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Preface

A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man is James Joyce’s first novel. It appeared in instalments in the modernist magazine The Egoist in 1914, and came out as a book in 1916, the year of the Easter Rising against British rule in Ireland. Like Dubliners, Joyce’s 1914 volume of short stories, and Ulysses, which appeared in 1922, A Portrait was deemed immoral, difficult and politically suspect. This trinity of charges is probably the only Trinity to which James Joyce cared to pay homage.

In 1904, at the age of twenty-two, Joyce sent an ‘autobiographical essay’ entitled ‘A Portrait of the Artist’ to a magazine. The editor refused it: ‘I can’t print what I can’t understand,’ he replied. That same year, Joyce began writing the stories that became Dubliners. In one of many arguments with his printers and publishers about Dubliners, he wrote: ‘I believe that in composing my chapter of moral history in exactly the way the way I have composed it I have taken the first step towards the spiritual liberation of my country.’ If Dubliners was a ‘chapter’ in the ‘moral history’ and a step in the ‘spiritual liberation’ of a whole country (Joyce never lacked ambition . . . ), then A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man charts the moral history and spiritual liberation of an individual.

This individual both is and is not the young Joyce. A Portrait is an autobiographical novel, in which many elements of Joyce’s own life – his Catholic schooling, his family circumstances and his father’s financial difficulties, as well as his sexual, political and artistic awakenings – are fictionalized. A Portrait had been through several incarnations over the years, including the abandoned novel Stephen Hero, described by the Joyce scholar Derek Attridge as ‘stylistically undistinguished and immensely dull’. On one occasion, in a fit of anger at the problems he was having publishing Dubliners, Joyce threw the manuscript of A Portrait into the fire, from which it was recovered by his family.

Like Joyce, the book’s hero, Stephen Dedalus, leaves Ireland. Joyce himself left Ireland for the last time in 1912, never to return. Or rather, he left Ireland to return to it over and over – in his writing. As Stephen Dedalus records telling one of his fellow students, ‘the shortest way to Tara was via Holyhead’. Tara is the sacred burial ground of the Irish kings, and thus a symbol of Ireland, while Holyhead is the Welsh seaport closest to Dublin, and thus a gateway to Europe. The shortest way home, Stephen claims, is to leave home. From Dubliners to Finnegans Wake (1939), by way of A Portrait and Ulysses, Joyce’s work is an eternal return to Ireland.

*

A Portrait is a ‘coming of age’ novel, a variation on the genre known as the Bildungsroman: the novel of education or apprenticeship, in which a young person learns about the world and about themselves. What they learn, they learn through experience; by the process of trial and error known as ‘life’, rather than in churches, classrooms or lecture halls. While there are plenty of churches, classrooms and lecture halls in A Portrait, it is by going out into the world and testing himself against its realities, rather than submitting to its received ideas, that Stephen Dedalus discovers himself and his calling as an artist. His name is important: in Greek mythology, Daedalus was the architect of the labyrinth which held the Minotaur. He was also the father of Icarus, who flew too close to the sun on wings of wax. Mythology and mythical models underpin Joyce’s fiction, notably Ulysses, in which Stephen Dedalus, or a version of Stephen Dedalus, reappears. In Ulysses, a single day in the life of Leopold Bloom in Dublin is mapped on to the ten-year-long homeward journey of Homer’s hero Odysseus after the Trojan War. Though the mythological references in A Portrait are less significant, the symbolism of Stephen’s name is crucial to the novel. He is the son of Simon Dedalus, and his relationship with his father – from the opening page of the book to its last lines – is central to his self-discovery. Like Icarus, Stephen wishes to fly, albeit metaphorically. In Chapter Five, he declares: ‘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.’ At the end of the novel, he is preparing a different sort of ‘flight’: his lonely, risky, exhilarating farewell to Ireland. As for the labyrinth, it is both inside and outside himself.

One of the central motifs in the ‘coming of age’ novel is the way the protagonists must ‘unlearn’ much of what they have been formally taught. True education is not culturally or generationally downloaded; it must be lived. As for our identities, we are what we lay claim to, but we are also defined by what we reject. Stephen is as much a product of his physical desires as he is of his eloquence and intellect, as much shaped by his humiliations and failures as he is by his victories. We are the best and worst of ourselves. We are ourselves at our strongest, our purest and most articulate, and we are also ourselves at our most vulnerable, our grubbiest and most tongue-tied.

The frankness of Joyce’s writing disturbed and disgusted many of his early reviewers, including those who admired his work. Virginia Woolf, who grasped the novelty of Joyce’s narrative in Ulysses, nonetheless called it ‘an illiterate, underbred book . . . insistent, raw, striking, & ultimately nauseating’. In a similar but more sympathetic vein, H. G. Wells, in an early review of A Portrait, noted Joyce’s ‘cloacal obsession’ (cloacal meaning what goes into, comes out of, or generally pertains to, sewers) and his fondness for ‘coarse, unfamiliar words’. But Wells was in no doubt about Joyce’s skill: ‘One believes in Stephen Dedalus as one believes in few characters in fiction.’ Wells perceptively noted the relationship between Joyce’s ‘startling technique’ and the truthfulness of his psychological and social insights: ‘It is a mosaic of jagged fragments that does altogether render with extreme completeness the growth of a rather secretive, imaginative boy in Dublin.’ Wells understood that Joyce’s modernist narrative enhanced, rather than undermined, the realism of the novel. Joyce was proud of the bodiliness of his writing; as he wrote of Ulysses, ‘In my book the body lives in and moves through space and is the home of the full human personality.’

A Portrait begins with one of the most arresting opening sentences in literature:


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 . . .



By starting with that staple of the children’s story, ‘Once upon a time . . . ’, the narrative equivalent of the Immaculate Conception, Joyce prompts the reader to ask where our own stories truly begin. When we are born? Or when we first start to remember? And what is an identity? A sequence of memories threaded through into a narrative, or a mosaic of broken pieces, mortared together into a semblance of a self? How much of our identity is self-created, and how much shaped by our time and place and people? Is there one answer, or are there several, and do the answers change depending on where and when we pose the question? Asked, towards the end of A Portrait, if he was happy earlier in his life, Stephen replies, ‘I was someone else then,’ before elaborating: ‘I was not myself as I am now, as I had to become.’ The self-important tone Stephen adopts is part of what makes him so believable, and there are many moments when, for all his sincerity and likeability, we find him insufferable and pompous. We will return to this. The dependent toddler being told a story by his father is, by the end of the novel, a confident young adult, observing his father’s foibles from an affectionate, though critical, distance. Identity is not a fixed point, but a constant becoming. A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man is, in this sense, a portrait of change.

Simple as it may seem, Joyce’s use of a child’s voice to render a child’s view of the world is an example of something central to his writing: a fusion of rawness and sophistication, of literary and abstruse English (and Latin, and Greek and Italian and French . . .) and basic sounds, and rough and ready, often ‘obscene’, language. By opening the novel with a child’s voice rendered by a third-person narrator, and closing the novel with the mature Stephen’s first-person reflections, Joyce suggests that we are all at one and the same time first- and third-person narrators to ourselves. At any given time we are immersed in being and living, and also watching and listening, perceiving ourselves from the outside. As for the ‘cloacal obsession’ H. G. Wells remarked on, we do not have to wait long for that, because, halfway down the first page, Stephen ponders the difference between warm urine and cold urine after he has wet the bed.

As infants and babies, we are the centre of the universe, but as children, we begin to locate ourselves, in all the manifold senses of the word ‘locate’. Like many children, Stephen writes his address inside a book, and finds it hard to know where to stop:


Stephen Dedalus

Class of Elements

Clongowes Wood College

Sallins

County Kildare

Ireland

Europe

The World

The Universe



It prompts him to ask the great questions about what Stephen Hawking called ‘God, the Universe and Everything Else’. It is one of the novel’s most powerful and moving scenes, in which a little boy takes his curious mind on a journey to the very edge of what he knows, from the familiar sounds and smells of home to the wild imaginings of an endless-expanding universe. It is all the more moving because we recognize what it is to be a child: to be a child is to ask questions. It is only as adults that we stop.

As important as the child’s-eye view of the world is the child’s-ear sound of the world. Like all children, Stephen experiences words before he understands them, and early in the novel he is captivated by language. Language is another way in which we locate ourselves.

Words like ‘suck’ and ‘kiss’ fascinate and arouse him, with a sensuousness that is felt before it is comprehended. Later in the novel, there is a disagreement about the origins of the word ‘tundish’ between Stephen, by now erudite and in command of language, and the (English) Dean of Students. Stephen is correct – a symbolic victory about more than just one pedantic detail, because it marks Stephen’s ownership of English, the medium through which he (and his creator) will become the ‘artist’ of the title. The inarticulate little boy mocked and bullied for not having the right words has become, by the end of the novel, an intellectual leader.

Most truthful of all is the way in which Stephen, for all his sincerity and precociousness and likeability, can also be insufferable and pretentious, self-dramatizing and (like Icarus) hubristic. What is most striking about this novel, more than a hundred years later, is how insightful it is about the passage from childhood to early adulthood. He is trying to be what he is not – or rather, not quite, and not yet. The child always has to fake it to make it; we have to project ahead, throw ourselves on and away from what we are, in order to become who we want to be.

*

The relationship between words and what they mean is one of the novel’s themes: not just words like ‘suck’ and ‘kiss’ but words like ‘hell’ and ‘free’ and ‘nation’ – the words by which religions, hierarchies and political systems impose themselves. It may seem like a banal truism to state that language is important to Joyce – after all, Joyce does more to extend the possibilities of English than any writer since Shakespeare. But this is because Joyce’s fiction asks who ‘owns’ words, and to whom does English belong? Joyce’s relationship to the English language is complicated. It is the invader’s tongue, the colonist’s language, but it is also his, and Stephen’s, and Leopold Bloom’s. Stephen thinks as much when he goes through a roster of words, and confronts the ways in which, as an Irishman, the English language is both his and not his:


The language in which we are speaking is his before it is mine. How different are the words home, Christ, ale, master, on his lips and on mine! I cannot speak or write these words without unrest of spirit. His language, so familiar and so foreign, will always be for me an acquired speech. I have not made or accepted its words. My voice holds them at bay. My soul frets in the shadow of his language.



But Stephen also tells his friend Davin, ‘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?’ We might note, here, that Stephen is refusing Irish nationalism as much as British imperial subjection. The characters with whom Joyce himself most identifies throughout his works are those who, faced with a choice of two alternatives, will choose neither. Words will be Stephen’s path through the labyrinth; they will also be the waxen wings on which he flies – intellectually, rhetorically, creatively.

Stephen, like Joyce, is born into a country ruled politically and economically by the British, and ideologically by the Catholic Church. ‘I am the servant of two masters’, Stephen says in Ulysses, ‘an English and an Italian.’ The Irish language is there in Joyce’s fiction, a sign of both the past and a possible future: the past in that it has been almost lost to English, and a future in that the new Irish nationalism will reinstate it. Joyce’s work is written and set in a moment of great historical change – not just for Ireland but also for the British Empire. One of the elements H. G. Wells draws attention to in A Portrait, and other critics had noticed in Dubliners, was the stirrings of Irish national liberation, not just among the politically engaged, but in the middle-class drawing rooms of Dublin.

In a 1928 letter about what would become Finnegans Wake, Wells informed Joyce that, for all his admiration of the younger writer, he could do nothing more to promote him as a writer. ‘Your work is an extraordinary experiment,’ he wrote, adding: ‘To me it is a dead end.’ Wells was talking about Joyce’s later work, but the ‘extraordinary experiment’ had already begun in Dubliners and A Portrait, and there are plenty of indications, in these early works, of where Joyce’s writing would go. In the same letter, Wells told Joyce:


I’ve an enormous respect for your genius dating from your earliest books and I feel now a great personal liking for you but you and I are set upon absolutely different courses. Your training has been Catholic, Irish, insurrectionary; mine, such as it was, was scientific, constructive and, I suppose, English.



Two things stand out from this paragraph: the personal warmth which makes this letter one of the finest and most dignified declarations of artistic difference ever written, and the word ‘insurrectionary’. In the years between A Portrait and these early sequences from Finnegans Wake, Wells has seen Ireland change from being a British colony to an independent nation – through armed struggle and civil conflict, as well as political negotiation. The course of Joyce’s writing career has, in Wells’s mind, been mapped on to the course of his country’s history.

Wells and Woolf knew that Joyce was writing a new kind of literature, and they were unsettled by it. It was not that his work was difficult or ‘obscene’, or even that its narrative techniques broke with convention. It was because Wells and Woolf, and the more perceptive contemporary critics, sensed that Joyce’s writing asked the fundamental – and ‘insurrectionary’ – question: to whom does English now ‘belong’? The question feels a particularly modern one, in this era of post-colonial literature and global English. Joyce was asking it from the very start, and his work is the answer: he would write from inside and outside English, and he would wrest the English language, that ‘acquired speech’, from the English. To do so, he would celebrate and subvert English, and make it more resourceful, expressive and international than it had ever been.

Patrick McGuinness




A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man




One

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 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.



He sang that song. That was his song.


O, the green 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 the piano the sailor’s hornpipe for him to dance. He danced:


Tralala lala

Tralala tralaladdy

Tralala lala

Tralala lala.



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 every time he brought her a piece of tissue paper.

The Vances lived in number seven. They had a different 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:

‘O, Stephen will apologize.’

Dante said:

‘O, if not, the eagles will come and pull out his eyes –’


Pull out his eyes,

Apologize,

Apologize,

Pull out his eyes.

Apologize,

Pull out his eyes,

Pull out his eyes,

Apologize.



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 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 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:

‘What is your name?’

Stephen had answered:

‘Stephen Dedalus.’

Then Nasty Roche had said:

‘What kind of a name is that?’

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

‘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 pocket. And belt was also to give a fellow a belt. One day a fellow 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 goodbye 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 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 because he would not swop his little snuffbox for Wells’s seasoned hacking chestnut, the conqueror of forty. How cold and slimy the water had been! A fellow had once seen a big rat jump into the scum. 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 said:

‘Now then, who will win? Go ahead, York! Go ahead, Lancaster!’

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; that it was hogwash. Their fathers were magistrates, the fellows said.

All the boys seemed to him very strange. They had all fathers 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?’

‘I 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 before you go to bed?’

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:

‘I 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 conqueror 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 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 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 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 only think 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 any one prayed to God and said Dieu then God knew at once that it was a French person that was praying. But, though there were different names for God in all the different languages in the world and God understood what all 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 and yet he shivered a little and still wanted to yawn.

The bell rang for night prayers and he filed out of the studyhall after the others and down the staircase and along the corridors to the chapel. The corridors were darkly lit and the 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 mouths 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 peasants. 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 halfdoor 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 dormitory. 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 knelt trembling at his bedside and repeated his prayers quickly, fearing that the gas would go down. He felt his shoulders 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, tucking the end of the nightshirt under his feet, curled himself together 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 from it all . . .



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 smouldering 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 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 marshal 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 curtains 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:

‘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 clinging 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. It 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.

‘I 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, back slimy eyes to look out of. They could understand how to
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