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			A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST AS A YOUNG MAN

			The first, shortest, and most approachable of James Joyce’s novels, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man portrays the Dublin upbringing of Stephen Dedalus, from his youthful days at Clongowes Wood College to his radical questioning of all convention. In doing so, it provides an oblique self-portrait of the young Joyce himself. At its center lie questions of origin and source, authority and authorship, and the relationship of an artist to his family, culture, and race. Exuberantly inventive in style, the novel subtly and beautifully orchestrates the patterns of quotation and repetition instrumental in its hero’s quest to create his own character, his own language, life, and art: “to forge in the smithy of my soul the uncreated conscience of my race.”

			This edition, published for the novel’s centennial, is the definitive text, authorized by the Joyce estate and collated from all known proofs, manuscripts, and impressions to reflect the author’s original wishes.

			* * *

			“Magical . . . A coming-of-age story, perhaps the prime example of that genre in English literature . . . Even now, twenty-seven years after reading it for the first time, its moods come back to me.”

			—Karl Ove Knausgaard, from the Foreword

			“One believes in Stephen Dedalus as one believes in few characters in fiction.”

			—H. G. Wells

			“[Mr. Joyce is] concerned at all costs to reveal the flickerings of that innermost flame which flashes its myriad message through the brain, he disregards with complete courage whatever seems to him adventitious, though it be probability or coherence or any other of the handrails to which we cling for support when we set our imaginations free.”

			—Virginia Woolf

			“[A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man will] remain a permanent part of English literature.”

			—Ezra Pound
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			JAMES JOYCE was born in Dublin on February 2, 1882. He was the oldest of ten children in a family that, after brief prosperity, collapsed into poverty. In 1902, following his graduation from University College, Dublin, he went to Paris, where he devoted himself to writing poems and prose sketches, and to formulating an “aesthetic system.” Recalled to Dublin in April 1903 because of the fatal illness of his mother, he met a young woman from Galway, Nora Barnacle, and persuaded her to go with him to the Continent, where they finally settled, in Trieste, in 1905. They had two children, a son, Giorgio, and a daughter, Lucia. Joyce’s first book, the poems of Chamber Music, was published in London in 1907, followed by Dubliners (1914), A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916), and Exiles, a play (1918). In 1920, Joyce moved to Paris, publishing Ulysses, the book that brought him international fame, in 1922. His final book, Finnegans Wake, was published in 1939. After the outbreak of World War II, Joyce moved back to Zurich, where he had lived during World War I. He died there on January 13, 1941.

			KARL OVE KNAUSGAARD is the author of the New York Times bestselling six-volume autobiographical novel My Struggle, a global literary phenomenon that has won numerous international literary awards and has been translated into more than twenty-five languages. He was born in 1968 in Oslo, Norway, and now lives in Sweden.

			SEAMUS DEANE, professor of English and the Donald and Marilyn Keough Professor of Irish Studies at the University of Notre Dame, is a member of the Royal Irish Academy and the general editor of the works of James Joyce for Penguin Classics.
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			Foreword

			The Long Way Home

			This year marks the hundredth anniversary of the publication of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. Its genesis was long and tortuous—Joyce began writing his novel in 1904—and the road to its canonization as one of the seminal works of Western literature was not short either: the reviews spoke of the author’s “cloacal obsession” and “the slime of foul sewers,” comments that seem strange today, insofar as it is the subjective aspect of the book, the struggle that goes on inside the mind of its young protagonist, that perhaps stands out to us now as its most striking feature. What appeared at the time to be unprecedented about the novel seems more mundane to us today, whereas what then came across as mundane now seems unprecedented. That Joyce’s novel should remain so vital, in contrast to almost all others published in 1916, is down to the fact that the author so forcefully strived toward an idiosyncratic form of expression, a language intrinsic to the story he wanted to tell, about the young man, Stephen Dedalus, and his formative years in Dublin, in which uniqueness was the very point, and the question of what constitutes the individual was the issue posed.

			The first time I heard about James Joyce I was eighteen years old, working as a substitute teacher in a small community in northern Norway and wanting to be a writer. That ambition had prompted me to subscribe to a literary journal, and in one of the issues that came in the mail there was a series of articles on the masterpieces of modernism, one of which was Joyce’s novel Ulysses. The word modernism evoked in me a vague notion of machines, futuristic and shiny, and when I read about the tower that Stephen Dedalus—a protagonist of both novels—inhabits at the beginning of the book, I imagined some sort of medieval world of turreted castles, though with cars of the 1920s and airplanes, a place populated by young men reciting works in Latin and Greek—in other words, something very remote from the world in which I resided, with its quaysides and fishing boats, its steeply rising fells and icy ocean, its fishermen and factory workers, TV programs and pounding car audio systems. I longed to get away. What I wanted was to write, and I resolved to read this marvelous work and be illuminated by all its radiance. For me, at that time, literature represented somewhere else, and my conception of Ulysses was tinged by the books I had read, the boyhood excesses lived out in the French fantasies of Jules Verne, for instance, or swashbuckling classics like The Count of Monte Cristo, The Three Musketeers, Ivanhoe, or Treasure Island—imaginary worlds in which I had lived half my life, and which for me were the very essence of literature. Literature was somewhere other than me, so I thought, and related to that was another idea I had, that everything of meaning was to be found at the center, that only there did important things happen, while all that occurred on the periphery—where I felt I was—was without significance and unworthy of being written about. History belonged to others, literature belonged to others, truth belonged to others.

			Three years later I sat in the library at the University of Bergen reading Ulysses, in English. By that time, the literary adventures of my boyhood and youth had been cast aside and my naïve notion of literature’s essence adjusted, but the idea of it belonging to others, those with talent and knowledge, who inhabited the center, lingered on. I never related Ulysses to my own world, to the young people at the desks around me—even though one of the scenes in the book takes place in a library, among students—not to mention the cobbled streets outside, the gateways and alleys, the shop windows and hoardings, the umbrellas, strollers, raincoats, and overcoats. No, Ulysses took place in the language, and the reality the novel described occurred in the land of modernism, in the depths of literature’s continent. I read it in the way an archaeologist might excavate an ancient monument, layer by layer, piece by piece, endeavoring thereby to make some meaningful totality of it all, always with my own inferiority and limitations in relation to it clear in mind. It was like an idiot stumbling over the remains of Troy and trying to make sense of what he had found.

			Since I had an assignment to write about Ulysses, I read Joyce’s other books too, among them his first novel, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. And how different it was! Where Ulysses scatters, Portrait holds together. Where Ulysses describes one day in a single town, Portrait depicts twenty years in a life. And where Ulysses swells with linguistic inventiveness and gleeful experimentation, Portrait swells with . . . well, what? Mood. Even now, twenty-seven years after reading it for the first time, its moods come back to me. The rain-drenched school buildings in the dusk, the circumambient sound of children’s voices, the dull thud of a foot striking a ball, the heavy arc of the ball in the dismal air. The smell of cold night in the chapel, and the hum of prayer. The family gathered together on Christmas Day, waiting for the dinner to be served, the fire burning in the fireplace, candles lighting up the table, the bonds and conflicts that exist between the people seated around it. The father, who talks with strangers in bars and tells the same stories every time. The narrow, filthy lanes in which the prostitutes huddle, the yellow gaslights, the smell of perfume, Stephen’s trembling heart. And the birds at evening, circling above the library, dark against the blue-gray sky, their cry “shrill and clear and fine and falling like threads of silken light unwound from whirring spools.”

			A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man is a so-called Bildungsroman, a coming-of-age story, perhaps the prime example of that genre in English literature. It deals with identity, or more precisely the way in which identity arises, the events that shape us and make us who we are. These circumstances are more or less the same for everyone. We are born into a family, and by virtue of how it receives and relates to us, we become manifest to ourselves and to others. We learn a language, and though it does not belong to us alone, but is shared by all members of the community, it is by means of our language that we understand and express ourselves and that which is all around us. With the language comes a culture, of which, whether we like it or not, we become a part. Our circles widen, we start school, and the process of our socialization becomes more formal. We learn about the language, our culture and society, and to that first identity within the family a new layer of national identity is added. Within this screen the protagonist, Stephen Dedalus, emerges as an Irish Catholic son of a petty bourgeois family, only to turn against all these categories in the latter half of the novel, rejecting Irish nationalism, rejecting his Catholic religion, rejecting the middle class, insistent on being nobody’s son.

			The key scene in the book occurs when Stephen is out walking with his friend Cranly and confides to him that he has quarrelled with his mother that morning about religion—because he had refused to receive the Eucharist. Cranly fails to see the problem: Surely he could do it for his mother’s sake, regardless of his absent faith? But Stephen is resolute. “I will not serve,” he says. But why not? This is the novel’s most important question, and the work itself, in its artistic entirety, is the answer. We are not merely the age in which we live, not merely our language, or the family to which we belong, our religion, our country, our culture. We are this and more, insofar as each of us is an individual encountering and relating to all of these categories. But what exactly does this individual comprise? What is its nature, and how do we go about capturing and describing it? How do we even see it, when the tools and instruments at our disposal are precisely of our age, our language, our religion, our culture? In order to reach into the essence of the individual, we must break away from that which is common to us all, and this is what Joyce does in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. He ventures inside that part of our identity for which no language yet exists, probing into the space between what belongs to the individual alone and what is ours together, exploring the shifts of mind, the currents of the soul as they flow blindly this way and that, and that we know to be moods and feelings, the unarticulated, more or less salient presence of the soul, that part of our inner being that rises when we are enthused and falls when we are afraid or despairing. A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man is about this, a young man’s soul, and what makes Joyce’s novel so magical, and what moreover is the true essence of literature, is that the conquest of what belongs to the individual alone, what is special and characteristic, and to Joyce’s mind unique, is also what belongs, and is unique, to us. Literature is never the preserve of others, and it knows no center—which is to say that its center is any place at which it exists. Only by refusing to serve, as Stephen does, may the artist do just that: serve. Only by means of a no may a book such as A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man emerge into being. And only by means of a no may a book like Ulysses reach its famous conclusion: “and yes I said yes I will Yes.”

			KARL OVE KNAUSGAARD

			Translated by Martin Aitken

		

	
		
			Introduction

			A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (1916) ends with a beginning. Stephen Dedalus emerges in the last pages of the last chapter as the ‘I’ who will ‘forge . . . the uncreated conscience of my race’ (here). The switch from the neuter third-person narrator, commanding a discourse that is dominated by quotation, repetition and carefully construed rhythmical effects, to a first-person whose discourse is by comparison disjointed, careening from petty local detail to the declaration of his solemn ambition, is dislocating for the reader. Yet, for all his lonely self-assertion, Stephen recognizes himself to be a member of a community; it is in relation to the collective, the race, that he formulates his individual aspiration. Similarly, it is in relation to his community that he learns the techniques of individuation, although it is by a process of inversion that he achieves his ambition to be self-born.

			Stephen, as child, as boy and as young man, is seduced time and again by siren voices – parental, political, religious, sexual, literary – but concedes ultimately only to his own voice, or to the ventriloquial version of his own voice that he assigns to his ‘soul’. That spiritual voicing, although it is the product of a closely exercised discipline of isolation, is not the voicing of a private or personal condition only. It is the voicing of the hitherto unrealized and unexamined condition of a race, the Irish. Portrait is among the most important of Irish novels because it is the first to examine the distorted relationship between the Irish community and oppression and to focus upon oppression’s ultimate resource – the cooperation of the oppressed. It is a sweet irony that the novel should have appeared in the year of the Easter Rising in Dublin. The political rebellion and even the cultural resurgence led by Yeats seemed to Joyce insufficient (although notable) attempts on the part of the Irish to break from the psychological dependency that they manifested towards the British and the Roman Catholic imperiums that had between them transformed the Irish into ‘A race of clodhoppers!’ (here).

			It is customary to say that in this, as in other works by Joyce, we witness a reaction to the squalor, paralysis and servility of Irish life. This is true, but the point loses its force unless it is refined further. It is well known that many of the most important modernist writers display a strong dislike of the ‘modern world’ of late nineteenth- and early twentieth-century mass civilization. A new and profound degeneracy had, it seemed, emerged. To overcome it, authority had to be renovated and reaffirmed; to explain it, the social and political system had to be analysed; to describe it, new modes of representation had to be developed. From Nietzsche to D. H. Lawrence, there is generated in European writing an obsessional, combative, threnodic discourse that is both of and against the white European world’s loss of culture and confidence, a patriarchal collapse into disorder and confusion. While it is proper to see Joyce’s work in that relation, it is ill-advised to think of him as only one more voice in the general chorus of lamentation. That role is more dramatically and successfully filled by his great compatriot and contemporary, Yeats. Joyce was unforgiving in his analysis of the Irish version of degeneration, but he came to understand that the morbidity of his community’s condition was not the consequence of a lost wholeness or of a traditional culture. Instead, it was the adherence to deforming systems of belief and modes of behaviour that kept the Irish in bondage. It was fear of freedom, fear of the body, fear of the complexity of experience that would always be in excess of the conventions which attempted to organize it into stereotyped patterns that wounded the Irish spirit. This fear was all the more pronounced because the conventional systems by which the Irish lived were borrowed, from both London and Rome; even their revival was, in his view, a fake, both because it found its ratification in a misty and suspect past rather than in the present and because it reproduced – in its valorization of manliness, sexual purity, the glory of defeat, the imaginative destiny of the Celt or Gael, the spiritual and religious character of the race – the very features of its colonial–Catholic oppression that it was trying to erase. Degeneracy, insofar as that mobile term could be taken to identify a condition, was the product of tradition not the consequence of its loss.

			In his 1904 essay, ‘A Portrait of the Artist’, Joyce provided an early sketch of himself (‘His judgment was exquisite, deliberate, sharp; his sentence sculptural’) and of his view of his contemporaries:

			These young men saw in the death of a dull French novelist (Emile Zola) the hand of Emmanuel God with us; they admired Gladstone, physical science and the tragedies of Shakespeare; and they believed in the adjustment of Catholic teaching to every day needs, in the Church diplomatic. In their relations among themselves and towards their superiors they displayed a nervous and (wherever there was a question of authority) a very English liberalism.

			He goes on to point up contradictions in the attitudes of his fellow students. Pledged to self-denial, they admired those who were ‘wild’; meek in themselves, they greeted rebellion when they met it in the writings and stories of Irish rebels. They preserved ‘the union of faith and fatherland’ despite its inner tensions and, above all, accepted authority.

			The exercise of authority might be sometimes (rarely) questionable, its intention, never.

			In what now reads like an anticipation of Stephen Hero, the abandoned novel out of which Portrait grew, Joyce goes on to speak of the false antinomies with which, in such a world, he was faced – on the one hand ‘sensitiveness’, on the other hand ‘dullness’. This too is an early indication of one of the ironically presented motifs in Portrait, the distinction between the sensitive artist and his dull, sports-playing, subservient friends. As in Stephen Hero, he announced his ‘Nego’, the denial (‘non serviam: I will not serve’, as it became in Portrait) that faced both ways and caused a furore. He played ‘the mocking devil in an isle twice removed from the mainland, under joint government of their Intensities and their Bullockships’ wrote his ‘Nego’ ‘amid a chorus of peddling Jews’ gibberish and Gentile clamour’ and was condemned to hell. But ‘that outburst over, it was urbanity in warfare’. That final phrase catches the quality that distinguishes Portrait from Stephen Hero. In the latter, Stephen’s war is conducted by frontal assault; in Portrait it is conducted obliquely, by deconstruction rather than by destruction, by an insider who only becomes himself when he becomes an outsider. But the negativity, the denial, is not barren. It too has its utopian moment. In the famous closing passage of this essay, Joyce, deploying the vocabulary of degeneration and infection, nevertheless writes a prelude to the great finales that give his most famous works their communal, utopian dimension – as in the short story ‘The Dead’, as in Molly’s soliloquy in Ulysses and Anna Livia Plurabelle’s meditation in Finnegans Wake:

			Man and woman, out of you comes the nation that is to come, the lighting of your masses in travail; the competitive order is employed against itself, the aristocracies are supplanted; and amid the general paralysis of an insane society, the confederate will issues in action.

			This 1904 essay owes much to Ibsen. Like Nietzsche and Freud, he exposed the pharisaic face (or faces) of bourgeois society. Joyce is engaged on a similar enterprise, but he is famously different because, more than anyone else before or since, he situates his analysis in a specific place and, because he exploits that place’s reputation for wit and eloquence, makes language itself both the instrument and the object of his analysis.

			Dublin in Joyce’s writing is not a place in the sense that London is in, say, Dickens or Gissing. Its streets, shops, pubs, churches and civic buildings are named and located in relation to one another as though, out of these particularities, a generic map of The City as such could be drawn. Indeed, the condition of becoming generic is that of being specific. The problem is that a bridge over a canal, a Findlater’s church, a Bank of Ireland, a restaurant that is known by a Dedalus family nickname (‘Underdone’s’, here) may be too miscellaneous to conform to any generic pattern, or their function in relation to such a pattern may be too recondite or obscure, or it may be that what is generic in them is precisely their random, lividly particular nature. This last possibility is the most worrying and challenging, because it raises the possibility that all generic patterns are impositions upon a reality that is always in excess of their embrace and that the very idea of order and meaning is itself a delusion from which we must escape or to which we have to give a reluctant and disillusioned consent. It may be a delusion, but it is all we have got. Equally, it may be a delusion because it is constituted by the very language that we speak and write. Language, we may come to feel, may regulate reality but is not constitutive of it. Yet we can only know this, or say it, in language. It is, therefore, important to recognize from the outset that Joyce’s Dublin is a place, a site of linguistic self-consciousness and a point on a map of the modern world that may be only a projection of our desire to give our knowledge a shape that is foreign to or other than it. Above all, it is a place that is named.

			NAMING OF PLACE

			In Chapter V, Stephen leaves his house in Fairview to go to University College in Stephen’s Green. It is, of course, a journey that he regularly undertakes, and he has patterned it for himself as though his walk were a mnemonic device for his reading:

			The rainladen trees of the avenue evoked in him, as always, memories of the girls and women in the plays of Gerhart Hauptmann; and the memory of their pale sorrows and the fragrance falling from the wet branches mingled in a mood of quiet joy. His morning walk across the city had begun, and he foreknew that as he passed the sloblands of Fairview he would think of the cloistral silverveined prose of Newman, that as he walked along the North Strand Road, glancing idly at the windows of the provision shops, he would recall the dark humour of Guido Cavalcanti and smile, that as he went by Baird’s stonecutting works in Talbot Place the spirit of Ibsen would blow through him like a keen wind, a spirit of wayward boyish beauty, and that passing a grimy marine-dealer’s shop beyond the Liffey he would repeat the song by Ben Jonson which begins:

			I was not wearier where I lay. (here)

			It is certainly possible (see notes) to identify the places and the writers mentioned here; it is almost certainly futile to do so in the hope of gaining access to the meaning(s) of the passage by observing that there is some correlation between, say, Cavalcanti’s ‘dark humour’ and the ‘provision shops’. The passage is a display of Stephen’s habitual way of going about Dublin, making associations, imposing significances that are private and peculiar to himself. We are only expected, one would guess, to glimpse the basis of the association, if any hint is given; but we cannot be sure we have done so. More reasonably, we can assure ourselves that we can see from such a passage the kind of intellectual dandy Stephen is; the very obscurity of the associations is itself the sign of his preciousness. Furthermore, the literary associations seem exotic in relation to the locales that precipitate them. Stephen has just left a miserable home, picked his way down a waterlogged lane strewn with mounds of rubbish, heard the screeching of a mad nun from a madhouse. This programmed walk is a soothing of his spirit, a way of dealing with a life that has become physically and socially repellent to him. The reader who thinks this too bland a conclusion still has to confront an even more random event when, a little later, ‘Near the hoardings on the canal’ Stephen meets ‘the consumptive man with the doll’s face and the brimless hat’ (here) and thinks that it must be eleven o’clock – since this is obviously a regular meeting (note the force of the definite article in these phrases in affirming the habitual character of this randomness) – looks into a dairy to see a clock that tells the wrong time and then hears a public clock strike eleven. This makes him think of his acquaintance, MacCann, of whom we then get a thumbnail sketch. Between that meeting and the next point in Stephen’s journey, Trinity College and the neighbouring statue of Thomas Moore, there is an immense qualitative difference. For the college and the statue are quickly identified as important representations of the young man’s cultural heritage and each is repudiated – Trinity’s dull, Protestant centrality, Moore’s ersatz Catholic–Celtic nationalism. And so on. The journey continues up Grafton Street to where Stephen once witnessed the laying of a slab in memory of the Irish republican patriot Wolfe Tone. To him it was a tawdry occasion. He goes on to the University College buildings in Stephen’s Green, where Buck Egan and Burnchapel Whaley were reputed to have said black masses in the days of the Anglo-Irish gentry; and finally he enters to meet the dean of studies, the English convert, with whom he has a famous confrontation over language, religion and aesthetics.

			All of Stephen’s walks are like this. The walk is itself one of the novel’s most effective rhetorical devices, allowing for conversation, flashbacks, meditations, and aligning these in a variety of ways to the geography of the city. The geography implies a history. Insofar as it is public, referring to public buildings and monuments, the history that accompanies it is ‘official’, national history. Insofar as it is private – hoardings, provision shops, a dairy with a clock – it is ‘personal’, the history of Stephen, his friendships, his reading and his thoughts. The distinction between the two is not secure, since Stephen is constantly reading the history of his city’s monuments in the light of his own preoccupations, making it, so to say, ‘personal’; and the personal history is being offered to us in a text and in a context that makes it historical too. Ireland has a story and Stephen has a story, and where they intersect is history. History is, in this sense, Stephen’s interpretation of aspects of Ireland’s past and of his own present upon which is mounted the reader’s interpretation of what Stephen–Joyce writes. For ‘Stephen’ is, obviously, the name that occurs most often in the novel, and our sense of Dublin as a place is to a large degree formed by the variety of the journeys he undertakes from the ever-shifting abodes of the downward-spiralling Dedalus family, from Bray to Blackrock, to Mountjoy Square, to Fairview and Drumcondra.

			The intensive naming of place, most of it centred on Dublin but stretching also to Kildare and Cork (and to towns like Buttevant, Kilmallock and Moycullen, which make brief appearances), both confirms and disturbs the possibility of seeing the local in larger metropolitan and world-historical terms. Although it is in Ulysses and Finnegans Wake that we come to realize the full implications of the notion that a reading of history also involves a history of reading, the peregrinations of Stephen in Portrait also have this chiasmic function. Reading a city, as Stephen does, involves two different kinds of experience, as we have seen. What we may call the personal brings all that is otherwise anonymous – places like bridges, corners, shops, towpaths, shorelines, tramways – into view as surrounds for all that is officially historical. Important public buildings and monuments stand in relation to these other places like italicized passages in a body of roman type. They are quotations of and from history and they are increasingly incorporated into the geography of Stephen’s world, so that, by the close, it is the places of crucial importance to Stephen’s development that become, as it were, italicized in the reader’s mind – the steps of the National Library, the chapel at Clongowes, Dollymount Strand, and, in an obvious example, Stephen’s Green (‘Crossing Stephen’s, that is, my green’, here). The importance of a place depends finally on the importance of being Stephen. It is he who confers value on the city he reads. It is, after all, his city and his reading.

			QUOTATION

			Portrait begins and ends with quotation. In the interval, quotations are so numerous that they entirely take over the text, as in Chapter III with the hell-fire sermon (quoted as by Fr Arnall, who is himself quoting a seventeenth-century treatise) and the close of Chapter V, which is taken up by quotations from Stephen’s diary. It is important that the novel ends by citing the words of the young man who has been its subject; the narrated Stephen becomes the narrator Stephen. Just as he gradually took over the Dublin that cited and recited itself to him on his wanderings, he also takes over the telling of his own story, finally replacing the words of others with his own words, ultimately achieving elquoence after beginning in baby lispings and mispronunciations. The first quotation is the epigraph to the novel. The ‘he’ referred to there is Daedalus, to whom Stephen turns in the last sentence of the novel. In the first dozen pages there are quotations from a children’s story, a nursery rhyme, a tralala accompaniment to a dance, a version of a hymn, mnemonic sentences from a school text, Stephen’s own name and (cosmic) address from the flyleaf of his school-book and, opposite, Fleming’s joke verse and three different prayers. The ratio of ten quotations to a dozen pages is at least sustained and often exceeded thereafter.

			Quotation assumes a variety of forms in this novel. The villanelle by Stephen in Chapter V (here) is a quotation, but is it in the same category as the sentence we meet a couple of pages earlier?

			Bah! he had done well to leave the room in disdain. He had done well not to salute her on the steps of the library. (here)

			Further, a change of tense can indicate more sharply the presence of a narrator who is citing Stephen’s words:

			He had told himself bitterly as he walked through the streets that she was a figure of the womanhood of her country . . . (here)

			The inflections of the narrative voice that Joyce made more supple and subtle with his ‘indirect free style’ (or stream-of-consciousness), his interior monologue and, in Portrait, with his shading of the third-person narrative towards a first-person account, can bring the whole question of ‘reported speech’ under scrutiny. Even apart from the passages in the novel that are indented and italicized to indicate that they are quotations and the other passages that are ascribed to formally acknowledged authorities – for example, Cardinal Newman, St Thomas Aquinas – or fictive sources – Fr Arnall, Simon Dedalus, etc. – there are numerous occasions when the alterations of the tense and mood of the verbs indicate the increasing proximity of the third- to the first-person narrative, when the whole narrative reads like a quotation. In the first chapter, as Stephen agonizes about whether he should or should not go to the rector to report his wrongful punishment at the hands of Fr Dolan, the tenses of the verbs shift between perfect, pluperfect and future, and their moods between indicative and conditional, as he hesitates and looks for support to what he had read in his school history texts and to the imagined comments of his schoolfellows (here). It is the exertion of such pressure on the narrative boundaries of the text that robs it of security. The story is constantly being ascribed to Stephen, and by Stephen to someone else, so that the reader is compelled to ask, but never able to answer, the question of the ‘identity’ of the narrator. Is the narrator the same as the author? Or is the narrator’s voice as borrowed, as ventriloquial, as the voices of those in the text that are indisputably quoted?

			This is not a technical issue that can be resolved by reference to the history of narrative technique in the novel from Flaubert to Dorothy Richardson, the woman who ‘invented’ the stream-of-consciousness technique. Joyce may have learned a great deal from his predecessors, but none of them had brought the question of the authority of the author to light as he did. For him, it was a question fundamental to his culture. Time and again, as the systematic exploitation of the rhetorical device of quotation makes clear, this novel returns to the question of origin and source. The Irish speak a borrowed language, having given up their own. Despite his contempt for the dean of studies, Stephen recognizes that

			His language, so familiar and so foreign, will always be for me an acquired speech . . . My soul frets in the shadow of his language. (here)

			When he has a ‘wrangle’ with the Italian lecturer, ‘little roundhead rogue’seye Ghezzi’, about Giordano Bruno, his brief victory is tempered by the memory that Ghezzi’s

			countrymen and not mine had invented what Cranly the other night called our religion. (here)

			Stephen’s aesthetic theory is borrowed from a variety of sources, most of them theological. His idea of the soul and its relation to the body is at first a borrowed one too, culled from the teaching of his religious superiors and later confirmed by his reading of literature, especially Dante. But, worst of all, Stephen feels the threat of his borrowed culture when it seeks to co-opt him, when it tries to recruit him into its system of institutionalized borrowing, either through the vocation of the priesthood (here) or through a commitment to Irish nationalism. He tells Davin:

			—This race and this country and this life produced me . . . I shall express myself as I am. (here)

			When Davin repeats his plea to Stephen to ‘be one of us’, Stephen replies:

			—My ancestors threw off their language and took another . . . They allowed a handful of foreigners to subject them. Do you fancy I am going to pay in my own life and person debts they made? What for? (here)

			He will not be borrowed. To be borrowed is, in a sense, to be used to pay debts others have contracted. Stephen sees no reason why he should suffer the hangover from the drinking of others. It is one thing to quote others; it is another to be a quotation in someone else’s anthology of names, whether those be the names of the members of the Jesuit order, cited several times, or of the saints, or of the heroes of Irish nationalism or of the uncertain listings of the names of great English writers, from Marryat to Newman, Tennyson and Byron (here).

			The other literary and cultural constituency into which Stephen refused co-option is that of the Irish Literary Revival, led by Yeats. He quotes Yeats twice (here) and refers to the fuss that attended the first night of the poet’s The Countess Cathleen, marking the beginning of the Irish National Theatre. The refusal to join with the Revival is important. Joyce avoided all the established versions of cultural nationalism. But there was a kinship between his own project and that of Yeats. Both sought to find for Ireland a language and a literary form or forms that would consort with Irish experience, including the traumatic experience of having lost a language. Although their ways of doing so were very different, their work bears the impress of the same recognition – that Ireland must find its own language or be doomed to quote itself as a stereotype in a language that belonged to others. In the end, Stephen pays a back-handed compliment to the Revival by quoting a mock-version of the kind of new speech to be found in the Revival plays of Lady Gregory and John Millington Synge. It is with this peasant (always a term of contempt in the Portrait), John Alphonsus Mulrennan, that Stephen ‘must struggle’ (here). One of the most effective ways of triumphing over inherited or current cultural languages is to quote them, for in quotation they undergo a torsion that wrenches them from their own context and replaces them in the context of the writer who quotes. It is, finally, a typographical irony on Joyce’s part that Portrait, like his other works, should be without quotation marks. Their absence is a symptom of the pervasive presence of what they would deny.

			FATHERS AND MOTHERS

			However, there is, it would seem, an ultimate sense in which Stephen is himself a quote from an original. He is the son of his parents. Although he finds it impossible to experience the expected filial sentiments, his emotional repudiation is not enough to give him the release from parental origin that he craves. In Chapter II, on the trip to Cork with his father, he takes refuge from the paternal grasp by repeating names:

			—I am Stephen Dedalus. I am walking beside my father whose name is Simon Dedalus. We are in Cork, in Ireland. Cork is a city. Our room is in the Victoria Hotel. Victoria and Stephen and Simon. Simon and Stephen and Victoria. Names. (here)

			But this chanting of names blurs rather than sharpens his sense of self. He suddenly loses contact with his felt memory of the child he had been:

			The memory of his childhood suddenly grew dim. He tried to call forth some of its vivid moments but could not. He recalled only names: Dante, Parnell, Clane, Clongowes. A little boy had been taught geography by an old woman who kept two brushes in her wardrobe. (here)

			Later, in the pub conversation between his father and one of his former cronies, Stephen is told that he looks like his grandfather, that he has a trace of Cork accent in his speech, and then, when the conversation turns to girls, he hears that, if he is not a ‘flirt’,

			—Then he’s not his father’s son, said the little old man.

			—I don’t know, I’m sure, said Mr Dedalus, smiling complacently. (here)

			The conversation casts shadows for Stephen. ‘Leave him to his Maker’, ‘I hope he’ll be as good as man as his father’ – the phrases have a retrospective irony once we have seen Stephen reproduce his father’s sexual delinquency when he goes to the prostitute soon after (here), when the name Simon becomes associated with the sin of Simon Magus, simony, the exchange of spiritual for temporal goods (here, here), and when Stephen exchanges his biological for his spiritual father, Daedalus, at the close. The struggle to create his own father, and thereby to become father to himself, to become, in effect, his own origin, is enabled by his adaptation of the Catholic doctrine of the Trinity, in which this miracle of self-begetting is given an elaborate and detailed formulation (here). The father–son relationship of Daedalus and Icarus is another figure for his ambition, as is the relationship between the priests and Stephen – although the only occasion on which he addresses a priest by the name ‘Father’ and in return is addressed as ‘my child’ is in the confessional in Chapter III (here). Although it was conventional, both at school and at university, to address the priests as ‘sir’, Stephen is alert to the significance of the practice. He thinks of the dean of studies as ‘one whom he would never call his ghostly father’ (here) and remarks on Davin’s solecism in addressing ‘the jesuits as father’ (here). The fact that they are celibate and ‘fathers’ brings up the question of the woman, the mother and her role.

			Although no one in the novel has a function independent of his or her effect upon Stephen, Mrs Dedalus and Stephen’s beloved (E—— C—— here, ‘Emma’ here, a ‘certain young lady’ in Davin’s phrase here, otherwise ‘she’) are the most ghostly presences in the book. Both women are associated with celibacy. Emma angers Stephen by consorting with Fr Moran, the ‘priested peasant’ (here) to whom ‘she would unveil her soul’s shy nakedness’ rather than to Stephen, ‘a priest of eternal imagination’ (here). Some of Stephen’s most rancorous class insults are reserved for priests like Fr Moran or Fr Dolan, although women are often included to give the insult more point. Mrs Dedalus has no first name, Emma has no surname, the priests have no first names, but, even as a child, Stephen is defensive about his own 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. (here)

			In his anger at her, her image is distorted into memories of young women who had embarrassed or angered him by their coarseness – the flowergirl, the kitchengirl, the girl who had laughed to see him stumble, a girl who had called coarsely after him (here). The support given by women to the Church and to the language movement (‘The best helpers the language has’, here) is a further proof of their underdevelopment, their almost nameless existence. But their love for the celibate is figured, not as a love for the Holy Ghost, but as a love for a St Joseph figure. This association is threatening because of the implicit betrayal of the cuckold father of Jesus. The link between virginity and harlotry, embodied in the villanelle that he writes but does not send to Emma, is a threat that both confuses and frightens Stephen throughout. From the early schooldays when he is made fun of because he said he kissed his mother before he went to bed (here) to the references to St Aloysius Gonzaga and Pascal, both of whom refused to touch their mothers, as Stephen tells Cranly (here), women are consigned to this dual role. This duality is famously confirmed by Stephen’s use of the same phrase on two occasions to characterize two different women as typical of their race. When he hears Davin’s story about the peasant woman who invited him to stay with her in the lonely mountain cottage while her husband was away (here), Stephen imagines her as

			a type of her race and his own, a batlike soul waking to the consciousness of itself in darkness and secrecy and loneliness and, through the eyes and voice and gesture of a woman without guile, calling the stranger to her bed. (here)

			Later, in his bitterness against Emma’s association with Fr Moran, he tells himself

			that she was a figure of the womanhood of her country, a batlike soul waking to the consciousness of itself in darkness and secrecy and loneliness, tarrying awhile, loveless and sinless, with her mild lover and leaving him to whisper of innocent transgressions in the latticed ear of a priest. (here)

			Either way, the figure of Irish womanhood, to whatever state of spiritual consciousness she may be coming, is effecting her improvement by betrayal – of the husband in one case, of Stephen in the other. One incident indicates a sexual awakening, the other a stifling of sexuality. But it matters little. Both women are still prefigured as harlot and virgin and neither role is liberating. Each conforms to a stereotype while the passage conflictually speaks of the beginning of an escape from it.

			Mother Ireland, Mother Church, Our Blessed Mother, Eve, Virgin, prostitute, temptress – all of these roles and their accompanying imageries (cold ivory, hot swooning) lead to the erasure of women from Stephen’s project of self-origination. They are threats to it because his realization of it demands that he repudiate his feeling both for Emma and for his mother, even though Mrs Dedalus prays that in his exile he

			may learn in my own life and away from home and friends what the heart is and what it feels. (here)

			Thus, the grammatical idea of the male person, first, second and third, is closely allied with the theological doctrine of the three Persons of the Trinity; they in turn are incorporated into Stephen’s male-gendered aesthetic system, with the Holy Ghost, the Third Person, representing the inspiration that makes the Father speak through the Son and the Son through the Father. The Holy Ghost is the voice of the Father who is speaking the narrative of the Son. In another act of enfolding and unfolding, the Trinity also comes to represent Stephen’s alternative vision of the actual familial world from which he too ‘proceeds’. The world of his father, Simon Dedalus, and of his mother, who is never named, has its religious analogue in the Holy Family, an icon that Stephen finds to be entirely characteristic of the Ireland and the brand of Catholicism he came to know, bereft of the mystery and severity of the Trinity and also dangerously and seductively carnal, especially in virtue of the central role it assigned to woman, in her role as Virgin and Mother, as betrayer and temptress. It is in Ulysses that these specific preoccupations become governing agencies in the narrative. Portrait, although it is something quite other than a preparation for Ulysses, is a novel shadowed by archetypal disputes that are more emphatically present in its successor.

			BODY AND SOUL

			A call is bodily, a calling is spiritual. Stephen, whose ears are filled throughout with voices and voicings, has some trouble in distinguishing between these. We hear of ‘the cold silence of intellectual revolt’ (here) that possesses Stephen, but we hear directly the voices that promote that silence within him. Words have sounds and Stephen is early puzzled by the Saussurean problem of the linkage between these sounds and the meanings they bear. The word ‘suck’ is ‘queer’; the words ‘hot’ and ‘cold’ on the taps in the lavatory make him feel hot and cold. That too is ‘queer’, as is the chill air in the corridor. If he listens, he can hear the gas flame singing when the fellows stopped talking (here). When he thinks of the word ‘God’, he pursues his laboured thought about it through fourteen repetitions in one paragraph (as well as two occurrences of the French word ‘Dieu’, here). Stephen’s wondering manipulation of his small but growing vocabulary in the first chapter involves a great deal of such repetition. But as his mastery grows, the labyrinthine pursuit of the same word or words through a series of cadences remains with him:

			He would fall. He had not yet fallen but he would fall silently, in an instant. Not to fall was too hard, too hard: and he felt the silent lapse of his soul, as it would be at some instant to come, falling, falling but not yet fallen, still unfallen but about to fall. (here)

			Many of his quotations are heard – ‘Newman had heard this note also’ (here); ‘remembered only a proud cadence from Newman’ (here); beginning to cite the villanelle, his thoughts become ‘cries arising unbroken in a hymn’ (here) – many are sung, in many instances he repeats them to himself (here, here). We hear of ‘A soft liquid joy like the noise of many waters’, and in the next paragraph ‘A soft liquid joy flowed through the words where the soft long vowels hurtled noiselessly’ (here). The speech of others is listened to intensely. Cranly’s speech is distinguished at some length from Davin’s by virtue of the linguistic echoes that resonate within it (here); the dwarfish man at the National Library has ‘a genteel accent, low and moist, marred by errors’ (here); ‘The voice, the accent, the mind’ of MacAlister offends him in the physics theatre (here). In every sense of the phrase, Stephen hears voices, and he is steadfast to his early habit of considering the intimacy between the cadence of the voice, the sounds of the words it speaks and the meanings that he assigns to them. The aural dimension in Portrait is crucial because sound is physical and yet disembodied. It is through the channels of the ear that the talkative world of Dublin reaches Stephen’s soul.

			Taste, touch and sight are also important. Physical sensations are salient in the first three chapters in particular, culminating in the account of the torments of hell-fire in Chapter III. But the aural sense is finally more important, since it is through it that words achieve their various effects. As we have noted, Portrait is full of repetitive patterns, pleated phrasings, reiterated cadences of the kind that can be found in the controlled impressionistic prose of writers of the ‘decadent’ school of the nineteenth century, particularly Walter Pater. But in this novel, the repetitions have a curious and specific function. Stephen is fond of reminding us of his cold and steely resolve, his indifference, his repudiation of the personal for the impersonal – so much so that this becomes a culminating moment in his aesthetic:

			The personality of the artist, at first a cry or a cadence or a mood and then a fluid and lambent narrative, finally refines itself out of existence, impersonalises itself, so to speak. (here)

			The relationship between this ‘impersonal’ resolve and the myriad subtle sensations that Stephen registers seems contradictory. His iron determination is sheathed in the velvet glove of his sensibility. But this contradiction is bound up with Stephen’s attempt to rewrite the conventional distinction between soul and body.

			The torments of hell, as described in Chapter III, are of two kinds – physical and spiritual. They are boundless in their extension, incredible in their intensity, unceasing in their variety (phere–1) and, worst of all, they are eternal. Fr Arnall attempts, with a fair degree of success, to make hell a place that can be physically realized rather than an unimaginable condition. But for all the stress of his rhetoric, he cannot overcome the doctrinal difficulty that lies at the heart of the sermon. There are ways of explaining how an infinitely good God could create such a place. But there is no way of explaining how disembodied spirits can feel physical pain, even though various attempts were made to do so (see note 47, here). The categories of the physical and the spiritual are incompatible. Throughout Portrait, the intensity with which the physical world is recorded and registered is discrepant with spiritual growth. Body and soul are not born simultaneously, as Stephen explains to Davin. The soul

			has a slow and dark birth, more mysterious than the birth of the body. When the soul of a man is born in this country there are nets flung at it to hold it back from flight. You talk to me of nationality, language, religion. I shall try to fly by those nets. (here)

			When physical sensation reaches a sufficient pitch of intensity, the physical world and its words fade. Stephen swoons as often as a heroine in a sentimental novel of the eighteenth century, and the swoon often carries its earlier meaning of sexual intercourse. The lips of the prostitute press on his brain and lips ‘as though they were the vehicle of a vague speech’; and as she opens her lips he feels the pressure of her tongue ‘darker than the swoon of sin, softer than sound or odour’ (here). At Dollymount Strand, the image of the young girl ‘had passed into his soul for ever and no word had broken the holy silence of his ecstasy’. He experiences a cosmic sense, as though he were looking down upon the earth. ‘His soul was swooning into some new world’ (here). In bleaker vein, as he prepares to go to confession, the ‘black cold void waste’ is apprehended so powerfully that he loses a sense of where he is:

			Consciousness of place came ebbing back to him slowly over a vast tract of time unlit, unfelt, unlived. (here)

			From an early stage, he wants ‘to meet in the real world the unsubstantial image which his soul so constantly beheld’. When he encountered it, he ‘would fade into something impalpable’ (here). There are other instances of this spiritual cosmic experience in which world and word fade and the physically vivid Dublin and Ireland that he knows is left behind. This is Stephen’s version of eternity, the realm of art in which ‘consciousness of place’ ebbs away. It is when the physically real world is most vividly there that it undergoes a change and becomes faint, vague, transmuting itself into a spiritual experience. Because it frees itself from the specific and the actual, it ceases to be personal. Soul is cosmic, the body is political.

			Here we can look again at the practice of repetition in this novel. Repetition has its monotonous aspect. It emphasizes for us the asphyxiation of Stephen’s surroundings, their limited and limiting character. Repetition also has (like the fires of hell) the quality of variety, endless difference in sameness. It is also a mnemonic device, reminding him (and us) of the ways in which variety can be organized around a number of governing obsessions or tropes. In addition, repetition is a mode of intensification, accumulating power as it progresses, a repeated probing for an exit from its own reiterations. Finally, the practice of repetition is not, of course, confined to words, phrases or sentences. It extends to the organization of incident and episode, allowing us to see the pattern of rise and fall, near-escape and then further imprisonment that gives the work its convoluted form. Out of all these repetitions we see the slow emergence of a Stephen who will no longer be victim to them, just as, on another level, we see the emergence of Stephen into the first and out of the third person, the gradual liberation of his language from that of others. In fact, repetition is, in its monotony, variety and intensity, the rhetoric of hell, and, as in hell, its worst aspect is that it goes on forever. It is from this that Stephen must escape. It is from the very carefully construed, aurally dominant prose, in which one phrase lapses into another, that he must break free into the more staccato, declarative prose of his diary. The animating principle in Stephen’s otherwise energy-sapping world is flight. To ‘fly by those nets’, to watch the flight of birds from the steps of the National Library as auguries of the future (here), to invoke Daedalus and Icarus, ‘a hawklike man flying sunward above the sea’ (here), is his ambition. But he does not escape from his Ireland: he escapes with it. He brings it into another world. He wants to absolve it from the fate of sameness, the monotony of a repetition that becomes merely farcical.

			IRELAND: TERRITORY AND HISTORY

			Writing is extraterritorial even for someone like Stephen (or Joyce), who makes a fetish in his writing about the country and, more especially, the city that he left. In a slightly cryptic moment, just before his interview with the dean of studies, Stephen enters the corridor that leads to the physics theatre. The house once belonged to an Anglo-Irish anti-Catholic, Buck Whaley; now it belongs to the Jesuits:

			The corridor was dark and silent but not unwatchful. Why did he feel that it was not unwatchful? Was it because he had heard that in Buck Whaley’s time there was a secret staircase there? Or was the jesuit house extraterritorial and was he walking among aliens? The Ireland of Tone and of Parnell seemed to have receded in space. (here)

			The house is, in a sense, haunted by history, but the main point is that it is in Ireland but not of it. Once owned by the gentry, who held it for Britain, and now owned by the Jesuits, who hold it for Rome, it is literally as well as technically ‘extraterritorial’. It is an emblem of the British–Roman imperium, anti-Catholic and militantly Catholic, a perfect site for the subsequent conversation with the English Catholic convert dean who is going to make Stephen feel both contemptuous and foreign, an ‘alien’ in his own country. Yet Stephen’s chief complaint is not lodged against either the British or the Roman Catholic imperial systems. It is directed against the Irish themselves who cooperate with these systems and who habitually betray the leaders who attempt to bring them freedom. Stephen too is a bringer of freedom, more spiritual indeed, but, in his view, more basic. Like the political leaders, he too feels the fear of betrayal, although in his case the treachery might take the subtler form of self-betrayal, a concession to the conventional life, whether of the Church or of the new revivalism, of his unconsciously enslaved compatriots.

			The famous Christmas-dinner scene is an obvious and early instance of Stephen’s introduction to the battle between spiritual leadership and the established British–Roman governance of the country. Dante Riordan defends the role of the Catholic Church in destroying Parnell. Stephen’s father and Mr Casey attack it and, by extension, attack the Church’s long-standing opposition to Irish republican and Fenian insurrection since 1798. The role of Britain in the Parnell episode is almost entirely ignored and it is only implied in relation to the other episodes mentioned (here). Nevertheless, the political question of freedom and kingship is secondary to what Mrs Riordan calls ‘a question of public morality’ (here), over which the Church has control. Mrs Riordan was once a supporter of Parnell, as the child Stephen remembers. She hit a man on the head with her umbrella because he took off his hat when the band played the British national anthem (here). In this respect she is like many others – anti-British but not anti-Catholic, even when the Church’s position supports the British position. Terrified as he is by the savagery of the row, Stephen recognizes the power of the Church in Mrs Riordan’s about-turn.

			Parnell is a product of Parnellism. Parnellism is a set of rhetorical procedures for the reading of the Irish past that Joyce and Yeats, with many others, perfected in the period between 1890 and 1940. The first and most important of these procedures was to formulate the Parnell crisis as a confrontation between two forces, one embodied in Parnell himself, the other in the Irish people. This is so obvious that it deserves repetition. Parnell is one agent; the Irish people are another. Each of these agents is then constituted as having a radical bias of personality. Parnell is austere, remote, self-contained, disdainful; the Irish people are, under his influence, an organized community that has, nevertheless, an irresistible longing towards the delinquency and volatility of the mob. This ‘mob’ impulse is precipitated by the divorce proceedings. The fear of the mob had been one of the bequests of the counter-revolutionary reaction to France since 1789; in Ireland, it took on a local colouring in the opposition to O’Connellite politics and the mobilization of the Catholic masses. Indeed, both Yeats and Joyce rehearse the standard attacks on O’Connell’s demagoguery, on his populism and garrulity, unfavourably contrasting these with Parnell’s solitariness and his lack of eloquence. All the stereotypes of Irishness are contradicted by Parnell, confirmed in the Irish people. The conflict between these two agents is one between a highly individuated selfhood and the uniform obedience of the crowd. Parnell almost made the Irish into individuals; that was the real version of Home Rule that he offered. Once they refused it, the battle for individuality was resumed by the artist, availing of the long romantic tradition of radical selfhood to support his position. Parnell is, in that respect, the leader who almost redeemed the Irish from their oppression; but what he revealed was that the oppression was not inflicted by the English alone; the Irish had introjected the oppression; they had become experts in oppressing themselves. That was why they hated individuality, why they hated the artist and why they turned upon Parnell. They could not take on the responsibility of becoming themselves; they turned instead into the infernal mob condition to which earlier in their history they had been reduced.

			‘Ivy Day in the Committee Room’ is, of course, the story in which Joyce’s Parnell figures most prominently, although it is through his absence that his presence is most felt. All the stories in Dubliners move from repression to epiphany, from a condition of moral inarticulacy to a moment of revelation, even if the revelation is nothing more than an exposure of the initial condition. The ethos of Dublin and the pathos of the individual Dubliners are interfused. In ‘Ivy Day’, the gloom and the dilapidation of the committee room, the banked fire, the cheap futilities of the conversations and, above all, the shadowiness of the scene all conspire to remind us that this is Ireland in the despondent years after Parnell’s fall. Parnell is a shade, Ireland is in his shadow; Ireland is an underworld populated by shades; the Parnell crisis is shadowed forth again by the dispute about the kind of reception to be accorded to the adulterous English King Edward VII. Dublin is apparently going to welcome the King of England who is adulterous, having destroyed the uncrowned king of Ireland for the same fault. This is a wake for Parnell, haunted by the mysterious figure of the spoilt priest, celebrated by drink – payment for political services – and by bad poetry, sentimentally received. Funeral, wake, underworld, shade, shadow, depression, repetition – these are the indications of the famous Dublin paralysis that has been brought on, in this case, by the shock of Parnell’s downfall. The stupefaction of this world is complete. The Irish, having destroyed their leader, have lapsed back into that sodden state of lachrymose concussion from which he had threatened to liberate them.

			In ‘Ivy Day’, it is the crime of Parnell’s destruction that is finally admitted so that a reason for the condition of Dublin could be found. But Parnell’s death does not explain the pathological state of the inmates of the room. It is their pathological state that explains why Parnell was destroyed. The source of that is in the national character of the Irish people. It

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
> JOYCE
A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST

AS A YOUNG MAN

2 Centennial Edition 2
Foreword {33 Karl Ove Knausqaard

ENGUIN () DELUVE
€ s @ Bty —d





OEBPS/image/title.jpg
JAMES JOYCE

A Portrait of the Artist
as a Young Man

Foreword by
KARL OVE KNAUSGAARD

Edited with an Introduction and Notes by
SEAMUS DEANE

PENGUIN BOOKS





OEBPS/image/penguin.jpg





