghost.’
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—And very bad language, if you ask me, said Mr Dedalus
coolly.

—Simon! Simon! said uncle Charles. The boy.

—Yes, yes, said Mr Dedalus. I meant about the . . . . I was think=
ing about the bad language of that railway porter. Well now,
that’s all right. Here, Stephen, show me your plate, old chap. Eat
away now. Here.

He heaped up the food on Stephen’s plate and served uncle
Charles and Mr Casey to large pieces of turkey and splashes of
sauce. Mrs Dedalus was eating little and Dante sat with her
hands in her lap. She was red in the face. Mr Dedalus rooted
with the carvers at the end of the dish and said:

—There’s a tasty bit here we call the pope’s nose.? If any lady
or gentleman . . . ..

He held a piece of fowl up on the prong of the carvingfork.
Nobody spoke. He put it on his own plate, saying:

—Well, you can'’t say but you were asked. I think I had better
eat it myself because I'm not well in my health lately.

He winked at Stephen and, replacing the dishcover, began to
eat again.

There was a silence while he ate. Then he said:

—Well now, the day kept up fine after all. There were plenty
of strangers down too.

Nobody spoke. He said again:

—1I think there were more strangers down than last Christmas.

He looked round at the others whose faces were bent to=
wards their plates and, receiving no reply, waited for a moment
and said bitterly:

—Well, my Christmas dinner has been spoiled anyhow.
—There could be neither luck nor grace, Dante said, in a house
where there is no respect for the pastors of the church.

Mr Dedalus threw his knife and fork noisily on his plate.
—Respect! he said. Is it for Billy with the lip or for the tub of
guts up in Armagh?° Respect!

—Princes of the church, said Mr Casey with slow scorn.
—Lord Leitrim’s coachman,! yes, said Mr Dedalus.
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—They are the Lord’s anointed, Dante said. They are an hon=
our to their country.
—Tub of guts, said Mr Dedalus coarsely. He has a handsome
face, mind you, in repose. You should see that fellow lapping
up his bacon and cabbage of a cold winter’s day. O Johnny!

He twisted his features into a grimace of heavy bestiality and
made a lapping noise with his lips.
—Really, Simon, said Mrs Dedalus, you should not speak that
way before Stephen. It’s not right.
—O, he’ll remember all this when he grows up, said Dante
hotly, the language he heard against God and religion and
priests in his own home.
—Let him remember too, cried Mr Casey to her from across
the table, the language with which the priests and the priests’
pawns broke Parnell’s heart and hounded him into his grave.
Let him remember that too when he grows up.
—Sons of bitches! cried Mr Dedalus. When he was down they
turned on him to betray him and rend him like rats in a sewer.
Lowlived dogs! And they look it! By Christ, they look it!
—They behaved rightly, cried Dante. They obeyed their
bishops and their priests. Honour to them!
—Well, it is perfectly dreadful to say that not even for one day
of the year, said Mrs Dedalus, can we be free from these dread=
ful disputes!

Uncle Charles raised his hands mildly and said:
—Come now, come now, come now! Can we not have our
opinions whatever they are without this bad temper and this
bad language? It is too bad surely.

Mrs Dedalus spoke to Dante in a low voice but Dante said
loudly:
—I will not say nothing. I will defend my church and my
religion when it is insulted and spit on by renegade catholics.

Mr Casey pushed his plate rudely into the middle of the
table and, resting his elbows before him, said in a harsh voice
to his host:
—Tell me, did I tell you that story about a very famous spit?
—7You did not, John, said Mr Dedalus.
—Why then, said Mr Casey, it is a most instructive story. It
happened not long ago in the county Wicklow where we are
now.

He broke off and, turning towards Dante, said with quiet
indignation:
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—And I may tell you, ma’am, that I, if you mean me, am no
renegade catholic. I am a catholic as my father was and his
father before him and his father before him again when we
gave up our lives rather than sell our faith.
—The more shame to you now, Dante said, to speak as you
do.
—The story, John, said Mr Dedalus smiling. Let us have the
story anyhow.
—Catholic indeed! repeated Dante ironically. The blackest?
protestant in the land would not speak the language I have
heard this evening.
Mr Dedalus began to sway his head to and fro, crooning like
a country singer.
—I am no protestant, I tell you again, said Mr Casey flushing.
Mr Dedalus, still crooning and swaying his head, began to
sing in a grunting nasal tone:

O, come all you Roman catholics
That never went to mass.

He took up his knife and fork again in good humour and set
to eating, saying to Mr Casey:

—Let us have the story, John. It will help us to digest.

Stephen looked with affection at Mr Casey’s face which
stared across the table over his joined hands. He liked to sit
near him at the fire, looking up at his dark fierce face. But his
dark eyes were never fierce and his slow voice was good to
listen to. But why was he then against the priests? Because
Dante must be right then. But he had heard his father say that
she was a spoiled nun and that she had come out of the convent
in the Alleghanies when her brothers had got the money from
the savages for the trinkets and chainies.? Perhaps that made her
severe against Parnell. And she did not like him to play with
Eileen because Eileen was a protestant and when she was
young she knew children that used to play with protestants and
the protestants used to make fun of the litany of the Blessed
Virgin. Tower of Ivory, they used to say, House of Gold!* How
could a woman be a tower of ivory or a house of gold? Who
was right then? And he remembered the evening in the infirm=
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2. Most prejudiced against Catholics.

3. A spoiled nun would have renounced her vows or never completed her training. The
Allegheny Mountains are in the eastern U.S. The brothers cheated African natives in

their trading.
4. Phrases from the “Litany of Our Lady” (of Loreto) applied to the Virgin Mary.



ary in Clongowes, the dark waters, the light at the pierhead
and the moan of sorrow from the people when they had heard.

Eileen had long white hands. One evening when playing tig>
she had put her hands over his eyes: long and white and thin
and cold and soft. That was ivory: a cold white thing. That
was the meaning of Tower of Ivory.

—The story is very short and sweet, Mr Casey said. It was one
day down in Arklow, a cold bitter day, not long before the
chief® died. May God have mercy on him!

He closed his eyes wearily and paused. Mr Dedalus took a
bone from his plate and tore some meat from it with his teeth,
saying:

—Before he was killed, you mean.

Mr Casey opened his eyes, sighed and went on:

—It was down in Arklow one day. We were down there at a
meeting and after the meeting was over we had to make our
way to the railway station through the crowd. Such booing and
baaing, man, you never heard. They called us all the names in
the world. Well there was one old lady, and a drunken old
harridan she was surely, that paid all her attention to me. She
kept dancing along beside me in the mud bawling and scream=
ing into my face: Priesthunter! The Paris Funds! Mr Fox! Kitty
O’Shea!”

—And what did you do, John? asked Mr Dedalus.

—I let her bawl away, said Mr Casey. It was a cold day and to
keep up my heart I had (saving your presence, ma’am) a quid of
Tullamore® in my mouth and sure I couldn’t say a word in any
case because my mouth was full of tobacco juice.

—Well, John?

—Well. I let her bawl away to her heart’s content Kitty O’Shea
and the rest of it till at last she called that lady a name that I
won'’t sully this Christmas board nor your ears, ma’am, nor my
own lips by repeating.

He paused. Mr Dedalus, lifting his head from the bone,
asked:

—And what did you do, John?

—Do! said Mr Casey. She stuck her ugly old face up at me
when she said it and I had my mouth full of tobacco juice. I
bent down to her and Phth! says I to her like that.

5. Children’s game also known as “tag” (OED).
6. Parnell.
5
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He turned aside and made the act of spitting.
—Phth! says I to her like that, right into her eye.

He clapped a hand to his eye and gave a hoarse scream of
pain.

—O Jesus, Mary and Joseph! says she. I'm blinded! I'm
blinded and drownded!

He stopped in a fit of coughing and laughter, repeating:
—I'm blinded entirely!

Mr Dedalus laughed loudly and lay back in his chair while
uncle Charles swayed his head to and fro.

Dante looked terribly angry and repeated while they
laughed:

—Very nice! Ha! Very nice!

[t was not nice about the spit in the woman'’s eye. But what
was the name the woman had called Kitty O’Shea that Mr
Casey would not repeat? He thought of Mr Casey walking
through the crowds of people and making speeches from a
wagonette. That was what he had been in prison for and he
remembered that one night Sergeant O'Neill had come to the
house and had stood in the hall, talking in a low voice with his
father and chewing nervously at the chinstrap of his cap. And
that night Mr Casey had not gone to Dublin by train but a car
had come to the door and he had heard his father say some=
thing about the Cabinteely road.’

He was for Ireland and Parnell and so was his father: and so
was Dante too for one night at the band on the esplanade she
had hit a gentleman on the head with her umbrella because he
had taken off his hat when the band played God save the
Queen at the end.

Mr Dedalus gave a snort of contempt.

—Ah, John, he said. It is true for them. We are an unfortunate
priestridden race and always were and always will be till the
end of the chapter.

Uncle Charles shook his head, saying:

—A bad business! A bad business!

Mr Dedalus repeated:

—A priestridden Godforsaken race!

He pointed to the portrait of his grandfather on the wall to
his right.

—Do you see that old chap up there, John? he said. He was a
good Irishman when there was no money in the job. He was
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condemned to death as a whiteboy.! But he had a saying about
our clerical friends, that he would never let one of them put his
two feet under his mahogany.

Dante broke in angrily:

—If we are a priestridden race we ought to be proud of it! 109
They are the apple of God’s eye. Touch them not, says Christ,

for they are the apple of My eye.?

—And can we not love our country then? asked Mr Casey. Are

we not to follow the man that was born to lead us?

—A traitor to his country! replied Dante. A traitor, an adul= 1095
terer! The priests were right to abandon him. The priests were
always the true friends of Ireland.

—Were they, faith? said Mr Casey.

He threw his fist on the table and, frowning angrily, pro-
truded one finger after another. 1100
—Didn’t the bishops of Ireland betray us in the time of the
union when bishop Lanigan presented an address of loyalty to
the marquess Cornwallis? Didn’t the bishops and priests sell
the aspirations of this country in 1829 in return for catholic
emancipation? Didn’t they denounce the fenian movement 1105
from the pulpit and in the confession box? And didn't they
dishonour the ashes of Terence Bellew MacManus??

His face was glowing with anger and Stephen felt the glow
rise to his own cheek as the spoken words thrilled him. Mr
Dedalus uttered a guffaw of coarse scorn. 1110
—Q, by God, he cried, I forgot little old Paul Cullen!* Another
apple of God’s eye!

Dante bent across the table and cried to Mr Casey:

—Right! Right! They were always right! God and morality and

religion come first. 1115
Mrs Dedalus, seeing her excitement, said to her:

—Mrs Riordan, don'’t excite yourself answering them.

1102 to] TS; of MS 1103 Didn't) DidV'n't'"MS 1104 this] MS; their TS-64

I. Name applied to violent protestors for tenants’ rights who wore white shirts when they
made their raids at night.

2. The phrase “apple of my eye” occurs in Zacharias 2.8, in the Old Testament; the words
are not Christ's.

3. This paragraph refers to compromises made over a period of three decades after the Act
of Union of 1800 on the way to achieving Catholic emancipation in 1829. James Lanigan
was bishop of Ossory. Charles, Marquess Cornwallis, became viceroy and commander-in-
chief of Ireland during the rebellion of 1798. The Fenian Brotherhood, also known as the
Irish Republican Brotherhood, was a militant nationalist group active in lIreland and the
U.S. beginning in the 1850s. When MacManus, a nationalist deported to Australia, was
denied a state funeral in 1861, the Fenians organized their first significant public demon-
stration.

4. Archbishop of Dublin from 1852 to 1878; he condemned the Fenians and other forms of
revolutionary nationalism.
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—God and religion before everything! Dante cried. God and
religion before the world!

Mr Casey raised his clenched fist and brought it down on 1120
the table with a crash.

—Very well, then, he shouted hoarsely, if it comes to that, no
God for Ireland!

—John! John! cried Mr Dedalus, seizing his guest by the coat
sleeve. 1125

Dante stared across the table, her cheeks shaking. Mr Casey
struggled up from his chair and bent across the table towards
her, scraping the air from before his eyes with one hand as
though he were tearing aside a cobweb.

—No God for Ireland! he cried. We have had too much God in 1130
Ireland. Away with God!

—Blasphemer! Devil! screamed Dante, starting to her feet and
almost spitting in his face.

Uncle Charles and Mr Dedalus pulled Mr Casey back into
his chair again, talking to him from both sides reasonably. He 1135
stared before him out of his dark flaming eyes, repeating:

—Away with God, I say!

Dante shoved her chair violently aside and left the table,
upsetting her napkinring which rolled slowly along the carpet
and came to rest against the foot of an easychair. Mrs Dedalus 1140
rose quickly and followed her towards the door. At the door
Dante turned round violently and shouted down the room, her
cheeks flushed and quivering with rage:

—Devil out of hell! We won! We crushed him to death! Fiend!

The door slammed behind her. 1145

Mr Casey, freeing his arms from his holders, suddenly
bowed his head on his hands with a sob of pain.

—Poor Parnell! he cried loudly. My dead king!

He sobbed loudly and bitterly.

Stephen, raising his terrorstricken face, saw that his father's 11s0
eyes were full of tears.

L 4 L 4 L 4

The fellows talked together in little groups.
One fellow said:
—They were caught near the Hill of Lyons.
—Who caught them? 1155
—Mr Gleeson and the minister.’ They were on a car.
The same fellow added:
—A fellow in the higher line told me.

5. Vice-rector.



Fleming asked:
—But why did they run away, tell us?
—I know why, Cecil Thunder said. Because they had fecked®
cash out of the rector’s room. |
—Who fecked it?
—Kickham’s brother. And they all went shares in it.

But that was stealing. How could they have done that?

—A fat lot you know about it, Thunder! Wells said. I know
why they scut.”

—Tell us why.

—1I was told not to, Wells said.

—O, go on, Wells, all said. You might tell us. We won't let it
out.

Stephen bent forward his head to hear. Wells looked round
to see if anyone was coming. Then he said secretly:

—You know the altar wine they keep in the press in the sac=
risty?

—Yes.

—Well, they drank that and it was found out who did it by the
smell. And that’s why they ran away, if you want to know.

And the fellow who had spoken first said:

—Yes, that’s what I heard too from the fellow in the higher
line.

The fellows were all silent. Stephen stood among them,
afraid to speak, listening. A faint sickness of awe made him feel
weak. How could they have done that? He thought of the dark
silent sacristy. There were dark wooden presses there where the
crimped surplices lay quietly folded.? It was not the chapel but
still you had to speak under your breath. It was a holy place.
He remembered the summer evening he had been there to be
dressed as boatbearer,® the evening of the procession to the little
altar in the wood. A strange and holy place. The boy that held
the censer had swung it gently to and fro near the door with the
silvery cap lifted by the middle chain to keep the coals lighting.
That was called charcoal: and it had burned quietly as the
fellow had swung it gently and had given off a weak sour smell.
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6. Stolen.
7. Ran away (from a word for the tail of a rabbit; OED).

8. The sacristy is the room of a church used for storing sacred vessels, valuable property, and
vestments, the ritual robes worn by clergy and their assistants during rites and services.

Surplices are loose-fitting, white gowns with wide sleeves (OED).

9. Person who carries the boat, the vessel containing the incense before it is put into the

censer, or thurible, for burming during the mass (OED).
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And then when all were vested he had stood holding out the 1195
boat to the rector and the rector had put a spoonful of incense
in and it had hissed on the red coals.

The fellows were talking together in little groups here and
there on the playground. The fellows seemed to him to have
grown smaller: that was because a sprinter' had knocked him 1200
down the day before, a fellow out of second of grammar. He
had been thrown by the fellow’s machine lightly on the cinder=
path and his spectacles had been broken in three pieces and
some of the grit of the cinders had gone into his mouth.

That was why the fellows seemed to him smaller and farther 1205
away and the goalposts so thin and far and the soft grey sky so
high up. But there was no play on the football grounds for
cricket was coming: and some said that Barnes would be the
prof? and some said it would be Flowers. And all over the play=
grounds they were playing rounders and bowling twisters and 1210
lobs.? And from here and from there came the sounds of the
cricket bats through the soft grey air. They said: pick, pack,
pock, puck: like drops of water in a fountain slowly falling in
the brimming bowl.

Athy, who had been silent, said quietly: 1215
—You are all wrong.

All turned towards him eagerly.

—Why?

—Do you know?

—Who told you? 1220
—Tell us, Athy.

Athy pointed across the playground to where Simon
Moonan was walking by himself kicking a stone before him.

—Ask him, he said.

The fellows looked there and then said: 1225
—Why him?

—Is he in it?
—Tell us, Athy. Go on. You might if you know.

Athy lowered his voice and said:

—Do you know why those fellows scut? I will tell you but you 1230
must not let on you know.

He paused for a moment and then said mysteriously:

1197 in] in it 18-64

1. Bicyclist going full speed.

2. Probably the captain of the cricket team; cricket is a summer game.

3. Rounders is an English game resembling American baseball; twisters and lobs are ways of
bowling, or delivering the ball, in cricket.



—They were caught with Simon Moonan and Tusker Boyle in
the square one night.

The fellows looked at him and asked:

—Caught?

—What doing?
Athy said:

—Smugging.*

All the fellows were silent: and Athy said:
—And that’s why.

Stephen looked at the faces of the fellows but they were all
looking across the playground. He wanted to ask somebody
about it. What did that mean about the smugging in the
square? Why did the five fellows out of the higher line run
away for that? It was a joke, he thought. Simon Moonan had
nice clothes and one night he had shown him a ball of creamy
sweets that the fellows of the football fifteen had rolled down
to him along the carpet in the middle of the refectory when he
was at the door. It was the night of the match against the
Bective Rangers and the ball was made just like a red and green
apple only it opened and it was full of the creamy sweets. And
one day Boyle had said that an elephant had two tuskers in=
stead of two tusks and that was why he was called Tusker
Boyle but some fellows called him Lady Boyle because he was
always at his nails, paring them.

Eileen had long thin cool white hands too because she was a
girl. They were like ivory; only soft. That was the meaning of
Tower of Ivory but protestants could not understand it and
made fun of it. One day he had stood beside her looking into
the hotel grounds. A waiter was running up a trail of bunting
on the flagstaff and a fox terrier was scampering to and fro on
the sunny lawn. She had put her hand into his pocket where his
hand was and he had felt how cool and thin and soft her hand
was. She had said that pockets were funny things to have: and
then all of a sudden she had broken away and had run laughing
down the sloping curve of the path. Her fair hair had streamed
out behind her like gold in the sun. Tower of Ivory. House of
Gold. By thinking about things you could understand them.

But why in the square? You went there when you wanted to
do something. It was all thick slabs of slate and water trickled
all day out of tiny pinholes and there was a queer smell of stale
water there. And behind the door of one of the closets there

1269 about] MS of TS-64
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was a drawing in red pencil of a bearded man in a Roman dress
with a brick in each hand and underneath was the name of the
drawing;:

Balbus was building a wall.”

Some fellow had drawn it there for a cod. It had a funny
face but it was very like a man with a beard. And on the wall of
another closet there was written in backhand in beautiful writ=
ing:

Julius Caesar wrote The Calico Belly.®

Perhaps that was why they were there because it was a place
where some fellows wrote things for cod. But all the same it
was queer what Athy said and the way he said it. It was not a
cod because they had run away. He looked with the others in
silence across the playground and began to feel afraid.

At last Fleming said:

—And we are all to be punished for what other fellows did?

—1I won't come back, see if I do, Cecil Thunder said. Three
days’ silence in the refectory and sending us up for six and eight”’
every minute.

—Yes, said Wells. And old Barrett has a new way of twisting
the note so that you can’t open it and fold it again to see how
many ferulae® you are to get. | won’t come back too.

—TYes, said Cecil Thunder, and the prefect of studies® was in
second of grammar this morning.

—Let us get up a rebellion, Fleming said. Will we?

All the fellows were silent. The air was very silent and you
could hear the cricket bats but more slowly than before: pick,
pock.

Wells asked:

—What is going to be done to them?

—Simon Moonan and Tusker are going to be flogged,' Athy
said, and the fellows in the higher line got their choice of
flogging or being expelled.

—And which are they taking? asked the fellow who had
spoken first.
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—All are taking expulsion except Corrigan, Athy answered.
He’s going to be flogged by Mr Gleeson.
—Is it Corrigan that big fellow? said Fleming. Why, he'd be
able for two of Gleeson!
—I know why, Cecil Thunder said. He is right and the other
fellows are wrong because a flogging wears off after a bit but a
fellow that has been expelled from college is known all his life
on account of it. Besides Gleeson won'’t flog him hard.
—It’s best of his play not to, Fleming said.
—I wouldn’t like to be Simon Moonan and Tusker, Cecil
Thunder said. But I don'’t believe they will be flogged. Perhaps
they will be sent up for twice nine.?
—No, no, said Athy. They'll both get it on the vital spot.

Wells rubbed himself and said in a crying voice:
—Please, sir, let me off!

Athy grinned and turned up the sleeves of his jacket, saying:

It can’t be helped;

It must be done.

So down with your breeches
And out with your bum.

The fellows laughed; but he felt that they were a little afraid.
In the silence of the soft grey air he heard the cricket bats from
here and from there: pock. That was a sound to hear but if you
were hit then you would feel a pain. The pandybat made a
sound too but not like that. The fellows said it was made of
whalebone and leather with lead inside: and he wondered what
was the pain like. There were different kinds of pains for all the
different kinds of sounds. A long thin cane would have a high
whistling sound and he wondered what was that pain like. It
made him shivery to think of it and cold: and what Athy said
too. But what was there to laugh at in it? It made him shivery:
but that was because you always felt like a shiver when you let
down your trousers. It was the same in the bath when you
undressed yourself. He wondered who had to let them down,
the master or the boy himself. O how could they laugh about it
that way?

He looked at Athy’s rolledup sleeves and knuckly inky
‘hands. He had rolled up his sleeves to show how Mr Gleeson
would roll up his sleeves. But Mr Gleeson had round shiny
cuffs and clean white wrists and fattish white hands and the
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nails of them were long and pointed. Perhaps he pared them
too like Lady Boyle. But they were terribly long and pointed
nails. So long and cruel they were though the white fattish
hands were not cruel but gentle. And though he trembled with
cold and fright to think of the cruel long nails and of the high
whistling sound of the cane and of the chill you felt at the end
of your shirt when you undressed yourself yet he felt a feeling
of queer quiet pleasure inside him to think of the white fattish
hands, clean and strong and gentle. And he thought of what
Cecil Thunder had said: that Mr Gleeson would not flog Cor=
rigan hard. And Fleming had said he would not because it was
best of his play not to. But that was not why.

A voice from far out on the playgrounds cried:

—All in!

And other voices cried:
—All in! All in!

During the writing lesson he sat with his arms folded, listen=
ing to the slow scraping of the pens. Mr Harford went to and
fro making little signs in red pencil and sometimes sitting
beside the boy to show him how to hold the pen. He had tried
to spell out the headline for himself though he knew already
what it was for it was the last in the book. Zeal without
prudence is like a ship adrift. But the lines of the letters were
like fine invisible threads and it was only by closing his right
eye tight tight and staring out of the left eye that he could make
out the full curves of the capital.

But Mr Harford was very decent and never got into a wax.
All the other masters got into dreadful waxes. But why were
they to suffer for what fellows in the higher line did? Wells had
said that they had drunk some of the altar wine out of the press
in the sacristy and that it had been found out who had done it
by the smell. Perhaps they had stolen a monstrance? to run away
with it and sell it somewhere. That must have been a terrible
sin, to go in quietly there at night, to open the dark press and
steal the flashing gold thing into which God was put on the
altar in the middle of flowers and candles at benediction* while
the incense went up in clouds at both sides as the fellow swung
the censer and Dominic Kelly sang the first part by himself in
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host is exposed to the congregation (Cath. Enc.).



the choir. But God was not in it of course when they stole it.

But still it was a strange and a great sin even to touch it. He
thought of it with deep awe; a terrible and strange sin: it
thrilled him to think of it in the silence when the pens scraped 139
lightly. But to drink the altar wine out of the press and be
found out by the smell was a sin too: but it was not terrible
and strange. It only made you feel a little sickish on account

of the smell of the wine. Because on the day when he had
made his first holy communion in the chapel he had shut his 1395
eyes and opened his mouth and put out his tongue a little: and
when the rector had stooped down to give him the holy com=
munion he had smelt a faint winy smell off the rector’s breath
after the wine of the mass. The word was beautiful: wine. It
made you think of dark purple because the grapes were dark 1400
purple that grew in Greece outside houses like white temples.

But the faint smell off the rector’s breath had made him feel

a sick feeling on the morning of his first communion. The day

of your first communion was the happiest day of your life.
And once a lot of generals had asked Napoleon what was the 1405
happiest day of his life. They thought he would say the day

he won some great battle or the day he was made an emperor.

But he said:

—Gentlemen, the happiest day of my life was the day on which

I made my first holy communion. 1410

Father Arnall came in and the Latin lesson began and he
remained still, leaning on the desk with his arms folded. Father
Arnall gave out the themebooks and he said that they were
scandalous and that they were all to be written out again with
the corrections at once. But the worst of all was Fleming's 1415
theme because the pages were stuck together by a blot: and
Father Arnall held it up by a corner and said it was an insult to
any master to send him up such a theme. Then he asked Jack
Lawton to decline the noun mare and Jack Lawton stopped at
the ablative singular and could not go on with the plural.® 1420
—You should be ashamed of yourself, said Father Arnall
sternly. You, the leader of the class!

Then he asked the next boy and the next and the next.
Nobody knew. Father Arnall became very quiet, more and
more quiet as each boy tried to answer and could not. But his 1425
face was blacklooking and his eyes were staring though his
voice was so quiet. Then he asked Fleming and Fleming said

1414 were] ONE PAGE MISSING IN TS

5. Lawton can decline (state the six grammatical cases for) the Latin noun mare, meaning sea,
through the ablative, the last of the six, in the singular, but he does not know the plural.
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that that word had no plural. Father Arnall suddenly shut the
book and shouted at him:

—Kneel out there in the middle of the class. You are one of the
idlest boys I ever met. Copy out your themes again the rest of
you.

Fleming moved heavily out of his place and knelt between
the two last benches. The other boys bent over their theme=
books and began to write. A silence filled the classroom and
Stephen, glancing timidly at Father Arnall’s dark face, saw that
it was a little red from the wax he was in.

Wias that a sin for Father Arnall to be in a wax or was he
allowed to get into a wax when the boys were idle because that
made them study better or was he only letting on to be in a
wax? It was because he was allowed because a priest would
know what a sin was and would not do it. But if he did it one
time by mistake what would he do to go to confession? Perhaps
he would go to confession to the minister. And if the minister
did it he would go to the rector: and the rector to the provin=
cial: and the provincial to the general of the jesuits.® That was
called the order: and he had heard his father say that they were
all clever men. They could all have become highup people in
the world if they had not become jesuits. And he wondered
what Father Arnall and Paddy Barrett would have become and
what Mr McGlade and Mr Gleeson would have become if they
had not become jesuits. It was hard to think what because you
would have to think of them in a different way with different
coloured coats and trousers and with beards and moustaches
and different kinds of hats.

The door opened quietly and closed. A quick whisper ran
through the class: the prefect ef studies. There was an instant
of dead silence and then the loud crack of a pandybat on the
last desk. Stephen’s heart leapt up in fear.

—Any boys want flogging here, Father Arnall? cried the pre=
fect of studies. Any lazy idle loafers that want flogging in this
class? |

He came to the middle of the class and saw Fleming on his
knees.

—Hoho! he cried. Who is this boy? Why is he on his knees?
What is your name, boy?
—Fleming, sir.
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—Hoho, Fleming! An idler of course. I can see it in your eye.
Why is he on his knees, Father Arnall?
—He wrote a bad Latin theme, Father Arnall said, and he
missed all the questions in grammar.
—Of course he did! cried the prefect of studies. Of course he
did! A born idler! I can see it in the corner of his eye.

He banged his pandybat down on the desk and cried:
—Up, Fleming! Up, my boy!

Fleming stood up slowly.
—Hold out! cried the prefect of studies.

Fleming held out his hand. The pandybat came down on it
with a loud smacking sound: one, two, three, four, five, six.
—Other hand!

The pandybat came down again in six loud quick smacks.
—Kneel down! cried the prefect of studies.

Fleming knelt down squeezing his hands under his armpits,

his face contorted with pain, but Stephen knew how hard his
hands were because Fleming was always rubbing rosin into
them. But perhaps he was in great pain for the noise of the
pandies was terrible. Stephen’s heart was beating and flutter=
ing.
—At your work, all of you! shouted the prefect of studies. We
want no lazy idle loafers here, lazy idle little schemers. At your
work, I tell you. Father Dolan will be in to see you every day.
Father Dolan will be in tomorrow.

He poked one of the boys in the side with the pandybat,

saying:
—You, boy! When will Father Dolan be in again?
—Tomorrow, sir, said Tom Furlong’s voice.
—Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow,’ said the prefect of
studies. Make up your minds for that. Every day Father Dolan.
Write away. You, boy, who are you?
Stephen’s heart jumped suddenly.
—Dedalus, sir.
—Why are you not writing like the others?

He could not speak with fright.
—Why is he not writing, Father Arnall?
—He broke his glasses, said Father Arnall, and I exempted him
from work.
—Broke? What is this I hear? What is this your name is? said
the prefect of studies.
—Dedalus, sir.

7. Part of Macbeth’s response to the death of his wife (Shakespeare, Macbeth 5.5.18).
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—Out here, Dedalus. Lazy little schemer. I see schemer in your
face. Where did you break your glasses?

Stephen stumbled into the middle of the class, blinded by
fear and haste.

—Where did you break your glasses? repeated the prefect of
studies.

—The cinderpath, sir.

—Hoho! The cinderpath! cried the prefect of studies. I know
that trick.

Stephen lifted his eyes in wonder and saw for a moment
Father Dolan’s whitegrey not young face, his baldy whitegrey
head with fluff at the sides of it, the steel rims of his spectacles
and his nocoloured eyes looking through the glasses. Why did
he say that he knew that trick?

—Lazy idle little loafer! cried the prefect of studies. Broke my
glasses! An old schoolboy trick! Out with your hand this mo=
ment!

Stephen closed his eyes and held out in the air his trembling
hand with the palm upwards. He felt the prefect of studies
touch it for a moment at the fingers to straighten it and then
the swish of the sleeve of the soutane as the pandybat was lifted
to strike. A hot burning stinging tingling blow like the loud
crack of a broken stick made his trembling hand crumple to=
gether like a leaf in the fire: and at the sound and the pain
scalding tears were driven into his eyes. His whole body was
shaking with fright, his arm was shaking and his crumpled
burning livid hand shook like a loose leaf in the air. A cry
sprang to his lips, a prayer to be let off. But though the tears
scalded his eyes and his limbs quivered with pain and fright he
held back the hot tears and the cry that scalded his throat.
—Other hand! shouted the prefect of studies.

Stephen drew back his maimed and quivering right arm and
held out his left hand. The soutane sleeve swished again as the
pandybat was lifted and a loud crashing sound and a fierce
maddening tingling burning pain made his hand shrink to=
gether with the palms and fingers in a livid quivering mass. The
scalding water burst forth from his eyes and, burning with
shame and agony and fear, he drew back his shaking arm in
terror and burst out into a whine of pain. His body shook with
a palsy of fright and in shame and rage he felt the scalding cry
come from his throat and the scalding tears falling out of his
eyes and down his flaming cheeks.

—Kneel down! cried the prefect of studies.
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Stephen knelt down quickly pressing his beaten hands to his

sides. To think of them beaten and swollen with pain all in a
moment made him feel so sorry for them as if they were not his
own but someone else’s that he felt so sorry for. And as he
knelt, calming the last sobs in his throat and feeling the burning
tingling pain pressed in to his sides, he thought of the hands
which he had held out in the air with the palms up and of the
firm touch of the prefect of studies when he had steadied the
shaking fingers and of the beaten swollen reddened mass of
palm and fingers that shook helplessly in the air.
—Get at your work, all of you, cried the prefect of studies
from the door. Father Dolan will be in every day to see if any
boy, any lazy idle little loafer wants flogging. Every day. Every
day.

The door closed behind him.

The hushed class continued to copy out the themes. Father
Arnall rose from his seat and went among them, helping the
boys with gentle words and telling them the mistakes they had
made. His voice was very gentle and soft. Then he returned to
his seat and said to Fleming and Stephen:

—You may return to your places, you two.

Fleming and Stephen rose and, walking to their seats, sat
down. Stephen, scarlet with shame, opened a book quickly
with one weak hand and bent down upon it, his face close to
the page.

It was unfair and cruel: because the doctor had told him not
to read without glasses and he had written home to his father
that morning to send him a new pair. And Father Arnall had
said that he need not study till the new glasses came. Then to
be called a schemer before the class and to be pandied when he
always got the card for first or second and was the leader of the
Yorkists! How could the prefect of studies know that it was a
trick? He felt the touch of the prefect’s fingers as they had
steadied his hand and at first he had thought that he was going
to shake hands with him because the fingers were soft and firm:
but then in an instant he had heard the swish of the soutane
sleeve and the crash. It was cruel and unfair to make him kneel
in the middle of the class then: and Father Arnall had told them
both that they might return to their places without making any
difference between them. He listened to Father Arnall’'s low
and gentle voice as he corrected the themes. Perhaps he was
sorry now and wanted to be decent. But it was unfair and cruel.
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The prefect of studies was a priest but that was cruel and
unfair. And his whitegrey face and the nocoloured eyes behind
the steelrimmed spectacles were cruel looking because he had
steadied the hand first with his firm soft fingers and that was to
hit it better and louder. :
—It’s a stinking mean thing, that’s what it is, said Fleming in
the corridor as the classes were passing out in file to the refec=
tory, to pandy a fellow for what is not his fault.
—7You really broke your glasses by accident, didn’t you? Nasty
Roche asked.

Stephen felt his heart filled by Fleming’s words and did not
answer.
—Of course he did! said Fleming. I wouldn't stand it. I'd go up
and tell the rector on him.
—Yes, said Cecil Thunder eagerly, and 1 saw him lift the
pandybat over his shoulder and he’s not allowed to do that.
—Did they hurt much? Nasty Roche asked.
—Very much, Stephen said.
—I wouldn'’t stand it, Fleming repeated, from Baldyhead or
any other Baldyhead. It’s a stinking mean low trick, that’s what
it is. I'd go up straight up to the rector and tell him about it
after dinner.
—Yes, do. Yes, do, said Cecil Thunder.
—Yes, do. Yes, go up and tell the rector on him, Dedalus, said
Nasty Roche, because he said that he’d come in tomorrow
again to pandy you.
—Yes, yes. Tell the rector, all said.

And there were some fellows out of second of grammar lis=
tening and one of them said:
—The senate and the Roman people declared that Dedalus had
been wrongly punished.®

It was wrong; it was unfair and cruel: and, as he sat in the
refectory, he suffered time after time in memory the same hu=
miliation until he began to wonder whether it might not really
be that there was something in his face which made him look
like a schemer and he wished he had a little mirror to see. But
there could not be; and it was unjust and cruel and unfair.

He could not eat the blackish fish fritters they got on
Wednesdays in lent® and one of his potatoes had the mark of the
spade in it. Yes, he would do what the fellows had told him. He
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would go up and tell the rector that he had been wrongly
punished. A thing like that had been done before by somebody
in history, by some great person whose head was in the books
of history. And the rector would declare that he had been
wrongly punished because the senate and the Roman people
always declared that the man who did that had been wrongly
punished. Those were the great men whose names were in
Richmal Magnall’s Questions.! History was all about those men
and what they did and that was what Peter Parley’s Tales about
Greece and Rome were all about.? Peter Parley himself was on
the first page in a picture. There was a road over a heath with
grass at the side and little bushes: and Peter Parley had a broad
hat like a protestant minister and a big stick and he was walk=
ing fast along the road to Greece and Rome.

It was easy what he had to do. All he had to do was when
the dinner was over and he came out in his turn to go on
walking but not out to the corridor but up the staircase on the
right that led to the castle. He had nothing to do but that: to
turn to the right and walk fast up the staircase and in half a
minute he would be in the low dark narrow corridor that led
through the castle to the rector’s room. And every fellow had
said that it was unfair, even the fellow out of second of gram=
mar who had said that about the senate and the Roman people.

What would happen? He heard the fellows of the higher line
stand up at the top of the refectory and heard their steps as
they came down the matting: Paddy Rath and Jimmy Magee
and the Spaniard and the Portuguese and the fifth was big
Corrigan who was going to be flogged by Mr Gleeson. That
was why the prefect of studies had called him a schemer and
pandied him for nothing: and, straining his weak eyes, tired
with the tears, he watched big Corrigan’s broad shoulders and
big hanging black head passing in the file. But he had done
something and besides Mr Gleeson would not flog him hard:
and he remembered how big Corrigan looked in the bath. He
had skin the same colour as the turfcoloured bogwater in the
shallow end of the bath and when he walked along the side his
feet slapped loudly on the wet tiles and at every step his thighs
shook a little because he was fat.
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The refectory was half empty and the fellows were still
passing out in file. He could go up the staircase because there
was never a priest or a prefect outside the refectory door. But
he could not go. The rector would side with the prefect of
studies and think it was a schoolboy trick and then the prefect
of studies would come in every day the same only it would be
worse because he would be dreadfully waxy at any fellow
going up to the rector about him. The fellows had told him to
go but they would not go themselves. They had forgotten all
about it. No, it was best to forget all about it: and perhaps the
prefect of studies had only said he would come in. No, it was
best to hide out of the way because when you were small and
young you could often escape that way.

The fellows at his table stood up. He stood up and passed
out among them in the file. He had to decide. He was coming
near the door. If he went on with the fellows he could never go
up to the rector because he could not leave the playground for
that. And if he went and was pandied all the same all the
fellows would make fun and talk about young Dedalus going
up to the rector to tell on the prefect of studies.

He was walking down along the matting and he saw the
door before him. It was impossible: he could not. He thought
of the baldy head of the prefect of studies with the cruel no=
coloured eyes looking at him and he heard the voice of the
prefect of studies asking him twice what his name was. Why
could he not remember the name when he was told the first
time? Was he not listening the first time or was it to make fun
out of the name? The great men in the history had names like
that and nobody made fun of them. It was his own name that
he should have made fun of if he wanted to make fun. Dolan: it
was like the name of a woman that washed clothes.

He had reached the door and, turning quickly to the right,
walked up the stairs: and, before he could make up his mind to
come back, he had entered the low dark narrow corridor that
led to the castle. And as he crossed the threshold of the door of
the corridor he saw, without turning his head to look, that all
the fellows were looking after him as they went filing by.

He passed along the narrow dark corridor, passing little
doors that were the doors of the rooms of the community. He
peered in front of him and right and left through the gloom and
thought that those must be portraits. It was dark and silent and
his eyes were weak and tired with tears so that he could not
see. But he thought they were the portraits of the saints and
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great men of the order who were looking down on him silently
as he passed: saint Ignatius Loyola holding an open book and
pointing to the words Ad Majorem Dei Gloriam in it, saint
Francis Xavier pointing to his chest, Lorenzo Ricci with his
berretta on his head like one of the prefects of the lines, the
three patrons of holy youth, saint Stanislaus Kostka, saint
Aloysius Gonzaga and blessed John Berchmans, all with young
faces because they died when they were young, and Father
Peter Kenny sitting in a chair wrapped in a big cloak.?

He came out on the landing above the entrance hall and
looked about him. That was where Hamilton Rowan had
passed and the marks of the soldiers’ slugs were there. And it
was there that the old servants had seen the ghost in the white
cloak of a marshal.

An old servant was sweeping at the end of the landing. He
asked him where was the rector’s room and the old servant
pointed to the door at the far end and looked after him as he
went on to it and knocked.

There was no answer. He knocked again more loudly and
his heart jumped when he heard a muffled voice say:

—Come in!

He turned the handle and opened the door and fumbled for
the handle of the green baize door inside. He found it and
pushed it open and went in.

He saw the rector sitting at a desk writing. There was a skull
on the desk and a strange solemn smell in the room like the old
leather of chairs.

His heart was beating fast on account of the solemn place he
was in and the silence of the room: and he looked at the skull
and at the rector’s kindlooking face.

—Well, my little man, said the rector. What is it?

Stephen swallowed down the thing in his throat and said:
—1I broke my glasses, sir.

The rector opened his mouth and said:

—O!

Then he smiled and said:

—Well, if we broke our glasses we must write home for a new
pair.

—1I wrote home, sir, said Stephen, and Father Arnall said I am
not to study till they come.

49

1720

1725

1730

1735

1740

1745

1750

1755
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name is here spelled Kenny, founded Clongowes Wood College, dedicated to Gonzaga.
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—Quite right! said the rector.

Stephen swallowed down the thing again and tried to keep

his legs and his voice from shaking.

—But, sir. . ..

—Yes?

—Father Dolan came in today and pandied me because I was
not writing my theme.

The rector looked at him in silence and he could feel the
blood rising to his face and the tears about to rise to his eyes.

The rector said:

—Your name is Dedalus, isn’t it?

—Yes, sir.

—And where did you break your glasses?

—On the cinderpath, sir. A fellow was coming out of the
bicycle house and I fell and they got broken. I don’t know the
fellow’s name.

The rector looked at him again in silence. Then he smiled
and said:

—O, well, it was a mistake. I am sure Father Dolan did not
know.

—But I told him I broke them, sir, and he pandied me.

—Did you tell him that you had written home for a new pair?
the rector asked.

—No, sir.

—O, well then, said the rector, Father Dolan did not under=
stand. You can say that I excuse you from your lessons for a
few days.

Stephen said quickly for fear his trembling would prevent
him:
—Yes, sir, but Father Dolan said he will come in tomorrow to
pandy me again for it.
—Very well, the rector said. It is a mistake and I shall speak to
Father Dolan myself. Will that do now?

Stephen felt the tears wetting his eyes and murmured:
—O yes, sir, thanks.

The rector held his hand across the side of the desk where
the skull was and Stephen, placing his hand in it for a moment,
felt a cool moist palm.

—Good day now, said the rector, withdrawing his hand and
bowing.
—Good day, sir, said Stephen.

He bowed and walked quietly out of the room, closing the
doors carefully and slowly.

But when he had passed the old servant on the landing and
was again in the low narrow dark corridor he began to walk
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faster and faster. Faster and faster he hurried on through the
gloom, excitedly. He bumped his elbow against the door at the
end and, hurrying down the staircase, walked quickly through
the two corridors and out into the air.

He could hear the cries of the fellows on the playgrounds.
He broke into a run and, running quicker and quicker, ran
across the cinderpath and reached the third line playground,
panting.

The fellows had seen him running. They closed round him in
a ring, pushing one against another to hear.

—Tell us! Tell us!
—What did he say?
—Did you go in?
—What did he say?
—Tell us! Tell us!

He told them what he had said and what the rector had said
and, when he had told them, all the fellows flung their caps
spinning up into the air and cried:

—Hurroo!

They caught their caps and sent them up again spinning
skyhigh and cried again:
—Hurroo! Hurroo! -

They made a cradle of their locked hands and hoisted him
up among them and carried him along till he struggled to get
free. And when he had escaped from them they broke away in
all directions, flinging their caps again into the air and whis=
tling as they went spinning up and crying:

—Hurroo!

And they gave three groans for Baldyhead Dolan and three
cheers for Conmee and they said he was the decentest rector
that was ever in Clongowes.

The cheers died away in the soft grey air. He was alone. He
was happy and free: but he would not be anyway proud with
Father Dolan. He would be very quiet and obedient: and he
wished that he could do something kind for him to show him
that he was not proud.

The air was soft and grey and mild and evening was coming.
There was the smell of evening in the air, the smell of the fields
in the country where they digged up turnips to peel them and
eat them when they went out for a walk to Major Barton’s, the
smell there was in the little wood beyond the pavilion where
the gallnuts® were.

4. A gallnut is a growth on a tree caused by insects (OED).
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The fellows were practising long shies and bowling lobs and
slow twisters.® In the soft grey silence he could hear the bump of
the balls: and from here and from there through the quiet air
the sound of the cricket bats: pick, pack, pock, puck: like drops
of water in a fountain falling softly in the brimming bowl.

I1

Uncle Charles smoked such black twist! that at last his out=
spoken nephew suggested to him to enjoy his morning smoke
in a little outhouse? at the end of the garden.

—Very good, Simon. All serene, Simon, said the old man tran=
quilly. Anywhere you like. The outhouse will do me nicely: it
will be more salubrious.

—Damn me, said Mr Dedalus frankly, if I know how you can
smoke such villainous awful tobacco. It's like gunpowder, by
God.

—It’s very nice, Simon, replied the old man. Very cool and
mollifying.

Every morning, therefore, uncle Charles repaired to his out=
house but not before he had creased and brushed scrupulously
his back hair and brushed and put on his tall hat. While he
smoked the brim of his tall hat and the bowl of his pipe were
just visible beyond the jambs of the outhouse door. His arbour,
as he called the reeking outhouse which he shared with the cat
and the garden tools, served him also as a soundingbox: and
every morning he hummed contentedly one of his favourite
songs: O, twine me a bower or Blue eyes and golden hair or
The Groves of Blarney while the grey and blue coils of smoke
rose slowly from his pipe and vanished in the pure air.

During the first part of the summer in Blackrock® uncle
Charles was Stephen’s constant companion. Uncle Charles was
a hale old man with a well tanned skin, rugged features and
white side whiskers. On week days he did messages between
the house in Carysfort Avenue and those shops in the main
street of the town with which the family dealt. Stephen was
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glad to go with him on these errands for uncle Charles helped
him very liberally to handfuls of whatever was exposed in open
boxes and barrels outside the counter. He would seize a hand=
ful of grapes and sawdust or three or four American apples and
thrust them generously into his grandnephew’s hand while the
shopman smiled uneasily; and on Stephen’s feigning reluctance
to take them, he would frown and say:

—Take them, sir. Do you hear me, sir? They're good for your
bowels.

When the order list had been booked the two would go on
to the park where an old friend of Stephen’s father, Mike
Flynn, would be found seated on a bench, waiting for them.
Then would begin Stephen’s run round the park. Mike Flynn
would stand at the gate near the railway station, watch in
hand, while Stephen ran round the track in the style Mike
Flynn favoured, his head high lifted, his knees well lifted and
his hands held straight down by his sides. When the morning
practice was over the trainer would make his comments and
sometimes illustrate them by shuffling along for a yard or so
comically in an old pair of blue canvas shoes. A small ring of
wonderstruck children and nursemaids would gather to watch
him and linger even when he and uncle Charles had sat down
again and were talking athletics and politics. Though he had
heard his father say that Mike Flynn had put some of the best
runners of modern times through his hands Stephen often
glanced with mistrust at his trainer’s flabby stubblecovered
face, as it bent over the long stained fingers through which he
rolled his cigarette, and with pity at the mild lustreless blue
eyes which would look up suddenly from the task and gaze
vaguely into the bluer distance while the long swollen fingers
ceased their rolling and grains and fibres of tobacco fell back
into the pouch.

On the way home uncle Charles would often pay a visit to
the chapel and, as the font was above Stephen’s reach, the old
man would dip his hand and then sprinkle the water briskly
about Stephen’s clothes and on the floor of the porch. While he
prayed he knelt on his red handkerchief and read above his
breath from a thumbblackened prayerbook wherein catch=
words were printed at the foot of every page. Stephen knelt at
his side respecting, though he did not share, his piety. He often
wondered what his granduncle prayed for so seriously. Perhaps
he prayed for the souls in purgatory or for the grace of a happy
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death: or perhaps he prayed that God might send him back a
part of the big fortune he had squandered in Cork.*

On Sundays Stephen with his father and his granduncle took
their constitutional. The old man was a nimble walker in spite
of his corns and often ten or twelve miles of the road were
covered. The little village of Stillorgan was the parting of the
ways. Either they went to the left towards the Dublin moun=
tains or along the Goatstown road and thence into Dundrum,
coming home by Sandyford. Trudging along the road or
standing in some grimy wayside publichouse his elders spoke
constantly of the subjects nearest their hearts, of Irish politics,
of Munster and of the legends of their own family, to all of
which Stephen lent an avid ear. Words which he did not under=
stand he said over and over to himself till he had learned them
by heart: and through them he had glimpses of the real world
about him. The hour when he too would take his part in the
life of that world seemed drawing near and in secret he began
to make ready for the great part which he felt awaited him the
nature of which he only dimly apprehended.

His evenings were his own; and he pored over a ragged
translation of The Count of Monte Cristo.> The figure of that
dark avenger stood forth in his mind for whatever he had heard
or divined in childhood of the strange and terrible. At night he
built up on the parlour table an image of the wonderful island
cave out of transfers and paper flowers and coloured tissue
paper and strips of the silver and golden paper in which choc=
olate is wrapped. When he had broken up this scenery, weary
of its tinsel, there would come to his mind the bright picture of
Marseilles, of sunny trellisses and of Mercedes. Outside Black=
rock, on the road that led to the mountains, stood a small
whitewashed house in the garden of which grew many rose=
bushes: and in this house, he told himself, another Mercedes
lived. Both on the outward and on the homeward journey he
measured distance by this landmark: and in his imagination he
lived through a long train of adventures, marvellous as those in
the book itself, towards the close of which there appeared an
image of himself, grown older and sadder, standing in a
moonlit garden with Mercedes who had so many years before
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4. The main city of County Cork, which is located in Munster, the southern province, one of

the four traditional geographical areas of Ireland.

5. A French novel of betrayal, escape, and revenge, by Alexandre Dumas pere (1802-1870),
in which the hero, Edmond Dantes, escapes from prison and returns to Marseilles, a
French port on the Mediterranean, to avenge the deception that led his betrothed, Mer-

cedes, to marry another man in the belief that Dantés was dead.
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slighted his love, and with a sadly proud gesture of refusal,
saying:
—Madam, I never eat muscatel grapes.

He became the ally of a boy named