James Joyce
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young M&h916)

Once upon a time and a very good time it was there was aomammming
down along the road and this moocow that was coming down alomgatie
met a nicens little boy named baby tuckoo....

His father told him that story: his father looked at hinotigh 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. idother
put on the oilsheet. That had the queer smell.

His mother had a nicer smell than his father. Shegal@n 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 trafather
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 theeg velvet back
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was for Parnell. Dante gave him a cachou every time hebtder a piece
of tissue paper.

The Vances lived in number seven. They had a diffdether and
mother. They were Eileen’s father and mother. When trexg @grown up he
was going to marry Eileen. He hid under the table. His mathid:

— 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.

*x % * * %

The wide playgrounds were swarming with boys. All wéreuting
and the prefects urged them on with strong cries. The evenimgsaipale
and chilly and after every charge and thud of the footlsallee greasy
leather orb flew like a heavy bird through the grey lighe kept on the
fringe of his line, out of sight of his prefect, out of tikach of the rude feet,
feigning to run now and then. He felt his body small andkwaaid the
throng of the players and his eyes were weak and watedy Rickham
was not like that: he would be captain of the third lilhéhe fellows said.

Rody Kickham was a decent fellow but Nasty Roche wasn&. st
Rody Kickham had greaves in his number and a hamper iretbetory.
Nasty Roche had big hands. He called the Friday pudding ddg-n-t
blanket. And one day he had asked:

— What is your name?

Stephen had answered: Stephen Dedalus.

Then Nasty Roche had said:

Letteratura e cultura Inglese | — 2013-2014
Lingue e culture moderne — Universita di Macerata



— What kind of a name is that?

And when Stephen had not been able to answer Nasty Rad¢he ha
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 Imeaking
little runs now and then. But his hands were bluish with. détdkept his
hands in the side pockets of his belted grey suit. Thaiawezelt round his
pocket. And belt was also to give a fellow a belt. Oneadgflow had said
to Cantwell:

— I'd give you such a belt in a second.

Cantwell had answered:

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

That was not a nice expression. His mother had told htrtono
speak with the rough boys in the college. Nice mother! Theday in the
hall of the castle when she had said goodbye she had put wgilldouble
to her nose to kiss him: and her nose and eyes were relie Bat
pretended not to see that she was going to cry. She mies mother but she
was not so nice when she cried. And his father had givenvin five-
shilling pieces for pocket money. And his father had toldihime wanted
anything to write home to him and, whatever he did, neveeach on a
fellow. Then at the door of the castle the rector hattesth hands with his
father and mother, his soutane fluttering in the breezkthencar had driven
off with his father and mother on it. They had criediim from the car,
waving their hands:

— Goodbye, Stephen, goodbye!

— Goodbye, Stephen, goodbye!

He was caught in the whirl of a scrimmage and, fearfthef
flashing eyes and muddy boots, bent down to look through theTlegs.
fellows were struggling and groaning and their legs wabbing and
kicking and stamping. Then Jack Lawton’s yellow boots dodgéthe ball
and all the other boots and legs ran after. He rantaten a little way and
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then stopped. It was useless to run on. Soon they would be fgmimg for
the holidays. After supper in the study hall he would changettimder
pasted up inside his desk from seventy-seven to seventy-six.

It would be better to be in the study hall than out tiretbe cold.
The sky was pale and cold but there were lights in thitecéte wondered
from which window Hamilton Rowan had thrown his hat on tdna and
had there been flowerbeds at that time under the windowsd@nehen he
had been called to the castle the butler had shown himahes of the
soldiers’ slugs in the wood of the door and had givenahpiece of
shortbread that the community ate. It was nice and was®e the lights in
the castle. It was like something in a book. Perhaps lteicAbbey was like
that. And there were nice sentences in Doctor Cornwgfialing Book.
They were like poetry but they were only sentences to ks 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 f@@ning his
head upon his hands, and think on those sentences. He slaigefé@ had
cold slimy water next his skin. That was mean of Wellshiulder him into
the square ditch because he would not swop his little snuffdbaiells’s
seasoned hacking chestnut, the conqueror of forty. How odldlany the
water had been! A fellow had once seen a big rat junoptlire scum.
Mother was sitting at the fire with Dante waiting faridéd to bring in the
tea. She had her feet on the fender and her jewelly Sippse so hot and
they had such a lovely warm smell! Dante knew a lot oigsi She had
taught him where the Mozambique Channel was and whathedsrigest
river in America and what was the name of the highesitmaan in the
moon. Father Arnall knew more than Dante because ha wasst but both
his father and uncle Charles said that Dante wasvarckeoman and a well-
read woman. And when Dante made that noise after dinnghangbut up
her hand to her mouth: that was heartburn.

A voice cried far out on the playground:
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— Allin!
Then other voices cried from the lower and third lines:
— Allin! 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 gréase. A fellow
asked him to give it one last: but he walked on without emswering the
fellow. Simon Moonan told him not to because the prefect e@srig. 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 Moonanmiduaie because
Simon Moonan used to tie the prefect’s false sleeves bbkrzhck and the
prefect used to let on to be angry. But the sound was Qglse he had
washed his hands in the lavatory of the Wicklow Hotell@sdather pulled
the stopper up by the chain after and the dirty water d@mnh through the
hole in the basin. And when it had all gone down slowly the inalee

basin had made a sound like that: suck. Only louder.

To remember that and the white look of the lavatory nhéiefeel
cold and then hot. There were two cocks that you turnedvatet came out:
cold and hot. He felt cold and then a little hot: anddddtsee the names
printed on the cocks. That was a very queer thing.

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

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

— Now then, who will win? Go ahead, York! Go ahead, Latara

Stephen tried his best, but the sum was too hard areithe f
confused. The little silk badge with the white rose ohat tvas pinned on
the breast of his jacket began to flutter. He was no gosdnas, but he tried
his best so that York might not lose. Father Arnddce looked very black,
but he was not in a wax: he was laughing. Then Jack Laswémked his
fingers and Father Arnall looked at his copybook and said:

— Right. Bravo Lancaster! The red rose wins. Come on Nonk!
Forge ahead!
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Jack Lawton looked over from his side. The little silk badgé thie
red rose on it looked very rich because he had a blue saplon. Stephen
felt his own face red too, thinking of all the bets about whald get first
place in elements, Jack Lawton or he. Some weeks Jawtoh got the card
for first and some weeks he got the card for firss. hite silk badge
fluttered and fluttered as he worked at the next sum and Rediner
Arnall's voice. Then all his eagerness passed away afelthes face quite
cool. He thought his face must be white because it felbeb He could not
get out the answer for the sum but it did not matter. &\foses and red
roses: those were beautiful colours to think of. And thdsctor first place
and second place and third place were beautiful colourgitioand cream
and lavender. Lavender and cream and pink roses were begutifunk of.
Perhaps a wild rose might be like those colours and hembered the song
about the wild rose blossoms on the little green plaagey&u could not
have a green rose. But perhaps somewhere in the world ytal co

The bell rang and then the classes began to file obeabbms and
along the corridors towards the refectory. He sat lookinigeatwo prints of
butter on his plate but could not eat the damp bread. Dreztath was
damp and limp. But he drank off the hot weak tea whichltirasy scullion,
girt with a white apron, poured into his cup. He wondered hdnghe
scullion’s apron was damp too or whether all white thingeweftd and
damp. Nasty Roche and Saurin drank cocoa that their pgepi¢hem in
tins. They said they could not drink the tea; thatas\wogwash. Their
fathers were magistrates, the fellows said.

All the boys seemed to him very strange. They had akfathnd
mothers and different clothes and voices. He longed & beme and lay
his head on his mother’s lap. But he could not: and so he Idogéte 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 look
white. It will go away.

— O yes, Stephen said.

But he was not sick there. He thought that he was sibisiheart if
you could be sick in that place. Fleming was very deteask him. He
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wanted to cry. He leaned his elbows on the table and stuipEmed the
flaps of his ears. Then he heard the noise of the rejeetary time he
opened the flaps of his ears. It made a roar like aatanight. And when he
closed the flaps the roar was shut off like a train gobhga tunnel. That
night at Dalkey the train had roared like that and tiadmen it went into the
tunnel, the roar stopped. He closed his eyes and the teainon, roaring
and then stopping; roaring again, stopping. It was ni¢ear 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 Jimmgd#aand the
Spaniard who was allowed to smoke cigars and the littfiBuese who
wore the woolly cap. And then the lower line tables and thlesaof the
third line. And every single fellow had a different wafywalking.

He sat in a corner of the playroom pretending to watch & gd&m
dominoes and once or twice he was able to hear for antitiséslittle song
of the gas. The prefect was at the door with some baySmmon Moonan
was knotting his false sleeves. He was telling them dunweabout
Tullabeg.

Then he went away from the door and Wells came over h&te
and said:

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

Stephen answered:

— | do.

Wells turned to the other fellows and said:

— 0O, | say, here’s a fellow says he kisses his mothey evght
before he goes to bed.

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

— | do not.

Wells said:

— 0O, | say, here’s a fellow says he doesn’t kiss his mabitkere he
goes to bed.

They all laughed again. Stephen tried to laugh with thesrfeld his
whole body hot and confused in a moment. What was the righeaits the
guestion? He had given two and still Wells laughed. BalisAmust know
the right answer for he was in third of grammar. Hdtto think of Wells’s
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mother but he did not dare to raise his eyes to Wells&s tde did not like
Wells's face. It was Wells who had shouldered him theosquare ditch the
day before because he would not swop his little snuff boW/ells’s
seasoned hacking chestnut, the conqueror of forty. It waesaa thing to do;
all the fellows said it was. And how cold and slimy theawdiad 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, winen
bell rang for study and the lines filed out of the playrodmesfelt the cold
air of the corridor and staircase inside his clothsstill tried to think what
was the right answer. Was it right to kiss his mothewreng to kiss his
mother? What did that mean, to kiss? You put your fad&kephat to say
good night and then his mother put her face down. That wasstoHis
mother put her lips on his cheek; her lips were soft and thégdveis
cheek; and they made a tiny little noise: kiss. Why did iged that with
their two faces?

Sitting in the study hall he opened the lid of his deskdnashged
the number pasted up inside from seventy-seven to sevanBsithe
Christmas vacation was very far away: but one time itldvooame because
the earth moved round always.

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

He opened the geography to study the lesson; but he could mot lea
the names of places in America. Still they were afedént places that had
different names. They were all in different courgirdand the countries were
in continents and the continents were in the world aneavtdtll was in the
universe.

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

Stephen Dedalus

Class of Elements
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Clongowes Wood College
Sallins

County Kildare

Ireland

Europe

The World

The Universe

That was in his writing: and Fleming one night for a cad tritten
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 polkéry.HE
read the flyleaf from the bottom to the top till he caméis own name.
That was he: and he read down the page again. What washafuniverse?
Nothing. But was there anything round the universe to show vithere
stopped before the nothing place began? It could not ladl;sbwt there
could be a thin thin line there all round everythingvdis very big to think
about everything and everywhere. Only God could do that. etk tmithink
what a big thought that must be; but he could only think of Gad was
God’s name just as his name was Stephen. Dieu wasehetHor God and
that was God’'s name too; and when anyone prayed to God idridiea
then God knew at once that it was a French personvdsapraying. But,
though there were different names for God in all the diffelanguages in
the world and God understood what all the people who prayednstheir
different languages, still God remained always the saatka®dd God's real
name was God.

It made him very tired to think that way. It made him feislhead
very big. He turned over the flyleaf and looked wearilyhatdgreen round
earth in the middle of the maroon clouds. He wondered whashright, to
be for the green or for the maroon, because Dante hagtrthp green
velvet back off the brush that was for Parnell one day hetrscissors and
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had told him that Parnell was a bad man. He wonder&eéyfwere arguing
at home about that. That was called politics. Theme weo sides in it:
Dante was on one side and his father and Mr Casey wehe ather side
but his mother and uncle Charles were on no side. Evgrthdee was
something in the paper about it.

It pained him that he did not know well what politics meamd that
he did not know where the universe ended. He felt smalaa#t. When
would he be like the fellows in poetry and rhetoric? Tihag big voices and
big boots and they studied trigonometry. That was very fay.akiest came
the vacation and then the next term and then vacation agdithen again
another term and then again the vacation. It was ltkaimgoing in and out
of tunnels and that was like the noise of the boys eatirigeinefectory
when you opened and closed the flaps of the ears. Teratjorgdunnel,
out; noise, stop. How far away it was! It was betteyddo bed to sleep.
Only prayers in the chapel and then bed. He shiveregamded. It would
be lovely in bed after the sheets got a bit hot. First were so cold to get
into. He shivered to think how cold they were first. Batrthhey got hot and
then he could sleep. It was lovely to be tired. He yavagzdn. Night
prayers and then bed: he shivered and wanted to yawauld be lovely in
a few minutes. He felt a warm glow creeping up from the shidering
sheets, warmer and warmer till he felt warm all oveer so warm and yet
he shivered a little and still wanted to yawn.

The bell rang for night prayers and he filed out of taes hall after
the others and down the staircase and along the corriddrs ¢chapel. The
corridors were darkly lit and the chapel was darklySon all would be
dark and sleeping. There was cold night air in the chaqpthe marbles
were the colour the sea was at night. The sea was apldrdl night: but it
was colder at night. It was cold and dark under the sehesidie 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!
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There was a cold night smell in the chapel. But it aasly smell.
It was not like the smell of the old peasants who kneheback of the
chapel at Sunday mass. That was a smell of airaindind turf and
corduroy. But they were very holy peasants. They bredtekohd him On
his neck and sighed as they prayed. They lived in Clafefipas said: there
were little cottages there and he had seen a womanrggaatdihe half-door
of a cottage with a child in her arms as the carscbate past from Sallins.
It would be lovely to sleep for one night in that cottagetgethe fire of
smoking turf, in the dark lit by the fire, in the warm daskeathing the smell
of the peasants, air and rain and turf and corduroyOBtite road there
between the trees was dark! You would be lost in the. damade him
afraid to think of how it was.

He heard the voice of the prefect of the chapel saying#hte |
prayers. He prayed it too against the dark outside uhddraes.

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
blessings be always upon us through Christ our Lord.
Amen.

His fingers trembled as he undressed himself in the daymitie
told his fingers to hurry up. He had to undress and theel lamgl say his
own prayers and be in bed before the gas was lowertbatsle might not
go to hell when he died. He rolled his stockings off and pionightshirt
quickly and knelt trembling at his bedside and repeated &ijem quickly,
fearing that the gas would go down. He felt his shosldaaking 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 &mcking the
end of the nightshirt under his feet, curled himself togethder the cold
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white sheets, shaking and trembling. But he would not goltevhen he
died; and the shaking would stop. A voice bade the boys in tingtdoy
good night. He peered out for an instant over the coverletandhe yellow
curtains round and before his bed that shut him off osiddls. The light
was lowered quietly.

The prefect’'s shoes went away. Where? Down the staiacase
along the corridors or to his room at the end? He sawathe Was it true
about the black dog that walked there at night with eyésgess carriage-
lamps? They said it was the ghost of a murderer. A long sbiear
flowed over his body. He saw the dark entrance hall ofaiséde. Old
servants in old dress were in the ironing-room above theasal It was
long ago. The old servants were quiet. There was #higre, but the hall
was still dark. A figure came up the staircase from #ie He wore the
white cloak of a marshal; his face was pale and strargbkeld his hand
pressed to his side. He looked out of strange eyes at tserglahts. They
looked at him and saw their master’s face and cloalkaea that he had
received his death-wound. But only the dark was whereltiodéed: only
dark silent air. Their master had received his deaibna on the battlefield
of Prague far away over the sea. He was standing oretbeHis hand was
pressed to his side; his face was pale and strange anaééhe white
cloak of a marshal.

O how cold and strange it was to think of that! All tak was cold
and strange. There were pale strange faces theregge=alike carriage-
lamps. They were the ghosts of murderers, the figures ahalarwho had
received their death-wound on battlefields far away oves¢he What did
they wish to say that their faces were so strange?

Visit, we beseech Thee, O Lord, this habitation and drive away from
itall ...

Going home for the holidays! That would be lovely: the felltvad
told him. Getting up on the cars in the early wintry mogmutside the door
of the castle. The cars were rolling on the gravel. CHeetse rector!

Hurray! Hurray! Hurray!

The cars drove past the chapel and all caps were rdiseg.drove
merrily along the country roads. The drivers pointed withir whips to
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Bodenstown. The fellows cheered. They passed the farmhottse dully
Farmer. Cheer after cheer after cheer. Through Clagedtioge, cheering
and cheered. The peasant women stood at the half-do®rmsen stood here
and there. The lovely smell there was in the wintrythe:smell of Clane:
rain and wintry air and turf smouldering and corduroy.

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

And the train raced on over the flat lands and past theftAllen.
The telegraph poles were passing, passing. The trainoneand on. It
knew. There were lanterns in the hall of his father’'s @l ropes of
green branches. There were holly and ivy round the pgsglad holly and
ivy, green and red, twined round the chandeliers. There reerholly and
green ivy round the old portraits on the walls. Holly andfor him and for
Christmas.

Lovely ...

All the people. Welcome home, Stephen! Noises of welconse. H
mother kissed him. Was that right? His father was anaknow: higher
than a magistrate. Welcome home, Stephen!

Noises...

There was a noise of curtain-rings running back along the ofd
water being splashed in the basins. There was a noigengfand dressing
and washing in the dormitory: a noise of clapping of hasdheprefect
went up and down telling the fellows to look sharp. A paldighinshowed
the yellow curtains drawn back, the tossed beds. His bedevg hot and
his face and body were very hot.

He got up and sat on the side of his bed. He was weakiddl to
pull on his stocking. It had a horrid rough feel. The sunhg$ 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?

James Joyce A Portrait of the Artist as A Young Man7

— Tell McGlade.

— Get back into bed.

— Is he sick?

A fellow held his arms while he loosened the stocking clinging
his foot and climbed back into the hot bed.

He crouched down between the sheets, glad of their tepid Hew.
heard the fellows talk among themselves about him as theyedtéor mass.
It was a mean thing to do, to shoulder him into the sqiitrle, they were
saying. — Then their voices ceased; they had gone. A volte laed said:

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

Wells’s face was there. He looked at it and saw thdls\Was
afraid.

— I didn’t mean to. Sure you won't?

His father had told him, whatever he did, never to peachfetiow.
He shook his head and answered no and felt glad.

Wells said:

— 1 didn’t mean to, honour bright. It was only for cod. Borry.

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

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

The prefect was there again and it was his voice thasaysg that
he was to get up, that Father Minister had said he wget tgp and dress
and go to the infirmary. And while he was dressing hifesequickly as he
could the prefect said:

Letteratura e cultura Inglese | — 2013-2014
Lingue e culture moderne — Universita di Macerata



— We must pack off to Brother Michael because we have the
collywobbles!

He was very decent to say that. That was all to makdaugh. But
he could not laugh because his cheeks and lips wereadrghand then the
prefect had to laugh by himself.

The prefect cried:

— Quick march! Hayfoot! Strawfoot!

They went together down the staircase and along the coamdor
past the bath. As he passed the door he rememberedwaitjua fear the
warm turf-coloured bogwater, the warm moist air, the ndiggumges, the
smell of the towels, like medicine.

Brother Michael was standing at the door of the infignaard from
the door of the dark cabinet on his right came a smelhfigdicine. That
came from the bottles on the shelves. The prefect spoke ttoeBidichael
and Brother Michael answered and called the prefedtisihad reddish hair
mixed with grey and a queer look. It was queer that hddvaways be a
brother. It was queer too that you could not call hinbstause he was a
brother and had a different kind of look. Was he not hobugh or why
could he not catch up on the others?

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

— Hello! It's young Dedalus! What's up?

— The sky is up, Brother Michael said.

He was a fellow out of the third of grammar and, wlitephen was
undressing, he asked Brother Michael to bring him a round tdrkdttoast.

— Ah, do! he said.

— Butter you up! said Brother Michael. You'll get your walli
papers in the morning when the doctor comes.

— Will 1? the fellow said. I'm not well yet.

Brother Michael repeated:

— You'll get your walking papers. | tell you.

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

Then Brother Michael went away and after a while tilevieout of
third of grammar turned in towards the wall and feléag.
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That was the infirmary. He was sick then. Had theytemihome to
tell his mother and father? But it would be quicker for ohte priests to
go himself to tell them. Or he would write a letter floe priest to bring.

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

How far away they were! There was cold sunlight outside the
window. He wondered if he would die. You could die just thimesan a
sunny day. He might die before his mother came. Then h&lvave a
dead mass in the chapel like the way the fellows had toidthivas when
Little had died. All the fellows would be at the madiessed in black, all
with sad faces. Wells too would be there but no feliawld look at him.
The rector would be there in a cope of black and goldizer@ would be tall
yellow candles on the altar and round the catafalque. Arydatbeld carry
the coffin out of the chapel slowly and he would be bumethe little
graveyard of the community off the main avenue of limesl Wells would
be sorry then for what he had done. And the bell wouldtoitly.

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

Dingdong! The castle bell!
Farewell, my mother!

Bury me in the old churchyard
Beside my eldest brother.

My coffin shall be black,

Six angels at my back,

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

How beautiful and sad that was! How beautiful the wordswe
where they said Bury me in the old churchyard! A tremoregzheser his
body. How sad and how beautiful! He wanted to cry quiaitynot for
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himself: for the words, so beautiful and sad, like muBne bell! The bell!
Farewell! O farewell!

The cold sunlight was weaker and Brother Michael wazlstg at
his bedside with a bowl of beef-tea. He was glad fonmasth was hot and
dry. He could hear them playing in the playgrounds. Andl#yewas going
on in the college just as if he were there.

Then Brother Michael was going away and the fellow ouhef t
third of grammar told him to be sure and come back ahditelall the
news in the paper. He told Stephen that his name wasakid that his
father kept a lot of racehorses that were spiffing jusiped that his father
would give a good tip to Brother Michael any time he want&ecause
Brother Michael was very decent and always told himméwes out of the
paper they got every day up in the castle. There was evetyknews in
the paper: accidents, shipwrecks, sports, and politics.

— Now it is all about politics in the papers, he saidybar people
talk about that too?

— Yes, Stephen said.

— Mine too, he said.

Then he thought for a moment and said:

— You have a queer name, Dedalus, and | have a queertaam
Athy. My name is the name of a town. Your name is liér.

Then he asked:

— Are you good at riddles?

Stephen answered:

— Not very good.

Then he said:

— Can you answer me this one? Why is the county of Kildeae¢he
leg of a fellow’s breeches?

Stephen thought what could be the answer and then said:

—l give it up.

— Because there is a thigh in it, he said. Do you seekie@ jAthy is
the town in the county Kildare and a thigh is the othight

— Oh, | see, Stephen said.

— That's an old riddle, he said.

After a moment he said:

— | say!
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— What? asked Stephen.

— You know, he said, you can ask that riddle another way.

— Can you? said Stephen.

— The same riddle, he said. Do you know the other way tdaask i

— No, said Stephen.

— Can you not think of the other way? he said.

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

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

Why did he not tell it? His father, who kept the racehonsest be
a magistrate too like Saurin’s father and Nasty Rocla¢fer. He thought of
his own father, of how he sang songs while his mother playedf drvche
always gave him a shilling when he asked for sixpence afelttsorry for
him that he was not a magistrate like the other boys’ faitfidnen why was
he sent to that place with them? But his father had tohdtieat he would be
no stranger there because his granduncle had presergedrass to the
liberator there fifty years before. You could know the peopldat time by
their old dress. It seemed to him a solemn time: angldmelered if that was
the time when the fellows in Clongowes wore blue coats bvélss buttons
and yellow waistcoats and caps of rabbitskin and dranklikeggrown-up
people and kept greyhounds of their own to course the hattes wi

He looked at the window and saw that the daylight had grown
weaker. There would be cloudy grey light over the playgrauhlisre was
no noise on the playgrounds. The class must be doing the thepehaps
Father Arnall was reading out of the book.

It was queer that they had not given him any medicineapsrh
Brother Michael would bring it back when he came. They gau got
stinking stuff to drink when you were in the infirmary. Bt felt better now
than before. It would be nice getting better slowly. ¥ould get a book
then. There was a book in the library about Holland. Thvere lovely
foreign names in it and pictures of strange looking citresships. It made
you feel so happy.

How pale the light was at the window! But that was nice fiite
rose and fell on the wall. It was like waves. Someone hadgalion and he
heard voices. They were talking. It was the noise of the sva»ethe waves
were talking among themselves as they rose and fell.
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He saw the sea of waves, long dark waves rising and fadlarg
under the moonless night. A tiny light twinkled at the pierhehere the
ship was entering: and he saw a multitude of people gatbgrébe waters’
edge to see the ship that was entering their harbour. #aallstood on the
deck, looking out towards the flat dark land: and by the Bkghihe pierhead
he saw his face, the sorrowful face of Brother Michael.

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

— He is dead. We saw him lying upon the catafalque. Aaftail
sorrow went up from the people.

— Parnell! Parnell! He is dead!

They fell upon their knees, moaning in sorrow.

And he saw Dante in a maroon velvet dress and with & gedeet
mantle hanging from her shoulders walking proudly and silgra$t the
people who knelt by the water’s edge.

* % * * %

A great fire, banked high and red, flamed in the grateuadér the
ivy-twined branches of the chandelier the Christmas tabsespeead. They
had come home a little late and still dinner was not rdauatyit would be
ready in a jiffy his mother had said. They were waifioigthe door to open
and for the servants to come in, holding the big dishesedweth their
heavy metal covers.

All were waiting: uncle Charles, who sat far away inghadow of
the window, Dante and Mr Casey, who sat in the easy-ciagisher side of
the hearth, Stephen, seated on a chair between themethiedgng on the
toasted boss. Mr Dedalus looked at himself in the piesglbsve the
mantelpiece, waxed out his moustache ends and then, gagiogattails,
stood with his back to the glowing fire: and still fromeino time he
withdrew a hand from his coat-tail to wax out one of his rame ends. Mr
Casey leaned his head to one side and, smiling, tapped tineoglhis-neck
with his fingers. And Stephen smiled too for he knew nowitiveds not
true that Mr Casey had a purse of silver in his thidatsmiled to think how
the silvery noise which Mr Casey used to make had dechiwedAnd
when he had tried to open Mr Casey’s hand to see ffuhse of silver was
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hidden there he had seen that the fingers could not bght&aé&d out: and
Mr Casey had told him that he had got those three crdufimgers making a
birthday present for Queen Victoria. Mr Casey tappedjlidued of his neck
and smiled at Stephen with sleepy eyes: and Mr Dedaldgo him:

— Yes. Well now, that’s all right. O, we had a good wakdn't we,
John? Yes ... | wonder if there’s any likelihood of dinner this evening.
Yes... O, well now, we got a good breath of ozone round the tdelag.
Ay, bedad.

He turned to Dante and said:

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

Dante frowned and said shortly:

— No.

Mr Dedalus dropped his coat-tails and went over toittebsard.
He brought forth a great stone jar of whisky from the loeket filled the
decanter slowly, bending now and then to see how much he bestipo.
Then replacing the jar in the locker he poured a littihe whisky into two
glasses, added a little water and came back with thehetfireplace.

— A thimbleful, John, he said, just to whet your appetite.

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

— Well, I can’t help thinking of our friend Christopher
manufacturing...

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

— ... manufacturing that champagne for those fellows.

Mr Dedalus laughed loudly.

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

He inclined his head, closed his eyes, and, lickingijgsgrofusely,
began to speak with the voice of the hotel keeper.

— And he has such a soft mouth when he’s speaking to yod, don’
you know. He’s very moist and watery about the dewlaps, Gos bies

Mr Casey was still struggling through his fit of coughimgl a
laughter. Stephen, seeing and hearing the hotel keeper tHisuigither’s
face and voice, laughed.

Mr Dedalus put up his eyeglass and, staring down at hith, sai
quietly and kindly:
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— What are you laughing at, you little puppy, you?

The servants entered and placed the dishes on the tabl®adalus
followed and the places were arranged.

— Sit over, she said.

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

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

He looked round to where uncle Charles sat and said:

— Now then, sir, there’s a bird here waiting for you.

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

— Now, Stephen.

Stephen stood up in his place to say the grace before meals:

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

All blessed themselves and Mr Dedalus with a sigh ofspieslifted
from the dish the heavy cover pearled around the edge withngligtérops.

Stephen looked at the plump turkey which had lain, trussed and
skewered, on the kitchen table. He knew that his fathephmda guinea for
it in Dunn’s of D'Olier Street and that the man had prodtieéten at the
breastbone to show how good it was: and he remembered the voae
when he had said:

— Take that one, sir. That's the real Ally Daly.

Why did Mr Barrett in Clongowes call his pandybat a turkey? But
Clongowes was far away: and the warm heavy smell of turk@yram and
celery rose from the plates and dishes and the greatdsdanked high and
red in the grate and the green ivy and red holly made ybsddeppy and
when dinner was ended the big plum pudding would be carristudded
with peeled almonds and sprigs of holly, with bluish fuening around it
and a little green flag flying from the top.

It was his first Christmas dinner and he thought ofittie brothers
and sisters who were waiting in the nursery, as heftad waited, till the
pudding came. The deep low collar and the Eton jacket madiebimueer
and oldish: and that morning when his mother had broughtiowm to the
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parlour, dressed for mass, his father had cried. Whatbecause he was
thinking of his own father. And uncle Charles had saitbeo

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

— Poor old Christy, he’s nearly lopsided now with roguery.

— Simon, said Mrs Dedalus, you haven't given Mrs Riotaian
sauce.

Mr Dedalus seized the sauceboat.

— Haven't I? he cried. Mrs Riordan, pity the poor blibante
covered her plate with her hands and said:

— No, thanks.

Mr Dedalus turned to uncle Charles.

— How are you off, sir?

— Right as the mail, Simon.

— You, John?

— I'm all right. Go on yourself.

— Mary? Here, Stephen, here’s something to make your undir ¢

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

— That was a good answer our friend made to the canon. A#idt?
Mr Dedalus.

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

—I'll pay your dues, father, when you cease turning the house of
God into a polling-booth.

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

— They have only themselves to blame, said Mr Dedalus sudivel
they took a fool's advice they would confine their attentioretion.

— It is religion, Dante said. They are doing their dutwarning the
people.

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

— It is religion, Dante said again. They are righteyrimust direct
their flocks.

— And preach politics from the altar, is it? asked Mr Deslal
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— Certainly, said Dante. It is a question of public moral priest
would not be a priest if he did not tell his flock whatight and what is
wrong.

Mrs Dedalus laid down her knife and fork, saying:

— For pity sake and for pity sake let us have no politicaudision
on this day of all days in the year.

— Quite right, ma’am, said uncle Charles. Now, Simort,dltite
enough now. Not another word now.

— Yes, yes, said Mr Dedalus quickly.

He uncovered the dish boldly and said:

— Now then, who's for more turkey?

Nobody answered. Dante said:

— Nice language for any catholic to use!

— Mrs Riordan, | appeal to you, said Mrs Dedalus, tthietmatter
drop now.

Dante turned on her and said:

— And am | to sit here and listen to the pastors of huyah being
flouted?

— Nobody is saying a word against them, said Mr Dedatusng
as they don’t meddle in politics.

— The bishops and priests of Ireland have spoken, said RBadte,
they must be obeyed.

— Let them leave politics alone, said Mr Casey, or thelpeopy
leave their church alone.

— You hear? said Dante, turning to Mrs Dedalus.

— Mr Casey! Simon! said Mrs Dedalus, let it end now.

— Too bad! Too bad! said uncle Charles.

— What? cried Mr Dedalus. Were we to desert him abithging of
the English people?

— He was no longer worthy to lead, said Dante. He was &publ
sinner.

— We are all sinners and black sinners, said Mr Caseljycol

—Woe be to the man by whom the scandal corsattd!Mrs
Riordan.It would be better for him that a millstone were tied about hi& ne
and that he were cast into the depths of the sea rather than thiabbie s
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scandalize one of these, my least little ofidst is the language of the Holy
Ghost.

— And very bad language if you ask me, said Mr Dedalus coolly.

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

—Yes, yes, said Mr Dedalus. | meant about the ... | wakitlg
about the bad language of the railway porter. Well now,gladitright.
Here, Stephen, show me your plate, old chap. Eat away rene. H

He heaped up the food on Stephen’s plate and served urarie<h
and Mr Casey to large pieces of turkey and splashesioé skirs Dedalus
was eating little and Dante sat with her hands indyer$he was red in the
face. Mr Dedalus rooted with the carvers at the erieotlish and said:

— There’s a tasty bit here we call the pope’s nose. [{adyor
gentleman...

He held a piece of fowl up on the prong of the carving fodbaddly
spoke. He put it on his own plate, saying:

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

He winked at Stephen and, replacing the dish-cover, bega to e
again.

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

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

Nobody spoke. He said again:

— | think there were more strangers down than last @tast

He looked round at the others whose faces were bentdswzeir
plates and, receiving no reply, waited for a moment artbtsterly:

— Well, my Christmas dinner has been spoiled anyhow.

— There could be neither luck nor grace, Dante saidhouae
where there is no respect for the pastors of the church.

Mr Dedalus threw his knife and fork noisily on his plate.

— Respect! he said. Is it for Billy with the lip or fibre tub of guts up
in Armagh? Respect!

— Princes of the church, said Mr Casey with slow scorn.

— Lord Leitrim’s coachman, yes, said Mr Dedalus.

— They are the Lord’s anointed, Dante said. They at@aour to
their country.

Letteratura e cultura Inglese | — 2013-2014
Lingue e culture moderne — Universita di Macerata



— Tub of guts, said Mr Dedalus coarsely. He has a handsame
mind you, in repose. You should see that fellow lapping sip&con and
cabbage of a cold winter’'s day. O Johnny!

He twisted his features into a grimace of heavy béstahd made a
lapping noise with his lips.

— Really, Simon, you should not speak that way before Stejte
not right.

— 0O, he’llremember all this when he grows up, said Dartlg ho
the language he heard against God and religion and pri¢sssawn home.

— Let him remember too, cried Mr Casey to her from sgthe
table, the language with which the priests and the priestsiphroke
Parnell's heart and hounded him into his grave. Let eimember that too
when he grows up.

— Sons of bitches! cried Mr Dedalus. When he was down thiegd
on him to betray him and rend him like rats in a sewer. liegd dogs! And
they look it! By Christ, they look it!

— They behaved rightly, cried Dante. They obeyed their pshad
their priests. Honour to them!

— Well, it is perfectly dreadful to say that not evendne day in the
year, said Mrs Dedalus, can we be free from these fulledisiputes!

Uncle Charles raised his hands mildly and said:

— Come now, come now, come now! Can we not have our opinions
whatever they are without this bad temper and this badday&? It is too
bad surely.

Mrs Dedalus spoke to Dante in a low voice but Dante saiiyo

— I will not say nothing. | will defend my church and majigion
when it is insulted and spit on by renegade catholics.

Mr Casey pushed his plate rudely into the middle of the tafile
resting his elbows before him, said in a hoarse voitéstbost:

— Tell me, did | tell you that story about a very famaquig?s

— You did not, John, said Mr Dedalus.

— Why then, said Mr Casey, it is a most instructiveystid
happened not long ago in the county Wicklow where we are now.

He broke off and, turning towards Dante, said with quiet
indignation:
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— And | may tell you, ma’am, that I, if you mean me, @on
renegade catholic. | am a catholic as my father was arfdthier before him
and his father before him again, when we gave up our latasrrthan sell
our faith.

— The more shame to you now, Dante said, to speak as you do.

— The story, John, said Mr Dedalus smiling. Let us havstthrg
anyhow.

— Catholic indeed! repeated Dante ironically. The blackegegtant
in the land would not speak the language | have heard tmsegve

Mr Dedalus began to sway his head to and fro, crooningalike
country singer.

— I am no protestant, | tell you again, said Mr Cadeghfng.

Mr Dedalus, still crooning and swaying his head, begamtpisia
grunting nasal tone:

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

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

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

Stephen looked with affection at Mr Casey’s face whictedta
across the table over his joined hands. He liked to sitmesat the fire,
looking up at his dark fierce face. But his dark eyes wwexer fierce and
his slow voice was good to listen to. But why was he thamagthe
priests? Because Dante must be right then. But he hadisdadher say
that she was a spoiled nun and that she had comé thet @onvent in the
Alleghanies when her brother had got the money from the sal@ges
trinkets and the chainies. Perhaps that made her sevanstdgmnell. And
she did not like him to play with Eileen because Eileas & protestant and
when she was young she knew children that used to playwetéstants
and the protestants used to make fun of the litany of ldss&d Virgin.
Tower of Ivorythey used to sayjouse of GolHtHow could a woman be a
tower of ivory or a house of gold? Who was right then? Ancehembered
the evening in the infirmary in Clongowes, the dark watées|ight at the
pierhead and the moan of sorrow from the people whenhtyeard.
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Eileen had long white hands. One evening when playing tig she ha
put her hands over his eyes: long and white and thin and cokb&nd hat
was ivory: a cold white thing. That was the meaning@ier of Ivory

— The story is very short and sweet, Mr Casey sawiastone day
down in Arklow, a cold bitter day, not long before the cllieidd. May God
have mercy on him!

He closed his eyes wearily and paused. Mr Dedalus tooke bo
from his plate and tore some meat from it with his tesking:

— Before he was killed, you mean.

Mr Casey opened his eyes, sighed and went on:

— It was down in Arklow one day. We were down there aeatimg
and after the meeting was over we had to make our widne ti@ilway
station through the crowd. Such booing and baaing, man, you mesvel.
They called us all the names in the world. Well theas wne old lady, and a
drunken old harridan she was surely, that paid all hentaan to me. She
kept dancing along beside me in the mud bawling and screambangny
face:Priest-hunter! The Paris Funds! Mr Fox! Kitty O’Shea!

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

— I let her bawl away, said Mr Casey. It was a colglalad to keep
up my heart | had (saving your presence, ma’am) a quidl&fmare in my
mouth and sure | couldn’t say a word in any case becaysmouth was full
of tobacco juice.

— Well, John?

— Well. I let her bawl away, to her heart's contéitty O’Sheaand
the rest of it till at last she called that lady aneathat | won't sully this
Christmas board nor your ears, ma’am, nor my own lipsepgating.

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

— And what did you do, John?

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

He turned aside and made the act of spitting.

— Phth says | to her like that, right into her eye.

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

— 0 Jesus, Mary and Joseph! says she. I'm blinded! I'm blinded and
drownded!
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He stopped in a fit of coughing and laughter, repeating:

—I'm blinded entirely

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

Dante looked terribly angry and repeated while they laughed:

— Very nice! Ha! Very nice!

It was not nice about the spit in the woman’s eye. But whatthe
name the woman had called Kitty O’'Shea that Mr Casayldvnot repeat?
He thought of Mr Casey walking through the crowds of peapttmaking
speeches from a wagonette. That was what he had beerom forind he
remembered that one night Sergeant O’Neill had conteetbduse and had
stood in the hall, talking in a low voice with his fatla@d chewing
nervously at the chinstrap of his cap. And that night Meg¢dsd not gone
to Dublin by train but a car had come to the door and tébard his father
say something about the Cabinteely road.

He was for Ireland and Parnell and so was his fathersamnehs
Dante too for one night at the band on the esplanade stmt flragentleman
on the head with her umbrella because he had taken off hihbkatthe
band playedsod save the Queet the end.

Mr Dedalus gave a snort of contempt.

— Ah, John, he said. It is true for them. We are an tunfiate priest-
ridden race and always were and always will be tillahe of the chapter.

Uncle Charles shook his head, saying:

— A bad business! A bad business!

Mr Dedalus repeated:

— A priest-ridden Godforsaken race!

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

— Do you see that old chap up there, John? he said. He geasi d&rishman
when there was no money In the job. He was condemned toadeath
whiteboy. But he had a saying about our clerical friendd,hd would never
let one of them put his two feet under his mahogany.

Dante broke in angrily:

— If we are a priest-ridden race we ought to be proud dhiy are
the apple of God's ey@.ouch them notsays Christfor they are the apple of
My eye
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— And can we not love our country then? asked Mr CaseywAre
not to follow the man that was born to lead us?

— A traitor to his country! replied Dante. A traiton adulterer! The
priests were right to abandon him. The priests were alth@ysue friends
of Ireland.

— Were they, faith? said Mr Casey.

He threw his fist on the table and, frowning angrily, prdéd one
finger after another.

— Didn’t the bishops of Ireland betray us in the time ofuthien
when Bishop Lanigan presented an address of loyathetMarquess
Cornwallis? Didn’t the bishops and priests sell the aspiratof their
country in 1829 in return for catholic emancipation? Ditimdy denounce
the fenian movement from the pulpit and in the confession boxdkind
they dishonour the ashes of Terence Bellew MacManus?

His face was glowing with anger and Stephen felt the glsevtd
his own cheek as the spoken words thrilled him. Mr Dedahgsed a
guffaw of coarse scorn.

— 0, by God, he cried, | forgot little old Paul Cullen! Amat apple
of God’s eyel

Dante bent across the table and cried to Mr Casey:

— Right! Right! They were always right! God and moradityd
religion come first.

Mrs Dedalus, seeing her excitement, said to her:

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

— God and religion before everything! Dante cried. God diglae
before the world.

Mr Casey raised his clenched fist and brought it dowthertable
with a crash.

— Very well then, he shouted hoarsely, if it comes to tiat;od for
Ireland!

—John! John! cried Mr Dedalus, seizing his guest by thesteave.

Dante stared across the table, her cheeks shaking. My Case
struggled up from his chair and bent across the tabledsweer, scraping
the air from before his eyes with one hand as though heteamiag aside a
cobweb.
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— No God for Ireland! he cried. We have had too much God In
Ireland. Away with God!

— Blasphemer! Devil! screamed Dante, starting to heraliegt
almost spitting in his face.

Uncle Charles and Mr Dedalus pulled Mr Casey backhigahair
again, talking to him from both sides reasonably. Heedthefore him out of
his dark flaming eyes, repeating:

— Away with God, | say!

Dante shoved her chair violently aside and left the taiplisetting
her napkin-ring which rolled slowly along the carpet and ctomest
against the foot of an easy-chair. Mrs Dedalus rogiyuand followed her
towards the door. At the door Dante turned round violentlystwodted
down the room, her cheeks flushed and quivering with rage:

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

The door slammed behind her.

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

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

He sobbed loudly and bitterly.

Stephen, raising his terror-stricken face, saw thafalieer's eyes
were full of tears.

The fellows talked together in little groups.

One fellow said:

— They were caught near the Hill of Lyons.

— Who caught them?

— Mr Gleeson and the minister. They were on a car. Tine $allow
added:

— A fellow in the higher line told me.

Fleming asked:

— But why did they run away, tell us?

— I know why, Cecil Thunder said. Because they had feckédargs
of the rector’s room.

— Who fecked it?
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— Kickham'’s brother. And they all went shares in it.

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

— A fat lot you know about it, Thunder! Wells said. | know vthgy
scut.

— Tell us why.

— | was told not to, Wells said.

— 0, go on, Wells, all said. You might tell us. We wdettit out.

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

— You know the altar wine they keep in the press in the sgrist

—Yes.

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

And the fellow who had spoken first said:

—Yes, that's what | heard too from the fellow in the highner.

The fellows all were silent. Stephen stood among themidzatio
speak, listening. A faint sickness of awe made himvealk. How could
they have done that? He thought of the dark silent sacfisgre were dark
wooden presses there where the crimped surplices lay quietbdf It was
not the chapel but still you had to speak under your breatiasla holy
place. He remembered the summer evening he had beetotberdressed
as boatbearer, the evening of the Procession to thealitiiein the wood. A
strange and holy place. The boy that held the censer hadysiifted by
the middle chain to keep the coals lighting. That wagdalharcoal: and it
had burned quietly as the fellow had swung it gently anldgnzen off a
weak sour smell. And then when all were vested he had btdohg out
the boat to the rector and the rector had put a spoonfut@hnse in it and it
had hissed on the red coals.

The fellows were talking together in little groups here &ede on
the playground. The fellows seemed to him to have growlesrihat was
because a sprinter had knocked him down the day beforépwa felt of
second of grammar. He had been thrown by the fellow’s madightly on
the cinder path and his spectacles had been broken in thces pied some
of the grit of the cinders had gone Into his mouth.

That was why the fellows seemed to him smaller anddaetvay
and the goalposts so thin and far and the soft greycskigs up. But there
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was no play on the football grounds for cricket was comingsantk said
that Barnes would be the prof and some said it woulld&ers. And all
over the playgrounds they were playing rounders and bowling tsvisier
lobs. And from here and from there came the sounds of itleetbats
through the soft grey air. They said: pick, pack, pockkplitte drops of
water in a fountain slowly falling in the brimming bowl.

Athy, who had been silent, said quietly:

—You are all wrong.

All turned towards him eagerly.

— Why?

— Do you know?

— Who told you?

— Tell us, Athy.

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

— Ask him, he said.

The fellows looked there and then said:

— Why him?

—Is hein it?

— Tell us, Athy. Go on. You might if you know.

Athy lowered his voice and said:

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

He paused for a moment and then said mysteriously:

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

The fellows looked at him and asked:

— Caught?

— What doing?

Athy said:

— Smugging.

All the fellows were silent: and Athy said:

— And that's why.

Stephen looked at the faces of the fellows but they weledkiing
across the playground. He wanted to ask somebody abW@that. did that
mean about the smugging in the square? Why did the five fetiotwsf the
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higher line run away for that? It was a joke, he thoughto8 Moonan had
nice clothes and one night he had shown him a ball of cresusgts that the
fellows of the football fifteen had rolled down to him aldhg carpet in the
middle of the refectory when he was at the door. It Wasight of the
match against the Bective Rangers; and the ball was justdiéke a red and
green apple only it opened and it was full of the creangetsy And one day
Boyle had said that art elephant had two tuskers isieavo tusks and that
was why he was called Tusker Boyle but some fellows chiled_ady

Boyle because he was always at his nails, paring them.

Eileen had long thin cool white hands too because she gids a
They were like ivory; only soft. That was the meaning aiver of Ivorybut
protestants could not understand it and made fun ohi. day he had stood
beside her looking into the hotel grounds. A waiter was rurnming trail of
bunting on the flagstaff and a fox terrier was scampedramtl fro on the
sunny lawn. She had put her hand into his pocket where hisatznadnd he
had felt how cool and thin and soft her hand was. Shediddst pockets
were funny things to have: and then all of a sudden shberiskdn away and
had run laughing down the sloping curve of the path. Her faihiai
streamed out behind her like gold in the Stower of Ivory. House of Gold.
By thinking of things you could understand them.

But why in the square? You went there when you wanted to do
something. It was all thick slabs of slate and wateklgtall day out of tiny
pinholes and there was a queer smell of stale water #hedebehind the
door of one of the closets there was a drawing in red Ipgreibearded man
in a Roman dress with a brick in each hand and undermestithe name of
the drawing:

Balbus was building a wall

Some fellow had drawn it there for a cod. It had a fuiaice but it
was very like a man with a beard. And on the wall of amatloset there
was written in backhand in beautiful writing:

Julius Caesar wrote The Calico Belly

Perhaps that was why they were there because it waseavpieere
some fellows wrote things for cod. But all the same it gueeser what Athy
said and the way he said it. It was not a cod becaugd#terun away. He
looked with the others across the playground and began tfifaiel.

At last Fleming said:
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— And we are all to be punished for what other fellows did?

— I won’'t come back, see if | do, Cecil Thunder said. Thises’
silence in the refectory and sending us up for six and eig#ry minute.

— Yes, said Wells. And old Barrett has a new way dttng the
note so that you can't open it and fold it again torsme many ferulae you
are to get. | won't come back too.

Yes, said Cecil Thunder, and the prefect of studies wasdond of
grammar this morning.

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

All the fellows were silent. The air was very silentayou could
hear the cricket bats but more slowly than before: picgk.po

Wells asked:

— What is going to be done to them?

— Simon Moonan and Tusker are going to be flogged, Athy sadd, a
the fellows in the higher line got their choice of flogging or beirgelled.

— And which are they taking? asked the fellow who had spoksn fi

— All are taking expulsion except Corrigan, Athy answektals
going to be flogged by Mr Gleeson.

— I know why, Cecil Thunder said. He is right and the othéis
are wrong because a flogging wears off after a bit butawf¢hat has been
expelled from college is known all his life on account oBésides Gleeson
won't flog him hard.

— It's best of his play not to, Fleming said.

— I wouldn't like to be Simon Moonan and Tusker Cecil Thunder
said. But | don't believe they will be flogged. Perhaps thigybe sent up
for twice nine.

— No, no, said Athy. They'll both get it on the vital spsells
rubbed himself and said in a crying voice:

— Please, sir, let me off!

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

It can’t be helped;

It must be done.

So down with your breeches
And out with your bum.
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The fellows laughed; but he felt that they were a litttaidf In the
silence of the soft grey air he heard the cricket bats frere and from
there: pock. That was a sound to hear but if you werténit you would feel
a pain. The pandybat made a sound too but not like thafellbws said it
was made of whalebone and leather with lead inside: andhdened what
was the pain like. There were different kinds of soundeng thin cane
would have a high whistling sound and he wondered what \aapdm like.
It made him shivery to think of it and cold: and what Athidgoo. But
what was there to laugh at in it? It made him shiveryilmitwas because
you always felt like a shiver when you let down your troudergas the
same in the bath when you undressed yourself. He wondered dho lea
them down, the master or the boy himself. O how could #ngyh about it
that way?

He looked at Athy’s rolled-up sleeves and knuckly inky hahigs.
had rolled up his sleeves to show how Mr Gleeson would rdiisipleeves.
But Mr Gleeson had round shiny cuffs and clean white wastsfattish
white hands and the nails of them were long and pointedapgihe pared
them too like

Lady Boyle. But they were terribly long and pointed nails|dqg
and cruel they were, though the white fattish hands wereroet but gentle.
And though he trembled with cold and fright to think of theetlong nails
and of the high whistling sound of the cane and of the yhillfelt at the
end of your shirt when you undressed yourself yet he felliadesf queer
quiet pleasure inside him to think of the white fattighds, clean and strong
and gentle. And he thought of what Cecil Thunder had g&tiMr Gleeson
would not flog Corrigan hard. And Fleming had said helld@mot because it
was best of his play not to. But that was not why

A voice from far out on the playground cried:

—Allin!

And other voices cried:

—Allin! Allin!

During the writing lesson he sat with his arms folded,Hisig to the
slow scraping of the pens. Mr Harford went to and fekimg little signs in
red pencil and sometimes sitting beside the boy to show hinidhbald his
pen. He had tried to spell out the headline for himselfghdwe knew
already what it was for it was the last of the batéal without prudence is
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like a ship adrift But the lines of the letters were like fine invisiblectus
and it was only by closing his right eye tight and staoafof the left eye
that he could make out the full curves of the capital.

But Mr Harford was very decent and never got into a wélxha
other masters got into dreadful waxes. But why were theuffer for what
fellows in the higher line did? Wells had said that thag drunk some of
the altar wine out of the press in the sacristy and tiid been found out
who had done it by the smell. Perhaps they had stolen anamoresto run
away with and sell it somewhere. That must have beemible sin, to go in
there quietly at night, to open the dark press and tiedlashing gold thing
into which God was put on the altar in the middle of flsaend candles at
benediction while the incense went up in clouds at both aglése fellow
swung the censer and Dominic Kelly sang the first pahtiimgelf in the
choir. But God was not in it of course when they stolBut. still it was a
strange and a great sin even to touch it. He thoughinath deep awe; a
terrible and strange sin: it thrilled him to think ofritthe silence when the
pens scraped lightly. But to drink the altar wine out ofpitess and be
found out by the smell was a sin too: but it was not ter@lpld strange. It
only made you feel a little sickish on account of the sofehe wine.
Because on the day when he had made his first holy commumiibe i
chapel he had shut his eyes and opened his mouth and pig mridgue a
little: and when the rector had stooped down to givetharholy
communion he had smelt a faint winy smell off the rectbrésath after the
wine of the mass. The word was beautiful: wine. It made lyiok bf dark
purple because the grapes were dark purple that grew inesoatside
houses like white temples. But the faint smell of the rectireath had
made him feel a sick feeling on the morning of his fimhmunion. The day
of your first communion was the happiest day of your #ed once a lot of
generals had asked Napoleon what was the happiest daylité.hisiey
thought he would say the day he won some great batthe aaly he was
made an emperor. But he said:

— Gentlemen, the happiest day of my life was the dayrooha
made my first holy communion.

Father Arnall came in and the Latin lesson began amdrhained
still, leaning on the desk with his arms folded. Fatherall gave out the
theme-books and he said that they were scandalous anldethatere all to
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be written out again with the corrections at once. Betworst of all was
Fleming's theme because the pages were stuck together by anblétather
Arnall held it up by a corner and said it was an ingulity master to send
him up such a theme. Then he asked Jack Lawton to declinedhenare
and Jack Lawton stopped at the ablative singular aridd cotigo on with
the plural.

— You should be ashamed of yourself, said Father Arsalhly.
You, the leader of the class!

Then he asked the next boy and the next and the next. Nobody knew.

Father Arnall became very quiet, more and more quietials boy tried to
answer it and could not. But his face was black-lookirgyras eyes were
staring though his voice was so quiet. Then he asked ritesmnid Fleming
said that the word had no plural. Father Arnall suddemiy the book and
shouted at him:

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

Fleming moved heavily out of his place and knelt between the two
last benches. The other boys bent over their theme-books aanl toegrite.
A silence filled the classroom and Stephen, glancing tynatiFather
Arnall's dark face, saw that it was a little redrfr the wax he was In.

Was that a sin for Father Arnall to be in a wax aswe allowed to
get into a wax when the boys were idle because that madesthdy better
or was he only letting on to be in a wax? It was becauseballowed,
because a priest would know what a sin was and would ribtBiat if he
did it one time by mistake what would he do to go to cande® Perhaps he
would go to confession to the minister. And if the menstid it he would
go to the rector: and the rector to the provincial: and tbepeial to the
general of the jesuits. That was called the order: amtideard his father
say that they were all clever men. They could all Hs@me high-up
people in the world if they had not become jesuits. And he weddehat
Father Arnall and Paddy Barrett would have become dwad Mr McGlade
and Mr Gleeson would have become if they had not becomi¢sjels was
hard to think what because you would have to think of timeandifferent
way with different coloured coats and trousers ant Wéards and
moustaches and different kinds of hats.
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The door opened quietly and closed. A quick whispethiaough
the class: the prefect of studies. There was an instaigad silence and
then the loud crack of a pandybat on the last desk. Stegneart leapt up
in fear.

— Any boys want flogging here, Father Arnall? cried the ptefé
studies. Any lazy idle loafers that want flogging in tH&ss?

He came to the middle of the class and saw Fleming dmbiss.

— Hoho! he cried. Who is this boy? Why is he on his knees? What i
your name, boy?

— Fleming, sir.

— Hoho, Fleming! An idler of course. | can see it in yeye. Why is
he on his knees, Father Arnall?

— He wrote a bad Latin theme, Father Arnall said, lechissed all
the questions in grammar.

— Of course he did! cried the prefect of studies, of courskdhe\
born idler! | can see it in the corner of his eye.

He banged his pandybat down on the desk and cried:

— Up, Fleming! Up, my boy!

Fleming stood up slowly.

— Hold out! cried the prefect of studies.

Fleming held out his hand. The pandybat came down on itawith
loud smacking sound: one, two, three, four, five, six.

— Other hand!

The pandybat came down again in six loud quick smacks.

— Kneel down! cried the prefect of studies.

Fleming knelt down, squeezing his hands under his armpitiadaés
contorted with pain; but Stephen knew how hard his handslveesuse
Fleming was always rubbing rosin into them. But perhapsaseinvgreat
pain for the noise of the pandybat was terrible. Stephenit vas beating
and fluttering.

— At your work, all of you! shouted the prefect of studite want
no lazy idle loafers here, lazy idle little scheméisyour work, | tell you.
Father Dolan will be in to see you every day. Fabbaan will be in
tomorrow.

He poked one of the boys in the side with his pandybat, saying:

—You, boy! When will Father Dolan be in again?
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— Tomorrow, sir, said Tom Furlong’s voice.

— Tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow, said the prefect of
studies. Make up your minds for that. Every day Fathéarb®'rite away.
You, boy, who are you?

Stephen’s heart jumped suddenly.

— Dedalus, sir.

— Why are you not writing like the others?

—l...my..

He could not speak with fright.

— Why is he not writing, Father Arnall?

— He broke his glasses, said Father Arnall, and | exahiptn from
work.

— Broke? What is this | hear? What is this your namsasl the
prefect of studies.

— Dedalus, sir.

— Out here, Dedalus. Lazy little schemer. | see schenyaur face.
Where did you break your glasses?

Stephen stumbled into the middle of the class, blinded byafehr
haste.

— Where did you break your glasses? repeated the prefsaddds.

— The cinder-path, sir.

— Hoho! The cinder-path! cried the prefect of studies. | know that
trick.

Stephen lifted his eyes in wonder and saw for a momeneiFath
Dolan’s white-grey not young face, his baldy white-gregcheith fluff at
the sides of it, the steel rims of his spectacles anddaloured eyes
looking through the glasses. Why did he say he knew that trick?

— Lazy idle little loafer! cried the prefect of studi@oke my
glasses! An old schoolboy trick! Out with your hand this moment!

Stephen closed his eyes and held out in the air his tregriwind
with the palm upwards. He felt the prefect of studies toufdr & moment
at the fingers to straighten it and then the swish oldmve of the soutane
as the pandybat was lifted to strike. A hot burning stingmgjitig blow like
the loud crack of a broken stick made his trembling hamchgle together
like a leaf in the fire: and at the sound and the paildscpatears were
driven into his eyes. His whole body was shaking with frigls arm was
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shaking and his crumpled burning livid hand shook like a loaderig¢he
air. A cry sprang to his lips, a prayer to be let ofit Biough the tears
scalded his eyes and his limbs quivered with pain and figlhield back the
hot tears and the cry that scalded his throat.

— Other hand! shouted the prefect of studies.

Stephen drew back his maimed and quivering right arm andbeld
his left hand. The soutane sleeve swished again as thebganeys lifted
and a loud crashing sound and a fierce maddening tingliminigupain
made his hand shrink together with the palms and finger§vid auivering
mass. The scalding water burst forth from his eyes andinguwith shame
and agony and fear, he drew back his shaking arm in gmcbburst out into
a whine of pain. His body shook with a palsy of fright andhame and rage
he felt the scalding cry come from his throat and the swaldiars falling
out of his eyes and down his flaming cheeks.

— Kneel down, cried the prefect of studies.

Stephen knelt down quickly pressing his beaten hands to hss side
To think of them beaten and swollen with pain all inamant made him
feel so sorry for them as if they were not his own butesora else’s that he
felt sorry for. And as he knelt, calming the last saobisi$ throat and feeling
the burning tingling pain pressed into his sides, he thoughediands
which he had held out in the air with the palms up and dfiimetouch of
the prefect of studies when he had steadied the shakingsfiage of the
beaten swollen reddened mass of palm and fingers that shptéshly in
the air.

— Get at your work, all of you, cried the prefect of stadiem the
door. Father Dolan will be in every day to see if any laoy, lazy idle little
loafer wants flogging. Every day. Every day.

The door closed behind him.

The hushed class continued to copy out the themes. Patredt
rose from his seat and went among them, helping the boygertte words
and telling them the mistakes they had made. His voiceverggentle and
soft. Then he returned to his seat and said to Flenmddggephen:

— You may return to your places, you two.

Fleming and Stephen rose and, walking to their sedtdpgan.
Stephen, scarlet with shame, opened a book quickly withvea& hand and
bent down upon it, his face close to the page.
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It was unfair and cruel because the doctor had told hirtorread
without glasses and he had written home to his father thatimg to send
him a new pair. And Father Arnall had said that he needtody till the
new glasses came. Then to be called a schemer bleéoctats and to be
pandied when he always got the card for first or secodavas the leader
of the Yorkists! How could the prefect of studies know thaias a trick?
He felt the touch of the prefect’s fingers as they heddsed his hand and at
first he had thought he was going to shake hands with heaulse the
fingers were soft and firm: but then in an instant helesdd the swish of
the soutane sleeve and the crash. It was cruel and unfaaki® him kneel
in the middle of the class then: and Father Arnall b&dithem both that
they might return to their places without making any diffeedmetween
them. He listened to Father Arnall’'s low and gentle vaigde corrected the
themes. Perhaps he was sorry now and wanted to be dggemtwas
unfair and cruel. The prefect of studies was a priesthaatwas cruel and
unfair. And his white-grey face and the no-coloured ewésnol the steel-
rimmed spectacles were cruel looking because he had st¢aeirand first
with his firm soft fingers and that was to hit it lsetand louder.

— It's a stinking mean thing, that’s what it is, saidrfileg in the
corridor as the classes were passing out in file toefleetory, to pandy a
fellow for what is not his fault.

— You really broke your glasses by accident, didn’t you? Nasty
Roche asked.

Stephen felt his heart filled by Fleming’'s words andrditdanswer.

— Of course he did! said Fleming. | wouldn’t stand it.d@up and
tell the rector on him.

— Yes, said Cecil Thunder eagerly, and | saw him lifjoduedy-bat
over his shoulder and he’s not allowed to do that.

— Did they hurt you much? Nasty Roche asked.

— Very much, Stephen said.

— I wouldn't stand it, Fleming repeated, from Baldyheadror other
Baldyhead. It's a stinking mean low trick, that's whasi I'd go straight up
to the rector and tell him about it after dinner.

—Yes, do. Yes, do, said Cecil Thunder.

—Yes, do. Yes, go up and tell the rector on him, Diexjadaid Nasty
Roche, because he said that he’d come in tomorrow agapeaog you.
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—Yes, yes. Tell the rector, all said.

And there were some fellows out of second of grammaniisge
and one of them said:

— The senate and the Roman people declared that Dedalb&én
wrongly punished.

It was wrong; it was unfair and cruel; and, as hers#ie refectory,
he suffered time after time in memory the same hutimhauntil he began to
wonder whether it might not really be that there was somgihihis face
which made him look like a schemer and he wished he hatearitror to
see. But there could not be; and it was unjust and cndeliafair.

He could not eat the blackish fish fritters they gotdednesdays in
lent and one of his potatoes had the mark of the spade¥iesithe would do
what the fellows had told him. He would go up and tellredor that he had
been wrongly punished. A thing like that had been done befaserhgbody
in history, by some great person whose head was in the bbbissary.

And the rector would declare that he had been wronglyspadibecause the
senate and the Roman people always declared that themoeadid that had
been wrongly punished. Those were the great men whose nanegis we
Richmal Magnall’'s Questions. History was all about thoe® and what
they did and that was what Peter Parley’s Tales aba#d8rand Rome
were all about. Peter Parley himself was on the iagfe in a picture. There
was a road over a heath with grass at the side dledblitshes: and Peter
Parley had a broad hat like a protestant ministdraabig stick and he was
walking fast along the road to Greece and Rome.

It was easy what he had to do. All he had to do was wWieedinner
was over and he came out in his turn to go on walking budutdb the
corridor but up the staircase on the right that led taéiséle. He had
nothing to do but that: to turn to the right and walk tgsthe staircase and
in half a minute he would be in the low dark narrow icarthat led through
the castle to the rector’'s room. And every fellow had Hat it was unfair,
even the fellow out of second of grammar who had saichthait the senate
and the Roman people.

What would happen? He heard the fellows of the higher larelst
up at the top of the refectory and heard their stepsegcime down the
matting: Paddy Rath and Jimmy Magee and the Spaniard aRdrhguese
and the fifth was big Corrigan who was going to be flogge#r Gleeson.
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That was why the prefect of studies had called him ansehand pandied
him for nothing: and, straining his weak eyes, tired th#htears, he
watched big Corrigan’s broad shoulders and big hanging bleaét passing
in the file. But he had done something and besides Mr Gleesdd waot
flog him hard: and he remembered how big Corrigan lookeukeibath. He
had skin the same colour as the turf-coloured bogwater im#lew end of
the bath and when he walked along the side his feet slagpeigt bn the
wet tiles and at every step his thighs shook a little imeeae was fat.

The refectory was half empty and the fellows were géifising out
in file. He could go up the staircase because there was agviest or a
prefect outside the refectory door. But he could not go.rétier would
side with the prefect of studies and think it was a schgditick and then
the prefect of studies would come in every day the samejtambuld be
worse because he would be dreadfully waxy at any fellonggap to the
rector about him. The fellows had told him to go but theyld not go
themselves. They had forgotten all about it. No, it laest to forget all
about it and perhaps the prefect of studies had Only saidile come in.
No, it was best to hide out of the way because when you weiéand
young you could often escape that way.

The fellows at his table stood up. He stood up and passesnaung
them in the file. He had to decide. He was coming neattdbe If he went
on with the fellows he could never go up to the rector bedaiseuld not
leave the playground for that. And if he went and was paradi¢de same
all the fellows would make fun and talk about young Deslgloing up to
the rector to tell on the prefect of studies.

He was walking down along the matting and he saw the doarebefo
him. It was impossible: he could not. He thought of tHdybhead of the
prefect of studies with the cruel no-coloured eyes lookifgnatand he
heard the voice of the prefect of studies asking him twic Wis name
was. Why could he not remember the name when he whthwofirst time?
Was he not listening the first time or was it to makeout of the name?
The great men in the history had names like thanabddy made fun of
them. It was his own name that he should have made fiih@fvanted to
make fun. Dolan: it was like the name of a woman who whsluthes.

He had reached the door and, turning quickly up to the rgiked
up the stairs and, before he could make up his mind to cotkelhad
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entered the low dark narrow corridor that led to trstleaAnd as he crossed
the threshold of the door of the corridor he saw, withouirgrhis head to
look, that all the fellows were looking after him as thenwfiling by.

He passed along the narrow dark corridor, passing ditibrs that
were the doors of the rooms of the community. He peerfdnnof him
and right and left through the gloom and thought that thast be portraits.
It was dark and silent and his eyes were weak andiitbdears so that he
could not see. But he thought they were the portraitseo$aints and great
men of the order who were looking down on him silently asdssed: saint
Ignatius Loyola holding an open book and pointing to the wAtts
Majorem Dei Gloriamin it; saint Francis Xavier pointing to his chest;
Lorenzo Ricci with his berretta on his head like one optiegects of the
lines, the three patrons of holy youth - saint Stanidkastka, saint
Aloysius Gonzago, and Blessed John Berchmans, all with yaweg f
because they died when they were young, and Father Peter &igtimgyin
a chair wrapped in a big cloak.

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

An old servant was sweeping at the end of the landingskkxa
him where was the rector’s room and the old servant poiotéae door at
the far end and looked after him as he went on to it anckkdoc

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

— Come in!

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

He saw the rector sitting at a desk writing. There avakull on the
desk and a strange solemn smell in the room like the oltktleat chairs.

His heart was beating fast on account of the solemm laavas in
and the silence of the room: and he looked at the skull athe atctor’s
kind-looking face.

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

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

The rector opened his mouth and said:

- 0!

Then he smiled and said:

— Well, if we broke our glasses we must write home for aagw

— | wrote home, sir, said Stephen, and Father Arnalllsaid not to
study till they come.

— Quite right! said the rector.

Stephen swallowed down the thing again and tried to keepdss |
and his voice from shaking.

— But, sir ...

—Yes?

— Father Dolan came in today and pandied me becausenovas
writing my theme.

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

The rector said:

— Your name is Dedalus, isn't it?

—Yes, sir

— And where did you break your glasses?

— On the cinder-path, sir. A fellow was coming out of thedey
house and | fell and they got broken. | don’t know the fellowwse.

The rector looked at him again in silence. Then heeshahd said:

— 0O, well, it was a mistake; | am sure Father Dolamdidknow.

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

— Did you tell him that you had written home for a newpéhie
rector asked.

— No, sir.

— O well then, said the rector, Father Dolan did not uraiedsty ou
can say that | excuse you from your lessons for a few days.

Stephen said quickly for fear his trembling would preemt

— Yes, sir, but Father Dolan said he will come in tomortmywandy
me again for it.

— Very well, the rector said, it is a mistake and liteak to
Father Dolan myself. Will that do now?

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

The rector held his hand across the side of the desk wiees&ull
was and Stephen, placing his hand in it for a momenta fediol moist palm.

— Good day now, said the rector, withdrawing his hand andhigow

— Good day, sir, said Stephen.

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

But when he had passed the old servant on the landing @d wa
again in the low narrow dark corridor he began to iaditer and faster.
Faster and faster he hurried on through the gloom excitddl{pumped his
elbow against the door at the end and, hurrying down threasai walked
quickly through the two corridors and out into the air.

He could hear the cries of the fellows on the playgrouddsroke
into a run and, running quicker and quicker, ran acrossitiderpath and
reached the third line playground, panting.

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

—Tell us! Tell us!

— What did he say?

— Did you go in?

What did he say?

—Tell us! Tell us!

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

— Hurroo!

They caught their caps and sent them up again spinning sky-high
and cried again:

— Hurroo! Hurroo!

They made a cradle of their locked hands and hoisted him up among
them and carried him along till he struggled to get free. vnein he had
escaped from them they broke away in all directions, flintheqg caps
again into the air and whistling as they went spinning wpcaying:

— Hurroo!
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And they gave three groans for Baldyhead Dolan and tireers
for Conmee and they said he was the decentest rectavdhaver in
Clongowes.

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

The air was soft and grey and mild and evening was apriiimere
was the smell of evening in the air, the smell of thiel$ien the country
where they digged up turnips to peel them and eat them whewémyut
for a walk to Major Barton’s, the smell there wagha little wood beyond
the pavilion where the gallnuts were.

The fellows were practising long shies and bowling lobs &vd s
twisters. In the soft grey silence he could hear the burtieedalls: and
from here and from there through the quiet air the sourtteagricket bats:
pick, pack, pock, puck: like drops of water in a founfalting softly in the
brimming bowl.
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