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it—here in this hall surrounded by women practising for the first tim
history 1 know not how many different professions-—is one of extrag
interest and importance. You have won rooms of your own in the hous
erto exclusively owned by men. You are able, though not without great]
and effort, to pay the rent. You are earning your five hundred pounds
But this freedom is only a beginning; the room is your own, but it is still by
it has to be furnished; it has to be decorated; it has to be shared. _f.]ﬁ";:are
going to Furnish it, how are you going to decorate it? With whom aréj’nu.gﬁm
io share it, and upon what terms? These, | think are questions of the

importance and interest. For the first time in history you are able to ask
for the first time you are able to decide for yourselves what the Zlﬁb:\’.ﬁ-'él;}i. h
be. Willingly would I stay and discuss those questions and answers—h
tonight. My time is up; and [ must cease. )

JAMES JOYCE
18821941

James Joyce was born in Dublin, son of a talented but feckiess father, wh
rately described in Joyee's novel A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man (151
having been “a medical student, an ozrsman, a tenor, an amateur act(_)'r',"'é.s
politician, a smalt landlord, a small investor, a drinker, a good fellow, a st
somebody’s secretary, something in a distillery, a tax-gatherer, a banke
present a praiser of his own past.” The elder Joyce driflted steadily down the fi
and social scale, his family moving from house to house, each ane less gent
more shabby than the previous. James Joyce's primary education was C;
the age of six to the age of nine at Clongowes Wood College and from’
sixteen at Belvedere College. Both were Jesuit institutions and were norma
the priesthead. He then studied modern languages at University College, Du
From a comparatively voung age Joyee regarded himsell as a rebeliag
shabbiness and philistinism of Dublin. In his last year of school at Belvidere
to reject his Catholic faith in favor of a literary mission that he saw as i
rebellion and exile. He refused to play any part in the nationalist or the
activities of his fellow students, and he created some stir by his outspo
one of which, on the Norwegian playwright Henrik [bsen, appeared in Londo!
nightly Review when Joyce was eighteen. Fle taught himsell Dano-Norwel
to read Ihsen and (o write to him. When an article by Joyee, significantly
Day of the Rabblement,” was refused, on instructions of the faculty adyis
student magazine that had commissioned it, he had it printed privat
when he received his A.B. degree, he was already committed to A car
writer. For Joyce, as for his character Stephen Dedalus, the latter implied th
Ta preserve his integrity, to avoid involvement in popular causes, 'ty de
to the life of the artist, he felt that he had to go abroad. .
Joyvce went to Paris after graduation, was recalled to Dublin by his'mo
illness, had a short spell there as a schoolteacher, then returned tothe
1904 to teach English at Trieste and then at Zurich. He took with him.
a woman from Galway with no interest in literature; her vivacity and
Joyce, and the twao lived in devoted companionship antil his death; alt
were not married until 1931 In 1920 Joyce and Barnacle seutled in
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wd until December 1940, when the war forced them 1o take re
fied in Zurich a few weeks later,

proud, obstinate, absolutely convinced of his genius, given fo fits of sudde
of sudden silence, Jovee was not always an easy

fuge in Switzerland:

n gajety
person to get along with, yet he
r lacked friends, and throughout his thirty-six years on the Continent he was
givays the center of a literary circle. Life was hard at first, In Trieste he had very littie
money, and he did not improve matters by drinking heavily, u habit checked someswhat
his brother Stanislaus, whe came out from Dublin 1o act {as Stanislaus put it much
o7} as his “brother’s keeper.” Joyce also suffered fram eye diseases and, blind for
of periods, underwent twenty-five operations, In 1917 Edith Rockefelier McCor-
% and then the lawyer John Quinn, steered in Joyee’s direction by Ezra Pound,
Jmed oul financially, but a sore permanent benefactor was the English feminist
d editor Harriet Shaw Weaver, wha not only subsidized Joyee generously from 1947
he end of his life but also occupied herself indefatigably with arrangements for
lishing his work.
spite of doing most of his writing in Trieste, Zurich, and Paris, Joyee paradoy-
y'.t\'mte only and always about Dublin. No writer has ever heen more soaked in
blin, its atmosphere, its history, its topography. He devised ways of expanding his
ounts of Dublin, however, so that they became microcosms of human history,
graphy, and experience.
oyee began his career by writing a series of stories etching with extraordinary clarity
cts of Dublin life. These stories—published as Dubliners in 1914—are sharp
istic sketches of what Joyce called the “paralysis” that beset the lives of people in
-provincial Ireland. The language is crisp, lucid, and detached, and the details
hosen and organized so that carefully interacting symbolic meanings ate set up,
¢ of the stories, such as “Araby,” are built around what Joyce called an “epiphany,”
amatic but fleeting moment of revelation about the sell or the world, Many end
ptly, without conventional narrative closure, or they lack overt connectives and
jons, leaving muliiple possibilities in suspension. The last story in Dubliners,
ad,” was not part of the original draft of the book but was added later, when
was preoccupied with the nature of artistic objectivity. At a festive event,
nded by guests whose portraits Joyee draws with precision and economy, a series
lting events frees the protagonist, Gabriel, from his possessiveness and egotism.
w he attains at the end is the mood of supreme neutrality that Joyee saw as
inning of artistic awareness. It is the view of art developed by Stephen Dedalus
Portrait of the Artist as u Young Man,
sbliners represents Joyce's first phase: he had to come to terms with the life he
rejected. Next he had to come to terms with the meaning of his own growth as
dedicated to imaginative writing, and he did so by writing a novel about the
id development of an artist, a kind of novel known by the German term
errotitan (a variation on the Bildungsrontan). The book's narrative style changes
developments in Stephen'’s consciousness, from the bare record of a child's
e¥periences to the tronically lush descriptions of artistic illumination to the
fficiency of the final diary entries. Joyee wove his autobiography into a novel
vchiseled and carefully organized, so stripped of everything superfluous, that
urd contributes to the presentation of the theme: the parallel movement toward
oward exile. A part of his first draft was published posthumously under the
itle, Stephen Hero (1 944}, anda comparison between it and the final version,
af the Artist, shows how carefully Joyce reworked and compressed his material
imum effect.
artrait Stephen works out a theory in which art moves from the lyrical form
lest, the personal expression of an instant of emotion) through the narrative
o longer purely personal) to the dramatic (the highest and most nearly perfect
here “the artist, like the God of creation, remains within or behind or beyand
his handiwork, invisible, refined out of existence, indifferent, paring his

=
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fingernails”). This view of art, which involves the objectivity, even the ‘exile
artist—even though the artist uses only the materials provided for him or he
or her own life—overlaps with the emphasis on masks, impersonality, anq
detachment in the work of other modernist writers, such as Pound, W, B.Yeats
T. 5. Eliot. Joyce's next novel, Ulysses (1922), and his last, Finnepans Wake (193
represent the most consummate crafismanship, put at the service of 4}
comic vision, His innovations in organization, style, and narrative te'ch_}iiq‘
influenced countless other writers, but these books are unique. L
From the beginning Joyce had trouble getting into print. Publication of Dy,
was held up for many years while he fought with both English and Irish pi
about words and phrases that they wished to eliminate. Ulysses was bannad §
and America on publication; its earlier serialization in an American magaz{n
Little Review (March 1918-December 1920), had been stopped abruptly wh
U.S. Post Office brought a charge of obscenity against the work. Forninately
John Waolsey’s history-making decision in & U.S. district court on Decembirg
resulted in the lifting of the ban and the free circulation of Ulysses first'is
and soon alterward in Britain. ks

ULYSSES

Ulysses is an account of one day in the lives of Dubliners; it thus describe
number of events involving a limited number of people in & limited environm
Joyce's ambition—-which took him seven years ta realize—is to present th
such a manner that depth and implication are given to them and they beco
halic. The episodes in Ulpsses correspond to episodes in Homer's ancien
Odyssey. Joyce regarded Homer’s Odysseus, or Ulysses, as the most “comp}
in literature, shown in all his aspects—coward and hero, cautious and re
and strong, husband and philanderer, father and son, dignified and ridichl
makes his hero, Leopold Bloom, an Irish Jew, into a modern Ulysses.
between the Homeric archetypes and the modern-day characters and even
host of interpretive complexities. They can seem tight or loose, deflating
ironic or heroic, epic or mock-epic, depending on their specific use’in’di
sodes and, to some extent, on the propensities of the reader. -+

Ulysses opens at eight o'clock on the morning of June 16, 1904, Stephe:
(the same character as in Portrait, but two years after the last glimpse
had been summoned back to Dublin by his mother's fatal illness and no
old military tower on the shore with Buck Mulligan, a rollicking medic
an Englishman called Haines. In the first three episodes of Ulysses, which
on Stephen, he is built up as an aloof, uncompromising artist; refect
by representatives of the normal world, the incomplete man, to’he’
with the camplete Leopold Bloom, who is much mare “normal”and con
tracing Stephen through his early-morning activities and learning thi
of his mind, we go, in the fourth episode, to the home of Bloom
his every activity: attending a funeral, transacting business, ea
through the Dublin streets, warrying about his wife’s infidelity wit
and at each point the contents of his mind, including retrospect:
presented to us, until his past history is revealed. Finally Bloom
have been just missing each other all day, get together. By this
Stephen, who has been drinking with some medical students, is th
Bloom, moved by a paternal feeling toward Stephen (his own'son h
and in a symbolic way Stephen takes his place), follows him diwrin
tures in the role of protector. The climax of the book comes »
in drink, and Bloom, worn out with fatigue, succumb to'd serie!
where their unconscious minds surface in dramatic form and th
revealed with a completeness and a frankness unique in literatire
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‘through the baok, such as the Twelve Customers (who are also twelve jurymen

i Liblic opinion) an‘d the Four Old Men (who are also judges, the authors of the

P'{;spc}s, and the four elements), help weave the texture of multiple significance

racteristic of the work. But always it is the punning language, extending sig-

i downward--rather than the plot, developing it lengthwise—that bears the
Toad of meaning,

Aruaby!

sth Richmond Street, being blind, was a quiet street except at the hour
the Christian Brothers' School? set the boys free. An uninhabited house
o storeys stood at the blind end, detached from its neighbours in a square
3: The other houses of the street, conscious of decent lives within them,
at one another with brown imperturbable faces,
ghejfarmer tenant of our house, a priest, had died in the back drawing-
ir, musty from having been long enclosed, hung in all the rooms, and
iste room behind the kitchen was littered with old useless papers, Among
found a few paper-covered books, the pages of which were curled and
The Abbot, by Walter Scott, The Devout Comnunicant and The Mem-
Vidocg* 1 liked the last best because its leaves were yellow. The wild
#'behind the house contained a central apple-tree and a few straggling
s under one of which [ found the late tenant’s rusty bicycle-pump. He
seni a very charitable priest; in his will he had left all his money to
tions and the furniture of his heuse to his sister.
ien the short days of winter came dusk Fell before we had well eaten our
;. When we met in the street the houses had grown sombre. The space
bove us was the colour of ever-changing violet and towards it the lamps
treet lifted their feeble lanterns. The cold air stung us and we played
bodies glowed. Our shouts echoed in the silent street, The career of
lay brought us through the dark muddy lanes behind the houses where
the gantlet of the rough tribes from the cottages, to the back doors of
k ‘dripping gardens where odours arose from the ashpits, to the dark
s'stables where a coachman smoothed and combed the horse or shook
from the buckled harness. When we returned to the street light from
tchen windows had filled the areas. If my uncle was seen turning the
e hid in the shadow until we had seen him safely housed. Or if Man-
ister came out on the doorstep to call her brother in to his tea we
d:her from our shadow peer up and down the street. We waited to see

of the ffieen stories in Dubliners. and children that is a major theme in Joyoe's work,

the frustzated guest for beanty in the 3. The Joyce family moved to 17 North Richmand
drabness is both meticulously realistic in Strees, Dublin, in 1894; and Jovee had earier
of details of Dublin life and the Dublin Lriefly attended the Christian Brothers’ school a

highly symbolic in that almost every few doors away {the Christiun Brothers are a Cath-

cident supgests some particularaspect olic religious community). The details of the house
¢ ie.g,, the suggestion ol the Holy Grail described here correspond exactly to thase of num.-

f the chalice, mentioned in the Rfth her 17,
Joyee was drawing on his ewn child- 3. Frangois Fugéne Vidocq (17751857} had an
ions, and the uncle in the story i s extraordinary career as soldier, thief, chiel of the
e af Joyee's father, Butin alf the stories French detective force, and private detective. The
 desling with childhaod, the child lives Abbot is o historical novel dealing with Mary,
hisparents but with an uncle and aunt-a Chueen of Scots. The Devort Commsinicant 5 a

hat isolution and lack of proper relation Cathelic religious manual.

unsubstantial” {in the flesh} parents
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whether she would remain or go in and, if she remained, we left
and walked up to Mangan's steps resignedly. She was waiting for us, he
defined by the light from the half-opened door. Her brother always teased
before he obeyed and [ stood by the railings looking at her. Her dre
as she moved her body and the soft rope of her hair tossed from side;
Every morning I lay on the floor in the front parlour watching her d
blind was pulled down to within an inch of the sash so that I could'ng
seen, When she came out on the doorstep my heart leaped. 1 ran to ﬂ]
seized my books and followed her. | kept her brown figure always
and, when we came near the point at which our ways diverged, I quicke
my pace and passed her. This happened morning after morning, 1 ha
spoken to her, except for a few casual words, and yet her name wa
summons to all my foolish blood.
Her image accompanled me even in places the most hostile to roman
Saturday evenings when my aunt went marketing I had to go to carry sp
the parcels. We walked through the flaring streets, jostled by drunke;
and bargaining women, amid the curses of labourers, the shrill litaniesnfs
boys who stood on guard by the barrels of pigs’ cheeks, the nasal cha
street-singers, who sang a come-all-you* about O'Donovan Rossa,
about the troubles in our native land. These noises converged in a smEl
sation of life for me: I imagined that I bore my chalice safely throug
of foes. Her name sprang to my lips at moments in strange prayers and p
which 1 myself did not understand. My eyes were often full of tea
not tell why) and at times a flood from my heart seemed to pour itself:
my bosom. [ thought little of the future. [ did not know whetherIiwo
speak to her or not or, if | spoke to her, how [ could tell her of my
adoration. But my body was like a harp and her words and gestur
fingers running upon the wires, ;
One evening 1 went into the back drawing-room in which the pri
died. It was a dark rainy evening and there was no sound in the houge
one of the broken panes I heard the rain impinge upon the earth
incessant needles of water playing in the sodden beds. Some dista
lighted window gleamed below me. I was thankful that I conld e
All my senses seemed to desire to veil themselves and, feeling th
to slip from them, I pressed the palms of my hands togelher
bled, murmuring: O love! O love! many times. :
At last she spoke to me. When she addressed the frst words i
confused that [ did not know what to answer, She asked me'wa
Araby.* 1 forgot whether I answered ves or no. It would be a- splen 1
she said; she would love to go.
—And why can't you? | asked.
While she spoke she turned a silver bracelet round and rou
could not go, she said, because there would be a retreat that
convent.® Her brother and two other boys were fighting for thei
was alone at the railings. She held one of the spikes, bowing b
me. The light from the lamp oppaosite our door caught the' hit

4. Street ballad, so called from its opening words. as 2 "Grand Oriental Fie;%w
This one was nhout the 19th-century Irish natton- Dublin on May 14-19,'1894.¢
alist Jeremizh Donovan, populacly known as 6. Le., her cenvent sch
O'Donovan Rossit. seclusmn From nn.[lnan’ Cﬂ

5. The bazaar, described by its “official catalogue” plous excrcises.
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-ck, lit up her hair that rested there and, falling

2. lit up the hand upon the
iling. 1t fell over one side of her dress and caught the white border of »
tticoat, just visible as she stood at ease,

1t's well for vou, she said.

y waking and sleeping thoughts after
t evening! I wished 10 annihilate the tedioys intervening days. 1 chafed
ainst the work of school. At night in my bedroom and by day in the classroom
rimage came between me and the page I strove to read. The syllables of
e word Araby were called to me through the silence in which my soul Jux.
iated and cast an Eastern enchantment over me. [ asked for leave to go 1o
: bazaar on Saturday night. My aunt was surprised and hoped it was not
ne Freemason affair” I answered fow questions in class. I watched my

hoped I was not beginning

ster’s face pass from amiability to sternness; he

idle. T could not call my wandering thoughts together. I had hardly any

ience with the serious work of life which, now that it stood between me
my desire, seemed to me child’s play, ugly monotonous chiid’s play.

On Saturday morning I reminded my uncle that I wished to go to the bazaar
the evening. He was fussing at the hallstand, locking for the hat-brush, and
ered me curtly:
-Yes, boy, ! know.
he was in the hall I could not go into the front parlour and lie at the
dow. T left the house in bad humour and walked slowly towards the school.

. air was pitilessly raw and already my heart misgave me,
en I came home to dinner my uncle had not vet been home. Still it was
I'sat staring at the clock for some time and, when its ticking began 1o
e me, | left the room. I mounted the staircase and gained the upper part
he house, The high cold empty gloomy rooms liberated me and | went from
to room singing. From the front window | saw my companions playing
w in the street. Their cries reached me weakened and indistinet and, lean-
y forehead apainst the cool glass, I looked over at the dark house where
lived. 1 may have stood there for an hour, seeing nothing but the brown-
figure cast by my imagination, touched disereetly by the lamplight at the
ed neck, at the hand upon the railings and at the border below the dress.
hen I came downstairs again | found Mrs Mercer sitting at the fire. She
an old garrulous woman, a pawn-broker's widow, who collected used
tor some pious purpese. 1 had to endure the gossip of the tea-table.
meal was prolonged beyond an hour and stl] my uncle did not come. Mr
t stood up to go: she was sorry she couldn’t wait any longer, but it was
ght o'clock and she did not like to be out late, as the night air was had
“When she had gone I began to walk up and down the room, clenching
its. My aunt said;
'm-afraid you may put off your bazaar for this night of Our Lord.
ine o'clock I heard my uncle’s latchkey in the halldoor. I heard him
to himself and heard the hallstand rocking when it had received the
his overcoat. I could interpret these signs, When he was midway

gh his dinner 1 asked him 10 give me the money to go to the bazagr. He
Otten.

tshares her Charch's distrust of the Freemasons, an old European secret society, reputedly angi-




2306 / James Jovce

—The people are in bed and after their first sleep now, he Sald
I did not smile. My aunt said to him energetically: :
~~Can’t you give him the money and let him go? You've kepthi

as it is.
My uncle said he was very sorry he had forgotten, He sznd h

the old saying: All work and no pla} makes Jack a dull boy. He'asked.

I was going and, when 1 had told him a second time he asked me-did: 1

The Aral's Farewell to his Steed.® When I left the kitchen he ‘was b

recite the opening lines of the piece to my aunt.
I held a florin? tightly in my hand as [ strode down Bucklngha"

towards the station. The sight of the strects thronged with buvcrs "
with gas recalled to me the purpose of my journey. 1 took my seat
class carriage of a deserted train. After an intolerable delay the tra
out of the station slowly, It crept onward among ruinous houses and
twinkling river, At Westland Row Station a crowd of people presse

carriage doors; but the porters moved them back, saying that it w;

train for the bazaar I remained alone in the bare carriage. In a: fe\x,

the train drew up beside an improvised wooden platform. I passed:
the road and saw by the lighted dial of a clock that it was ten: minul

In front of me was a large building which displayed the magical na
I could not find any sixpenny entrance and, fearing that the bazaa

be closed, I passed in quickly through a turnstile, handing a shilling

looking man. | found myself in a big hall girdled at half its hexghtb

Nearly all the stalls were closed and the greater part of the hall was inid

I recognized a silence like that which pervades a church afteria

walked into the centre of the bazaar timidly. A few people were pat

the stalls which were still open. Before a curtain, over which the:

Chantant’ were written in coloured lamps, two men were counnng

a salver. [ listened to the fall of the coins.
Remembering with difficulty why 1 had come I went over to oneof |

and examined porcelain vases "and flowered tea-sets. At the dooro

voung lady was talking and laughing with two young gentleme
their English accents and listened vaguely to their Conversatmn.

-0, 1 never said such a thing!

—0, but you did!

(), but I didn’t!

~Didn't she say that?

-Yes. | heard her.

w0, there's a . . . fib!

Observing me tiw young lady came over and asked me dié i
anything. The tone of her voice was not encouraging; she seeme
spoken to me out of a sense of duty. 1 looked humbly at thegn
stood like eastern guards at either side of the dark entrance to the
murmured: :

—No, thank you.

The young lady changed the position of one of the vases and
the twa young men. They began to talk of the same subject. ODCB or
voung fady glanced at me over her shoulder.

8. Once-popular sentimental poem by Caroline 1. Singing café (French; htcmi.
Narton. provided musical cﬁlermmeH Py
9. Asilver coin, now absolete, worth twe shillings, the 20th century. :
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ngered before her stall, though 1 knew my stay was useless, to make my
2t in her wares seem the more real. Then 1 turned away slowly and
.d down the middle of the bazaar. I allowed the two pennies to [al against
pence in my pocket. T heard a voice call from one end of the gallery that
ght was out. The upper part of the hall was now completely dark.

zing up into the darkness | saw myself as a creature driven and derided
nity; and my eyes burned with anguish and anger.

1914

i

The Dead

1}'}; the caretzker’s daughter, was literally run off her feet. Hardly had she
ht one gentleman into the little pantry behind the office on the ground
“snd helped him off with his overcoat than the wheezy hall-door bell
ged again and she had to scamper along the bare hallway to let in another
t 1t was well for her she had not to attend to the ladies also. But Miss
f:énd Miss Julia had thought of that and had converted the bathroom
airs into a ladies’ dressing-room. Miss Kate and Miss Julia were there,
iping and laughing and fussing, walking after each other to the head of
itairs, peering down over the banisters and calling down to Lily to ask her
had come.
was always a great affair, the Misses Morkan’s annual dance. Everybody
Lnew them came to it, members of the family, old friends of the family,
members of Julia’s choir, any of Kate’s pupils that were grown up enough
even some of Mary Jane's pupils too. Never once had it fallen flat. For
sand years it had gone off in splendid style as long as anyone could remem-
ever since Rate and Julia, after the death of their brother Pat, had left the
se'in Stoney Batter and taken Mary Jane, their only nicce, to live with
sin the dark gaunt house on Usher's Island, the upper part of which they
‘fented from Mr Fulham, the cornfactor! on the ground floor. That was a
d'thirty years ago if it was a day. Mary Jane, who was then a little girl in
it clothes, was now the main prop of the household for she had the organ
Izddington Road.* She had been through the Academy and gave a pupils’
1t every year in the upper room of the Antient Concert Rooms.” Many
ser pupils belonged to better-class families on the Kingstown and Dalkey
/0ld as they were, her aunts also did their share. Julia, though she was
grey, was still the leading soprano in Adam and Eve’s, and Kate, being
feeble to go about much, gave music lessons to beginners on the old square
a6'in the back room. Lily, the caretaker's daughter, did housemaid’s work
em. Though their life was modest they believed in eating well; the best
erything: diamond-bone sirloins, three-shilling tea and the best bottled
it But Lily seldom made a mistake in the orders so that she got on well
her three mistresses. They were fussy, that was all. But the only thing
ould not stand was back answers,
ourse they had good reason te be fussy on such a night. And then it

urn merchant, 3. Concert hall in Dublin. The academy was the
gﬁdﬁhﬂgkm Read, like Adam and Eve's below, Rovyal Irish Academy of Music,
4. A durk brown malt liquor, akin to beer.




