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			A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man

		
	
		
			I

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

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

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

			
				
					O, the wild rose blos­soms
					

					On the little green place.
				

			

			He sang that song. That was his song.

			
				
					O, the green wothe botheth.
				

			

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

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

			
				
					Tralala lala,
					

					Tralala tralaladdy,
					

					Tralala lala,
					

					Tralala lala.
				

			

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

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

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

			—O, Steph­en will apo­lo­gise.

			Dante said:

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

			
				
					Pull out his eyes,
					

					Apo­lo­gise,
					

					Apo­lo­gise,
					

					Pull out his eyes.
				

				
					Apo­lo­gise,
					

					Pull out his eyes,
					

					Pull out his eyes,
					

					Apo­lo­gise.
				

			

			

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

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

			—What is your name?

			Steph­en had answered: Steph­en Dedalus.

			Then Nasty Roche had said:

			—What kind of a name is that?

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

			—What is your fath­er?

			Steph­en had answered:

			—A gen­tle­man.

			Then Nasty Roche had asked:

			—Is he a ma­gis­trate?

			He crept about from point to point on the fringe of his line, mak­ing little runs now and then. But his hands were blu­ish with cold. He kept his hands in the side pock­ets of his belted grey suit. That was a belt round his pock­et. And belt was also to give a fel­low a belt. One day a fel­low said to Can­t­well:

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

			Can­t­well had answered:

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

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

			—Good­bye, Steph­en, good­bye!

			—Good­bye, Steph­en, good­bye!

			He was caught in the whirl of a scrim­mage and, fear­ful of the flash­ing eyes and muddy boots, bent down to look through the legs. The fel­lows were strug­gling and groan­ing and their legs were rub­bing and kick­ing and stamp­ing. Then Jack Law­ton’s yel­low boots dodged out the ball and all the oth­er boots and legs ran after. He ran after them a little way and then stopped. It was use­less to run on. Soon they would be go­ing home for the hol­i­days. After sup­per in the study hall he would change the num­ber pas­ted up in­side his desk from sev­enty­sev­en to sev­entysix.

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

			
				
					Wolsey died in Leicester Ab­bey
					

					Where the ab­bots bur­ied him.
					

					Canker is a dis­ease of plants,
					

					Can­cer one of an­im­als.
				

			

			It would be nice to lie on the hearth­rug be­fore the fire, lean­ing his head upon his hands, and think on those sen­tences. He shivered as if he had cold slimy wa­ter next his skin. That was mean of Wells to shoulder him in­to the square ditch be­cause he would not swap his little snuff­box for Wells’s seasoned hack­ing chest­nut, the con­quer­or of forty. How cold and slimy the wa­ter had been! A fel­low had once seen a big rat jump in­to the scum. Moth­er was sit­ting at the fire with Dante wait­ing for Bri­gid to bring in the tea. She had her feet on the fend­er and her jew­elly slip­pers were so hot and they had such a lovely warm smell! Dante knew a lot of things. She had taught him where the Mozam­bi­que Chan­nel was and what was the longest river in Amer­ica and what was the name of the highest moun­tain in the moon. Fath­er Ar­nall knew more than Dante be­cause he was a priest but both his fath­er and uncle Charles said that Dante was a clev­er wo­man and a wellread wo­man. And when Dante made that noise after din­ner and then put up her hand to her mouth: that was heart­burn.

			A voice cried far out on the play­ground:

			—All in!

			Then oth­er voices cried from the lower and third lines:

			—All in! All in!

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			The bell rang and then the classes began to file out of the rooms and along the cor­ridors to­wards the re­fect­ory. He sat look­ing at the two prints of but­ter on his plate but could not eat the damp bread. The table­cloth was damp and limp. But he drank off the hot weak tea which the clumsy scul­lion, girt with a white ap­ron, poured in­to his cup. He wondered wheth­er the scul­lion’s ap­ron was damp too or wheth­er all white things were cold and damp. Nasty Roche and Saur­in drank co­coa that their people sent them in tins. They said they could not drink the tea; that it was hog­wash. Their fath­ers were ma­gis­trates, the fel­lows said.

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

			He drank an­oth­er cup of hot tea and Flem­ing said:

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

			—I don’t know, Steph­en said.

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

			—O yes, Steph­en said.

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

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

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

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

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

			Steph­en answered:

			—I do.

			Wells turned to the oth­er fel­lows and said:

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

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

			—I do not.

			Wells said:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			
				Steph­en Dedalus

				Class of Ele­ments

				Clon­gowes Wood Col­lege

				Sallins

				County Kil­dare

				Ire­land

				Europe

				The World

				The Uni­verse

			

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

			
				
					Steph­en Dedalus is my name,
					

					Ire­land is my na­tion.
					

					Clon­gowes is my dwell­ing­place
					

					And heav­en my ex­pect­a­tion.
				

			

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

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

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

			The bell rang for night pray­ers and he filed out of the study hall after the oth­ers and down the stair­case and along the cor­ridors to the chapel. The cor­ridors were darkly lit and the chapel was darkly lit. Soon all would be dark and sleep­ing. There was cold night air in the chapel and the marbles were the col­our the sea was at night. The sea was cold day and night: but it was colder at night. It was cold and dark un­der the sea­wall be­side his fath­er’s house. But the kettle would be on the hob to make punch.

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

			
				
					O Lord, open our lips
					

					And our mouths shall an­nounce Thy praise.
					

					In­cline un­to our aid, O God!
					

					O Lord, make haste to help us!
				

			

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

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

			
				Vis­it, we be­seech Thee, O Lord, this hab­it­a­tion and drive away from it all the snares of the en­emy. May Thy holy an­gels dwell herein to pre­serve us in peace and may Thy bless­ing be al­ways upon us through Christ our Lord. Amen.

			

			His fin­gers trembled as he un­dressed him­self in the dorm­it­ory. He told his fin­gers to hurry up. He had to un­dress and then kneel and say his own pray­ers and be in bed be­fore the gas was lowered so that he might not go to hell when he died. He rolled his stock­ings off and put on his night­shirt quickly and knelt trem­bling at his bed­side and re­peated his pray­ers quickly, fear­ing that the gas would go down. He felt his shoulders shak­ing as he mur­mured:

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

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

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

			

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

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

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

			
				Vis­it, we be­seech Thee, O Lord, this hab­it­a­tion and drive away from it all …

			

			Go­ing home for the hol­i­days! That would be lovely: the fel­lows had told him. Get­ting up on the cars in the early wintry morn­ing out­side the door of the castle. The cars were rolling on the gravel. Cheers for the rect­or!

			Hur­ray! Hur­ray! Hur­ray!

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

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

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

			Lovely …

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

			Noises …

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

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

			Flem­ing said:

			—Are you not well?

			He did not know; and Flem­ing said:

			—Get back in­to bed. I’ll tell McGlade you’re not well.

			—He’s sick.

			—Who is?

			—Tell McGlade.

			—Get back in­to bed.

			—Is he sick?

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

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

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

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

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

			—I didn’t mean to. Sure you won’t?

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

			Wells said:

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

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

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

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

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

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

			The pre­fect cried:

			—Quick march! Hay­foot! Straw­foot!

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

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

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

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

			—The sky is up, Broth­er Mi­chael said.

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

			—Ah, do! he said.

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

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

			Broth­er Mi­chael re­peated:

			—You’ll get your walk­ing pa­pers. I tell you.

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

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

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

			
				Dear Moth­er,

				I am sick. I want to go home. Please come and take me home. I am in the in­firm­ary.

				
					
						Your fond son,
						

						Steph­en
					

				
			

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

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

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

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

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

			—Now it is all about polit­ics in the pa­pers, he said. Do your people talk about that too?

			—Yes, Steph­en said.

			—Mine too, he said.

			Then he thought for a mo­ment and said:

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

			Then he asked:

			—Are you good at riddles?

			Steph­en answered:

			—Not very good.

			Then he said:

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

			Steph­en thought what could be the an­swer and then said:

			—I give it up.

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

			—Oh, I see, Steph­en said.

			—That’s an old riddle, he said.

			After a mo­ment he said:

			—I say!

			—What? asked Steph­en.

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

			—Can you? said Steph­en.

			—The same riddle, he said. Do you know the oth­er way to ask it?

			—No, said Steph­en.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			—Par­nell! Par­nell! He is dead!

			They fell upon their knees, moan­ing in sor­row.

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

			

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

			All were wait­ing: uncle Charles, who sat far away in the shad­ow of the win­dow, Dante and Mr. Ca­sey, who sat in the easy­chairs at either side of the hearth, Steph­en, seated on a chair between them, his feet rest­ing on the toasted boss. Mr. Dedalus looked at him­self in the pier­glass above the man­tel­piece, waxed out his mous­tache ends and then, part­ing his coat tails, stood with his back to the glow­ing fire: and still from time to time he with­drew a hand from his coat tail to wax out one of his mous­tache ends. Mr. Ca­sey leaned his head to one side and, smil­ing, tapped the gland of his neck with his fin­gers. And Steph­en smiled too for he knew now that it was not true that Mr. Ca­sey had a purse of sil­ver in his throat. He smiled to think how the sil­very noise which Mr. Ca­sey used to make had de­ceived him. And when he had tried to open Mr. Ca­sey’s hand to see if the purse of sil­ver was hid­den there he had seen that the fin­gers could not be straightened out: and Mr. Ca­sey had told him that he had got those three cramped fin­gers mak­ing a birth­day present for Queen Vic­tor­ia. Mr. Ca­sey tapped the gland of his neck and smiled at Steph­en with sleepy eyes: and Mr. Dedalus said to him:

			—Yes. Well now, that’s all right. O, we had a good walk, hadn’t we, John? Yes … I won­der if there’s any like­li­hood of din­ner this even­ing. Yes … O, well now, we got a good breath of ozone round the Head today. Ay, be­dad.

			He turned to Dante and said:

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

			Dante frowned and said shortly:

			—No.

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

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

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

			—Well, I can’t help think­ing of our friend Chris­toph­er 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 of those warts on his bald head than in a pack of jack foxes.

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

			—And he has such a soft mouth when he’s speak­ing to you, don’t you know. He’s very moist and wa­tery about the dew­laps, God bless him.

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

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

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

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

			—Sit over, she said.

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

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

			He looked round to where uncle Charles sat and said:

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

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

			—Now, Steph­en.

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

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

			

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

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

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

			Why did Mr. Bar­rett in Clon­gowes call his pandy­bat a tur­key? But Clon­gowes was far away: and the warm heavy smell of tur­key and ham and cel­ery rose from the plates and dishes and the great fire was banked high and red in the grate and the green ivy and red holly made you feel so happy and when din­ner was ended the big plum pud­ding would be car­ried in, stud­ded with peeled al­monds and sprigs of holly, with blu­ish fire run­ning around it and a little green flag fly­ing from the top.

			It was his first Christ­mas din­ner and he thought of his little broth­ers and sis­ters who were wait­ing in the nurs­ery, as he had of­ten waited, till the pud­ding came. The deep low col­lar and the Eton jack­et made him feel queer and old­ish: and that morn­ing when his moth­er had brought him down to the par­lour, dressed for mass, his fath­er had cried. That was be­cause he was think­ing of his own fath­er. And uncle Charles had said so too.

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

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

			—Si­mon, said Mrs. Dedalus, you haven’t giv­en Mrs. Ri­ordan any sauce.

			Mr. Dedalus seized the sauce­boat.

			—Haven’t I? he cried. Mrs. Ri­ordan, pity the poor blind.

			Dante covered her plate with her hands and said:

			—No, thanks.

			Mr. Dedalus turned to uncle Charles.

			—How are you off, sir?

			—Right as the mail, Si­mon.

			—You, John?

			—I’m all right. Go on your­self.

			—Mary? Here, Steph­en, here’s some­thing to make your hair curl.

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

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

			—I 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 him­self a cath­ol­ic to give to his priest.

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

			—It is re­li­gion, Dante said. They are do­ing their duty in warn­ing the people.

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

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

			—And preach polit­ics from the al­tar, is it? asked Mr. Dedalus.

			—Cer­tainly, said Dante. It is a ques­tion of pub­lic mor­al­ity. A priest would not be a priest if he did not tell his flock what is right and what is wrong.

			Mrs. Dedalus laid down her knife and fork, say­ing:

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

			—Quite right, ma’am, said uncle Charles. Now Si­mon, that’s quite enough now. Not an­oth­er word now.

			—Yes, yes, said Mr. Dedalus quickly.

			He un­covered the dish boldly and said:

			—Now then, who’s for more tur­key?

			Nobody answered. Dante said:

			—Nice lan­guage for any cath­ol­ic to use!

			—Mrs. Ri­ordan, I ap­peal to you, said Mrs. Dedalus, to let the mat­ter drop now.

			Dante turned on her and said:

			—And am I to sit here and listen to the pas­tors of my church be­ing flouted?

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

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

			—Let them leave polit­ics alone, said Mr. Ca­sey, or the people may leave their church alone.

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

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

			—Too bad! Too bad! said uncle Charles.

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

			—He was no longer worthy to lead, said Dante. He was a pub­lic sin­ner.

			—We are all sin­ners and black sin­ners, said Mr. Ca­sey coldly.

			—Woe be to the man by whom the scan­dal cometh! said Mrs. Ri­ordan. It would be bet­ter for him that a mill­stone were tied about his neck and that he were cast in­to the depths of the sea rather than that he should scan­dal­ise one of these, my least little ones. That is the lan­guage of the Holy Ghost.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			Nobody spoke. He said again:

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

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

			—Well, my Christ­mas din­ner has been spoiled any­how.

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

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

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

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

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

			—They are the Lord’s anoin­ted, Dante said. They are an hon­our to their coun­try.

			—Tub of guts, said Mr. Dedalus coarsely. He has a hand­some face, mind you, in re­pose. You should see that fel­low lap­ping up his ba­con and cab­bage of a cold winter’s day. O Johnny!

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

			—Really, Si­mon, you should not speak that way be­fore Steph­en. It’s not right.

			—O, he’ll re­mem­ber all this when he grows up, said Dante hotly—the lan­guage he heard against God and re­li­gion and priests in his own home.

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

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

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

			—Well, it is per­fectly dread­ful to say that not even for one day in the year, said Mrs. Dedalus, can we be free from these dread­ful dis­putes!

			Uncle Charles raised his hands mildly and said:

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

			Mrs. Dedalus spoke to Dante in a low voice but Dante said loudly:

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

			Mr. Ca­sey pushed his plate rudely in­to the middle of the table and, rest­ing his el­bows be­fore him, said in a hoarse voice to his host:

			—Tell me, did I tell you that story about a very fam­ous spit?

			—You did not, John, said Mr. Dedalus.

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

			He broke off and, turn­ing to­wards Dante, said with quiet in­dig­na­tion:

			—And I may tell you, ma’am, that I, if you mean me, am no reneg­ade cath­ol­ic. I am a cath­ol­ic as my fath­er was and his fath­er be­fore him and his fath­er be­fore him again when we gave up our lives rather than sell our faith.

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

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

			—Cath­ol­ic in­deed! re­peated Dante iron­ic­ally. The black­est prot­est­ant in the land would not speak the lan­guage I have heard this even­ing.

			Mr. Dedalus began to sway his head to and fro, croon­ing like a coun­try sing­er.

			—I am no prot­est­ant, I tell you again, said Mr. Ca­sey, flush­ing.

			Mr. Dedalus, still croon­ing and sway­ing his head, began to sing in a grunt­ing nas­al tone:

			
				
					O, come all you Ro­man cath­ol­ics
					

					That nev­er went to mass.
				

			

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

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

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

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

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

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

			—Be­fore he was killed, you mean.

			Mr. Ca­sey opened his eyes, sighed and went on:

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

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

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

			—Well, John?

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

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

			—And what did you do, John?

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

			He turned aside and made the act of spit­ting.

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

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

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

			He stopped in a fit of cough­ing and laughter, re­peat­ing:

			—I’m blinded en­tirely.

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

			Dante looked ter­ribly angry and re­peated while they laughed:

			—Very nice! Ha! Very nice!

			It was not nice about the spit in the wo­man’s eye.

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

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

			Mr. Dedalus gave a snort of con­tempt.

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

			Uncle Charles shook his head, say­ing:

			—A bad busi­ness! A bad busi­ness!

			Mr. Dedalus re­peated:

			—A priestrid­den God­for­saken race!

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

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

			Dante broke in an­grily:

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

			—And can we not love our coun­try then? asked Mr. Ca­sey. Are we not to fol­low the man that was born to lead us?

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

			—Were they, faith? said Mr. Ca­sey.

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

			—Didn’t the bish­ops of Ire­land be­tray us in the time of the uni­on when Bish­op Lan­igan presen­ted an ad­dress of loy­alty to the Mar­quess Corn­wal­lis? Didn’t the bish­ops and priests sell the as­pir­a­tions of their coun­try in 1829 in re­turn for cath­ol­ic eman­cip­a­tion? Didn’t they de­nounce the feni­an move­ment from the pul­pit and in the con­fes­sion box? And didn’t they dis­hon­our the ashes of Ter­ence Bellew Mac­Manus?

			His face was glow­ing with an­ger and Steph­en felt the glow rise to his own cheek as the spoken words thrilled him. Mr. Dedalus uttered a guf­faw of coarse scorn.

			—O, by God, he cried, I for­got little old Paul Cul­len! An­oth­er apple of God’s eye!

			Dante bent across the table and cried to Mr. Ca­sey:

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

			Mrs. Dedalus, see­ing her ex­cite­ment, said to her:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			—Away with God, I say!

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

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

			The door slammed be­hind her.

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

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

			He sobbed loudly and bit­terly.

			Steph­en, rais­ing his ter­ror­stricken face, saw that his fath­er’s 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.

			The same fel­low 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 fecked cash out of the rect­or’s room.

			—Who fecked it?

			—Kick­ham’s broth­er. And they all went shares in it.

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

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

			—Tell us why.

			—I was told not to, Wells said.

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

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

			—You know the al­tar wine they keep in the press in the sac­risty?

			—Yes.

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

			And the fel­low who had spoken first said:

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

			The fel­lows all were si­lent. Steph­en stood among them, afraid to speak, listen­ing. A faint sick­ness of awe made him feel weak. How could they have done that? He thought of the dark si­lent sac­risty. There were dark wooden presses there where the crimped sur­plices lay quietly fol­ded. It was not the chapel but still you had to speak un­der your breath. It was a holy place. He re­membered the sum­mer even­ing he had been there to be dressed as boat­bear­er, the even­ing of the pro­ces­sion to the little al­tar in the wood. A strange and holy place. The boy that held the censer had swung it gently to and fro near the door with the sil­very cap lif­ted by the middle chain to keep the coals light­ing. That was called char­coal: and it had burned quietly as the fel­low had swung it gently and had giv­en off a weak sour smell. And then when all were ves­ted he had stood hold­ing out the boat to the rect­or and the rect­or had put a spoon­ful of in­cense in it and it had hissed on the red coals.

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

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

			Athy lowered his voice and said:

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

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

			Eileen had long thin cool white hands too be­cause she was a girl. They were like ivory; only soft. That was the mean­ing of Tower of Ivory but prot­est­ants could not un­der­stand it and made fun of it. One day he had stood be­side her look­ing in­to the hotel grounds. A waiter was run­ning up a trail of bunt­ing on the flag­staff and a fox ter­ri­er was scam­per­ing to and fro on the sunny lawn. She had put her hand in­to his pock­et where his hand was and he had felt how cool and thin and soft her hand was. She had said that pock­ets were funny things to have: and then all of a sud­den she had broken away and had run laugh­ing down the slop­ing curve of the path. Her fair hair had streamed out be­hind her like gold in the sun. Tower of Ivory. House of Gold. By think­ing 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 wa­ter trickled all day out of tiny pin­holes and there was a queer smell of stale wa­ter there. And be­hind the door of one of the closets there was a draw­ing in red pen­cil of a bearded man in a Ro­man dress with a brick in each hand and un­der­neath was the name of the draw­ing:

			
				Bal­bus was build­ing a wall.

			

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

			
				Ju­li­us Caesar wrote The Calico Belly.

			

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

			At last Flem­ing said:

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

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

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

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

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

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

			Wells asked:

			—What is go­ing to be done to them?

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

			—And which are they tak­ing? asked the fel­low who had spoken first.

			—All are tak­ing ex­pul­sion ex­cept Cor­rigan, Athy answered. He’s go­ing to be flogged by Mr. Gleeson.

			—I know why, Cecil Thun­der said. He is right and the oth­er fel­lows are wrong be­cause a flog­ging wears off after a bit but a fel­low that has been ex­pelled from col­lege is known all his life on ac­count of it. Be­sides Gleeson won’t flog him hard.

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

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

			—No, no, said Athy. They’ll both get it on the vi­tal spot.

			Wells rubbed him­self and said in a cry­ing voice:

			—Please, sir, let me off!

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

			
				
					It can’t be helped;
					

					It must be done.
					

					So down with your breeches
					

					And out with your bum.
				

			

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

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

			A voice from far out on the play­ground cried:

			—All in!

			And oth­er voices cried:

			—All in! All in!

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

			But Mr. Har­ford was very de­cent and nev­er got in­to a wax. All the oth­er mas­ters got in­to dread­ful waxes. But why were they to suf­fer for what fel­lows in the high­er line did? Wells had said that they had drunk some of the al­tar wine out of the press in the sac­risty and that it had been found out who had done it by the smell. Per­haps they had stolen a mon­strance to run away with and sell it some­where. That must have been a ter­rible sin, to go in there quietly at night, to open the dark press and steal the flash­ing gold thing in­to which God was put on the al­tar in the middle of flowers and candles at be­ne­dic­tion while the in­cense went up in clouds at both sides as the fel­low swung the censer and Domin­ic Kelly sang the first part by him­self in the choir. But God was not in it of course when they stole it. But still it was a strange and a great sin even to touch it. He thought of it with deep awe; a ter­rible and strange sin: it thrilled him to think of it in the si­lence when the pens scraped lightly. But to drink the al­tar wine out of the press and be found out by the smell was a sin too: but it was not ter­rible and strange. It only made you feel a little sick­ish on ac­count of the smell of the wine. Be­cause on the day when he had made his first holy com­mu­nion in the chapel he had shut his eyes and opened his mouth and put out his tongue a little: and when the rect­or had stooped down to give him the holy com­mu­nion he had smelt a faint winy smell off the rect­or’s breath after the wine of the mass. The word was beau­ti­ful: wine. It made you think of dark purple be­cause the grapes were dark purple that grew in Greece out­side houses like white temples. But the faint smell of the rect­or’s breath had made him feel a sick feel­ing on the morn­ing of his first com­mu­nion. The day of your first com­mu­nion was the hap­pi­est day of your life. And once a lot of gen­er­als had asked Na­po­leon what was the hap­pi­est day of his life. They thought he would say the day he won some great battle or the day he was made an em­per­or. But he said:

			—Gen­tle­men, the hap­pi­est day of my life was the day on which I made my first holy com­mu­nion.

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

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

			Then he asked the next boy and the next and the next. Nobody knew. Fath­er Ar­nall be­came very quiet, more and more quiet as each boy tried to an­swer it and could not. But his face was black­look­ing and his eyes were star­ing though his voice was so quiet. Then he asked Flem­ing and Flem­ing said that the word had no plur­al. Fath­er Ar­nall sud­denly shut the book and shouted at him:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			—Flem­ing, sir.

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

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

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

			He banged his pandy­bat down on the desk and cried:

			—Up, Flem­ing! Up, my boy!

			Flem­ing stood up slowly.

			—Hold out! cried the pre­fect of stud­ies.

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

			—Oth­er hand!

			The pandy­bat came down again in six loud quick smacks.

			—Kneel down! cried the pre­fect of stud­ies.

			Flem­ing knelt down, squeez­ing his hands un­der his armpits, his face con­tor­ted with pain, but Steph­en knew how hard his hands were be­cause Flem­ing was al­ways rub­bing ros­in in­to them. But per­haps he was in great pain for the noise of the pandy­bat was ter­rible. Steph­en’s heart was beat­ing and flut­ter­ing.

			—At your work, all of you! shouted the pre­fect of stud­ies. We want no lazy idle loafers here, lazy idle little schemers. At your work, I tell you. Fath­er Dolan will be in to see you every day. Fath­er Dolan will be in to­mor­row.

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

			—You, boy! When will Fath­er Dolan be in again?

			—To­mor­row, sir, said Tom Fur­long’s voice.

			—To­mor­row and to­mor­row and to­mor­row, said the pre­fect of stud­ies. Make up your minds for that. Every day Fath­er Dolan. Write away. You, boy, who are you?

			Steph­en’s heart jumped sud­denly.

			—Dedalus, sir.

			—Why are you not writ­ing like the oth­ers?

			—I … my …

			He could not speak with fright.

			—Why is he not writ­ing, Fath­er Ar­nall?

			—He broke his glasses, said Fath­er Ar­nall, and I ex­emp­ted him from work.

			—Broke? What is this I hear? What is this? Your name is? said the pre­fect of stud­ies.

			—Dedalus, sir.

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

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

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

			—The cinder­path, sir.

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

			Steph­en lif­ted his eyes in won­der and saw for a mo­ment Fath­er Dolan’s whitegrey not young face, his baldy whitegrey head with fluff at the sides of it, the steel rims of his spec­tacles and his no-col­oured eyes look­ing through the glasses. Why did he say he knew that trick?

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

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

			—Oth­er hand! shouted the pre­fect of stud­ies.

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

			—Kneel down, cried the pre­fect of stud­ies.

			Steph­en knelt down quickly press­ing his beaten hands to his sides. To think of them beaten and swollen with pain all in a mo­ment made him feel so sorry for them as if they were not his own but someone else’s that he felt sorry for. And as he knelt, calm­ing the last sobs in his throat and feel­ing the burn­ing tingling pain pressed in­to his sides, he thought of the hands which he had held out in the air with the palms up and of the firm touch of the pre­fect of stud­ies when he had stead­ied the shak­ing fin­gers and of the beaten swollen reddened mass of palm and fin­gers that shook help­lessly in the air.

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

			The door closed be­hind him.

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

			—You may re­turn to your places, you two.

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

			It was un­fair and cruel be­cause the doc­tor had told him not to read without glasses and he had writ­ten home to his fath­er that morn­ing to send him a new pair. And Fath­er Ar­nall had said that he need not study till the new glasses came. Then to be called a schemer be­fore the class and to be pan­died when he al­ways got the card for first or second and was the lead­er of the Yorkists! How could the pre­fect of stud­ies know that it was a trick? He felt the touch of the pre­fect’s fin­gers as they had stead­ied his hand and at first he had thought he was go­ing to shake hands with him be­cause the fin­gers were soft and firm: but then in an in­stant he had heard the swish of the sou­tane sleeve and the crash. It was cruel and un­fair to make him kneel in the middle of the class then: and Fath­er Ar­nall had told them both that they might re­turn to their places without mak­ing any dif­fer­ence between them. He listened to Fath­er Ar­nall’s low and gentle voice as he cor­rec­ted the themes. Per­haps he was sorry now and wanted to be de­cent. But it was un­fair and cruel. The pre­fect of stud­ies was a priest but that was cruel and un­fair. And his whitegrey face and the no-col­oured eyes be­hind the steel rimmed spec­tacles were cruel look­ing be­cause he had stead­ied the hand first with his firm soft fin­gers and that was to hit it bet­ter and louder.

			—It’s a stink­ing mean thing, that’s what it is, said Flem­ing in the cor­ridor as the classes were passing out in file to the re­fect­ory, 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 and did not an­swer.

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

			—Yes, said Cecil Thun­der eagerly, and I saw him lift the pandy­bat 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 Baldy­head or any oth­er Baldy­head. It’s a stink­ing mean low trick, that’s what it is. 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, Dedalus, said Nasty Roche, be­cause he said that he’d come in to­mor­row again and pandy you.

			—Yes, yes. Tell the rect­or, all said.

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

			—The sen­ate and the Ro­man people de­clared that Dedalus had been wrongly pun­ished.

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

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

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

			What would hap­pen? He heard the fel­lows of the high­er line stand up at the top of the re­fect­ory and heard their steps as they came down the mat­ting: Paddy Rath and Jimmy Magee and the Span­iard and the Por­tuguese and the fifth was big Cor­rigan who was go­ing to be flogged by Mr. Gleeson. That was why the pre­fect of stud­ies had called him a schemer and pan­died him for noth­ing: and, strain­ing his weak eyes, tired with the tears, he watched big Cor­rigan’s broad shoulders and big hanging black head passing in the file. But he had done some­thing and be­sides Mr. Gleeson would not flog him hard: and he re­membered how big Cor­rigan looked in the bath. He had skin the same col­our as the turf­col­oured bog­wa­ter in the shal­low end of the bath and when he walked along the side his feet slapped loudly on the wet tiles and at every step his thighs shook a little be­cause he was fat.

			The re­fect­ory was half empty and the fel­lows were still passing out in file. He could go up the stair­case be­cause there was nev­er a priest or a pre­fect out­side the re­fect­ory door. But he could not go. The rect­or would side with the pre­fect of stud­ies and think it was a school­boy trick and then the pre­fect of stud­ies would come in every day the same, only it would be worse be­cause he would be dread­fully waxy at any fel­low go­ing up to the rect­or about him. The fel­lows had told him to go but they would not go them­selves. They had for­got­ten all about it. No, it was best to for­get all about it and per­haps the pre­fect of stud­ies had only said he would come in. No, it was best to hide out of the way be­cause when you were small and young you could of­ten es­cape that way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			—Come in!

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

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

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

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

			Steph­en swal­lowed down the thing in his throat and said:

			—I broke my glasses, sir.

			The rect­or opened his mouth and said:

			—O!

			Then he smiled and said:

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

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

			—Quite right! said the rect­or.

			Steph­en swal­lowed down the thing again and tried to keep his legs and his voice from shak­ing.

			—But, sir …

			—Yes?

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

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

			The rect­or said:

			—Your name is Dedalus, isn’t it?

			—Yes, sir.

			—And where did you break your glasses?

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

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

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

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

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

			—No, sir.

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

			Steph­en said quickly for fear his trem­bling would pre­vent him:

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

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

			Steph­en felt the tears wet­ting his eyes and mur­mured:

			—O yes sir, thanks.

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

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

			—Good day, sir, said Steph­en.

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

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

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

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

			—Tell us! Tell us!

			—What did he say?

			—Did you go in?

			—What did he say?

			—Tell us! Tell us!

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

			—Hur­roo!

			They caught their caps and sent them up again spin­ning sky­high and cried again:

			—Hur­roo! Hur­roo!

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

			—Hur­roo!

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

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

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

			The fel­lows were prac­tising long shies and bowl­ing lobs and slow twisters. In the soft grey si­lence he could hear the bump of the balls: and from here and from there through the quiet air the sound of the crick­et bats: pick, pack, pock, puck: like drops of wa­ter in a foun­tain fall­ing softly in the brim­ming bowl.

		
	
		
			II

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

			His even­ings were his own; and he pored over a ragged trans­la­tion of The Count of Monte Cristo. The fig­ure of that dark avenger stood forth in his mind for whatever he had heard or di­vined in child­hood of the strange and ter­rible. At night he built up on the par­lour table an im­age of the won­der­ful is­land cave out of trans­fers and pa­per flowers and col­oured tis­sue pa­per and strips of the sil­ver and golden pa­per in which chocol­ate is wrapped. When he had broken up this scenery, weary of its tin­sel, there would come to his mind the bright pic­ture of Mar­seilles, of sunny trel­lises and of Mer­cedes.

			Out­side Black­rock, on the road that led to the moun­tains, stood a small white­washed house in the garden of which grew many rose­bushes: and in this house, he told him­self, an­oth­er Mer­cedes lived. Both on the out­ward and on the home­ward jour­ney he meas­ured dis­tance by this land­mark: and in his ima­gin­a­tion he lived through a long train of ad­ven­tures, mar­vel­lous as those in the book it­self, to­wards the close of which there ap­peared an im­age of him­self, grown older and sad­der, stand­ing in a moon­lit garden with Mer­cedes who had so many years be­fore slighted his love, and with a sadly proud ges­ture of re­fus­al, say­ing:

			—Madam, I nev­er eat mus­ca­tel grapes.

			He be­came the ally of a boy named Au­brey Mills and foun­ded with him a gang of ad­ven­tur­ers in the av­en­ue. Au­brey car­ried a whistle dangling from his but­ton­hole and a bi­cycle lamp at­tached to his belt while the oth­ers had short sticks thrust dag­ger­wise through theirs. Steph­en, who had read of Na­po­leon’s plain style of dress, chose to re­main un­adorned and thereby heightened for him­self the pleas­ure of tak­ing coun­sel with his lieu­ten­ant be­fore giv­ing or­ders. The gang made for­ays in­to the gar­dens of old maids or went down to the castle and fought a battle on the shaggy weedgrown rocks, com­ing home after it weary strag­glers with the stale odours of the fore­shore in their nos­trils and the rank oils of the sea­wrack upon their hands and in their hair.

			Au­brey and Steph­en had a com­mon milk­man and of­ten they drove out in the milk­car to Car­rick­mines where the cows were at grass. While the men were milk­ing the boys would take turns in rid­ing the tract­able mare round the field. But when au­tumn came the cows were driv­en home from the grass: and the first sight of the filthy cow­yard at Strad­brook with its foul green puddles and clots of li­quid dung and steam­ing bran troughs, sickened Steph­en’s heart. The cattle which had seemed so beau­ti­ful in the coun­try on sunny days re­vol­ted him and he could not even look at the milk they yiel­ded.

			The com­ing of Septem­ber did not trouble him this year for he was not to be sent back to Clon­gowes. The prac­tice in the park came to an end when Mike Flynn went in­to hos­pit­al. Au­brey was at school and had only an hour or two free in the even­ing. The gang fell asun­der and there were no more nightly for­ays or battles on the rocks. Steph­en some­times went round with the car which de­livered the even­ing milk: and these chilly drives blew away his memory of the filth of the cow­yard and he felt no re­pug­nance at see­ing the cow hairs and hay­seeds on the milk­man’s coat. Whenev­er the car drew up be­fore a house he waited to catch a glimpse of a well scrubbed kit­chen or of a softly lighted hall and to see how the ser­vant would hold the jug and how she would close the door. He thought it should be a pleas­ant life enough, driv­ing along the roads every even­ing to de­liv­er milk, if he had warm gloves and a fat bag of ginger­nuts in his pock­et to eat from. But the same fore­know­ledge which had sickened his heart and made his legs sag sud­denly as he raced round the park, the same in­tu­ition which had made him glance with mis­trust at his train­er’s flabby stubble­covered face as it bent heav­ily over his long stained fin­gers, dis­sip­ated any vis­ion of the fu­ture. In a vague way he un­der­stood that his fath­er was in trouble and that this was the reas­on why he him­self had not been sent back to Clon­gowes. For some time he had felt the slight change in his house; and those changes in what he had deemed un­change­able were so many slight shocks to his boy­ish con­cep­tion of the world. The am­bi­tion which he felt astir at times in the dark­ness of his soul sought no out­let. A dusk like that of the out­er world ob­scured his mind as he heard the mare’s hoofs clat­ter­ing along the tramtrack on the Rock Road and the great can sway­ing and rat­tling be­hind him.

			He re­turned to Mer­cedes and, as he brooded upon her im­age, a strange un­rest crept in­to his blood. Some­times a fever gathered with­in him and led him to rove alone in the even­ing along the quiet av­en­ue. The peace of the gar­dens and the kindly lights in the win­dows poured a tender in­flu­ence in­to his rest­less heart. The noise of chil­dren at play an­noyed him and their silly voices made him feel, even more keenly than he had felt at Clon­gowes, that he was dif­fer­ent from oth­ers. He did not want to play. He wanted to meet in the real world the un­sub­stan­tial im­age which his soul so con­stantly be­held. He did not know where to seek it or how but a pre­mon­i­tion which led him on told him that this im­age would, without any overt act of his, en­counter him. They would meet quietly as if they had known each oth­er and had made their tryst, per­haps at one of the gates or in some more secret place. They would be alone, sur­roun­ded by dark­ness and si­lence: and in that mo­ment of su­preme ten­der­ness he would be trans­figured. He would fade in­to some­thing im­palp­able un­der her eyes and then in a mo­ment, he would be trans­figured. Weak­ness and timid­ity and in­ex­per­i­ence would fall from him in that ma­gic mo­ment.

			

			Two great yel­low cara­vans had hal­ted one morn­ing be­fore the door and men had come tramp­ing in­to the house to dis­mantle it. The fur­niture had been hustled out through the front garden which was strewn with wisps of straw and rope ends and in­to the huge vans at the gate. When all had been safely stowed the vans had set off nois­ily down the av­en­ue: and from the win­dow of the rail­way car­riage, in which he had sat with his re­deyed moth­er, Steph­en had seen them lum­ber­ing along the Mer­ri­on Road.

			The par­lour fire would not draw that even­ing and Mr. Dedalus res­ted the poker against the bars of the grate to at­tract the flame. Uncle Charles dozed in a corner of the half fur­nished un­car­peted room and near him the fam­ily por­traits leaned against the wall. The lamp on the table shed a weak light over the boarded floor, mud­died by the feet of the van­men. Steph­en sat on a foot­stool be­side his fath­er listen­ing to a long and in­co­her­ent mono­logue. He un­der­stood little or noth­ing of it at first but he be­came slowly aware that his fath­er had en­emies and that some fight was go­ing to take place. He felt, too, that he was be­ing en­lis­ted for the fight, that some duty was be­ing laid upon his shoulders. The sud­den flight from the com­fort and rev­er­ie of Black­rock, the pas­sage through the gloomy foggy city, the thought of the bare cheer­less house in which they were now to live made his heart heavy: and again an in­tu­ition, a fore­know­ledge of the fu­ture came to him. He un­der­stood also why the ser­vants had of­ten whispered to­geth­er in the hall and why his fath­er had of­ten stood on the hearth­rug, with his back to the fire, talk­ing loudly to uncle Charles who urged him to sit down and eat his din­ner.

			—There’s a crack of the whip left in me yet, Steph­en, old chap, said Mr. Dedalus, pok­ing at the dull fire with fierce en­ergy. We’re not dead yet, sonny. No, by the Lord Je­sus (God for­give me) nor half dead.

			Dub­lin was a new and com­plex sen­sa­tion. Uncle Charles had grown so wit­less that he could no longer be sent out on er­rands and the dis­order in set­tling in the new house left Steph­en freer than he had been in Black­rock. In the be­gin­ning he con­ten­ted him­self with circ­ling tim­idly round the neigh­bour­ing square or, at most, go­ing halfway down one of the side streets but when he had made a skel­et­on map of the city in his mind he fol­lowed boldly one of its cent­ral lines un­til he reached the Cus­tom House. He passed un­chal­lenged among the docks and along the quays won­der­ing at the mul­ti­tude of corks that lay bob­bing on the sur­face of the wa­ter in a thick yel­low scum, at the crowds of quay port­ers and the rum­bling carts and the illdressed bearded po­lice­man. The vast­ness and strange­ness of the life sug­ges­ted to him by the bales of mer­chand­ise stocked along the walls or swung aloft out of the holds of steam­ers wakened again in him the un­rest which had sent him wan­der­ing in the even­ing from garden to garden in search of Mer­cedes. And amid this new bust­ling life he might have fan­cied him­self in an­oth­er Mar­seilles but that he missed the bright sky and the sun-warmed trel­lises of the wine­shops. A vague dis­sat­is­fac­tion grew up with­in him as he looked on the quays and on the river and on the lower­ing skies and yet he con­tin­ued to wander up and down day after day as if he really sought someone that eluded him.

			He went once or twice with his moth­er to vis­it their re­l­at­ives: and though they passed a jovi­al ar­ray of shops lit up and ad­orned for Christ­mas his mood of em­bittered si­lence did not leave him. The causes of his em­bit­ter­ment were many, re­mote and near. He was angry with him­self for be­ing young and the prey of rest­less fool­ish im­pulses, angry also with the change of for­tune which was re­shap­ing the world about him in­to a vis­ion of squal­or and in­sin­cer­ity. Yet his an­ger lent noth­ing to the vis­ion. He chron­icled with pa­tience what he saw, de­tach­ing him­self from it and tast­ing its mor­ti­fy­ing fla­vour in secret.

			He was sit­ting on the back­less chair in his aunt’s kit­chen. A lamp with a re­flect­or hung on the ja­panned wall of the fire­place and by its light his aunt was read­ing the even­ing pa­per that lay on her knees. She looked a long time at a smil­ing pic­ture that was set in it and said mus­ingly:

			—The beau­ti­ful Ma­bel Hunter!

			A ring­let­ted girl stood on tip­toe to peer at the pic­ture and said softly:

			—What is she in, mud?

			—In a pan­to­mime, love.

			The child leaned her ring­let­ted head against her moth­er’s sleeve, gaz­ing on the pic­ture and mur­mured as if fas­cin­ated:

			—The beau­ti­ful Ma­bel Hunter!

			As if fas­cin­ated, her eyes res­ted long upon those de­murely taunt­ing eyes and she mur­mured de­votedly:

			—Isn’t she an ex­quis­ite creature?

			And the boy who came in from the street, stamp­ing crookedly un­der his stone of coal, heard her words. He dropped his load promptly on the floor and hur­ried to her side to see. He mauled the edges of the pa­per with his reddened and blackened hands, shoul­der­ing her aside and com­plain­ing that he could not see.

			He was sit­ting in the nar­row break­fast room high up in the old dark­win­dowed house. The fire­light flickered on the wall and bey­ond the win­dow a spec­tral dusk was gath­er­ing upon the river. Be­fore the fire an old wo­man was busy mak­ing tea and, as she bustled at the task, she told in a low voice of what the priest and the doc­tor had said. She told too of cer­tain changes they had seen in her of late and of her odd ways and say­ings. He sat listen­ing to the words and fol­low­ing the ways of ad­ven­ture that lay open in the coals, arches and vaults and wind­ing gal­ler­ies and jagged cav­erns.

			Sud­denly he be­came aware of some­thing in the door­way. A skull ap­peared sus­pen­ded in the gloom of the door­way. A feeble creature like a mon­key was there, drawn thith­er by the sound of voices at the fire. A whin­ing voice came from the door ask­ing:

			—Is that Josephine?

			The old bust­ling wo­man answered cheer­ily from the fire­place:

			—No, El­len, it’s Steph­en.

			—O … O, good even­ing, Steph­en.

			He answered the greet­ing and saw a silly smile break over the face in the door­way.

			—Do you want any­thing, El­len? asked the old wo­man at the fire.

			But she did not an­swer the ques­tion and said:

			—I thought it was Josephine. I thought you were Josephine, Steph­en.

			And, re­peat­ing this sev­er­al times, she fell to laugh­ing feebly.

			He was sit­ting in the midst of a chil­dren’s party at Har­old’s Cross. His si­lent watch­ful man­ner had grown upon him and he took little part in the games. The chil­dren, wear­ing the spoils of their crack­ers, danced and romped nois­ily and, though he tried to share their mer­ri­ment, he felt him­self a gloomy fig­ure amid the gay cocked hats and sun­bon­nets.

			But when he had sung his song and with­drawn in­to a snug corner of the room he began to taste the joy of his loneli­ness. The mirth, which in the be­gin­ning of the even­ing had seemed to him false and trivi­al, was like a sooth­ing air to him, passing gaily by his senses, hid­ing from oth­er eyes the fe­ver­ish agit­a­tion of his blood while through the circ­ling of the dan­cers and amid the mu­sic and laughter her glance trav­elled to his corner, flat­ter­ing, taunt­ing, search­ing, ex­cit­ing his heart.

			In the hall the chil­dren who had stayed latest were put­ting on their things: the party was over. She had thrown a shawl about her and, as they went to­geth­er to­wards the tram, sprays of her fresh warm breath flew gaily above her cowled head and her shoes tapped blithely on the glassy road.

			It was the last tram. The lank brown horses knew it and shook their bells to the clear night in ad­mon­i­tion. The con­duct­or talked with the driver, both nod­ding of­ten in the green light of the lamp. On the empty seats of the tram were scattered a few col­oured tick­ets. No sound of foot­steps came up or down the road. No sound broke the peace of the night save when the lank brown horses rubbed their noses to­geth­er and shook their bells.

			They seemed to listen, he on the up­per step and she on the lower. She came up to his step many times and went down to hers again between their phrases and once or twice stood close be­side him for some mo­ments on the up­per step, for­get­ting to go down, and then went down. His heart danced upon her move­ments like a cork upon a tide. He heard what her eyes said to him from be­neath their cowl and knew that in some dim past, wheth­er in life or rev­er­ie, he had heard their tale be­fore. He saw her urge her van­it­ies, her fine dress and sash and long black stock­ings, and knew that he had yiel­ded to them a thou­sand times. Yet a voice with­in him spoke above the noise of his dan­cing heart, ask­ing him would he take her gift to which he had only to stretch out his hand. And he re­membered the day when he and Eileen had stood look­ing in­to the hotel grounds, watch­ing the waiters run­ning up a trail of bunt­ing on the flag­staff and the fox ter­ri­er scam­per­ing to and fro on the sunny lawn, and how, all of a sud­den, she had broken out in­to a peal of laughter and had run down the slop­ing curve of the path. Now, as then, he stood list­lessly in his place, seem­ingly a tran­quil watch­er of the scene be­fore him.

			—She too wants me to catch hold of her, he thought. That’s why she came with me to the tram. I could eas­ily catch hold of her when she comes up to my step: nobody is look­ing. I could hold her and kiss her.

			But he did neither: and, when he was sit­ting alone in the deser­ted tram, he tore his tick­et in­to shreds and stared gloomily at the cor­rug­ated foot­board.

			The next day he sat at his table in the bare up­per room for many hours. Be­fore him lay a new pen, a new bottle of ink and a new em­er­ald ex­er­cise. From force of habit he had writ­ten at the top of the first page the ini­tial let­ters of the je­suit motto: A.M.D.G. On the first line of the page ap­peared the title of the verses he was try­ing to write: To E—— C——. He knew it was right to be­gin so for he had seen sim­il­ar titles in the col­lec­ted poems of Lord Byron. When he had writ­ten this title and drawn an or­na­ment­al line un­der­neath he fell in­to a day­dream and began to draw dia­grams on the cov­er of the book. He saw him­self sit­ting at his table in Bray the morn­ing after the dis­cus­sion at the Christ­mas din­ner table, try­ing to write a poem about Par­nell on the back of one of his fath­er’s second moi­ety no­tices. But his brain had then re­fused to grapple with the theme and, de­sist­ing, he had covered the page with the names and ad­dresses of cer­tain of his class­mates:

			
				
						
						Ro­d­er­ick Kick­ham

					

						
						John Law­ton

					

						
						An­thony Mac­Swiney

					

						
						Si­mon Moon­an

					

				

			

			Now it seemed as if he would fail again but, by dint of brood­ing on the in­cid­ent, he thought him­self in­to con­fid­ence. Dur­ing this pro­cess all those ele­ments which he deemed com­mon and in­sig­ni­fic­ant fell out of the scene. There re­mained no trace of the tram it­self nor of the tram­men nor of the horses: nor did he and she ap­pear vividly. The verses told only of the night and the balmy breeze and the maid­en lustre of the moon. Some un­defined sor­row was hid­den in the hearts of the prot­ag­on­ists as they stood in si­lence be­neath the leaf­less trees and when the mo­ment of farewell had come the kiss, which had been with­held by one, was giv­en by both. After this the let­ters L.D.S. were writ­ten at the foot of the page, and, hav­ing hid­den the book, he went in­to his moth­er’s bed­room and gazed at his face for a long time in the mir­ror of her dress­ingt­able.

			But his long spell of leis­ure and liberty was draw­ing to its end. One even­ing his fath­er came home full of news which kept his tongue busy all through din­ner. Steph­en had been await­ing his fath­er’s re­turn for there had been mut­ton hash that day and he knew that his fath­er would make him dip his bread in the gravy. But he did not rel­ish the hash for the men­tion of Clon­gowes had coated his pal­ate with a scum of dis­gust.

			—I walked bang in­to him, said Mr. Dedalus for the fourth time, just at the corner of the square.

			—Then I sup­pose, said Mrs. Dedalus, he will be able to ar­range it. I mean about Belvedere.

			—Of course he will, said Mr. Dedalus. Don’t I tell you he’s pro­vin­cial of the or­der now?

			—I nev­er liked the idea of send­ing him to the chris­ti­an broth­ers my­self, said Mrs. Dedalus.

			—Chris­ti­an broth­ers be damned! said Mr. Dedalus. Is it with Paddy Stink and Micky Mud? No, let him stick to the je­suits in God’s name since he began with them. They’ll be of ser­vice to him in after years. Those are the fel­lows that can get you a po­s­i­tion.

			—And they’re a very rich or­der, aren’t they, Si­mon?

			—Rather. They live well, I tell you. You saw their table at Clon­gowes. Fed up, by God, like game­cocks.

			Mr. Dedalus pushed his plate over to Steph­en and bade him fin­ish what was on it.

			—Now then, Steph­en, he said, you must put your shoulder to the wheel, old chap. You’ve had a fine long hol­i­day.

			—O, I’m sure he’ll work very hard now, said Mrs. Dedalus, es­pe­cially when he has Maurice with him.

			—O, Holy Paul, I for­got about Maurice, said Mr. Dedalus. Here, Maurice! Come here, you thick­headed ruf­fi­an! Do you know I’m go­ing to send you to a col­lege where they’ll teach you to spell c-a-t cat. And I’ll buy you a nice little penny handker­chief to keep your nose dry. Won’t that be grand fun?

			Maurice grinned at his fath­er and then at his broth­er.

			Mr. Dedalus screwed his glass in­to his eye and stared hard at both his sons. Steph­en mumbled his bread without an­swer­ing his fath­er’s gaze.

			—By the by, said Mr. Dedalus at length, the rect­or, or pro­vin­cial rather, was telling me that story about you and Fath­er Dolan. You’re an im­pudent thief, he said.

			—O, he didn’t, Si­mon!

			—Not he! said Mr. Dedalus. But he gave me a great ac­count of the whole af­fair. We were chat­ting, you know, and one word bor­rowed an­oth­er. And, by the way, who do you think he told me will get that job in the cor­por­a­tion? But I’ll tell you that after. Well, as I was say­ing, we were chat­ting away quite friendly and he asked me did our friend here wear glasses still, and then he told me the whole story.

			—And was he an­noyed, Si­mon?

			—An­noyed? Not he! Manly little chap! he said.

			Mr. Dedalus im­it­ated the min­cing nas­al tone of the pro­vin­cial.

			Fath­er Dolan and I, when I told them all at din­ner about it, Fath­er Dolan and I had a great laugh over it. You bet­ter mind your­self, Fath­er Dolan, said I, or young Dedalus will send you up for twice nine. We had a fam­ous laugh to­geth­er over it. Ha! Ha! Ha!

			Mr. Dedalus turned to his wife and in­ter­jec­ted in his nat­ur­al voice:

			—Shows you the spir­it in which they take the boys there. O, a je­suit for your life, for dip­lomacy!

			He re­as­sumed the pro­vin­cial’s voice and re­peated:

			—I told them all at din­ner about it and Fath­er Dolan and I and all of us we had a hearty laugh to­geth­er over it. Ha! Ha! Ha!

			

			The night of the Whit­sun­tide play had come and Steph­en from the win­dow of the dress­in­groom looked out on the small grassplot across which lines of Chinese lan­terns were stretched. He watched the vis­it­ors come down the steps from the house and pass in­to the theatre. Stew­ards in even­ing dress, old Belvedereans, loitered in groups about the en­trance to the theatre and ushered in the vis­it­ors with ce­re­mony. Un­der the sud­den glow of a lan­tern he could re­cog­nise the smil­ing face of a priest.

			The Blessed Sac­ra­ment had been re­moved from the tab­er­nacle and the first benches had been driv­en back so as to leave the dais of the al­tar and the space be­fore it free. Against the walls stood com­pan­ies of bar­bells and In­di­an clubs; the dumb­bells were piled in one corner: and in the midst of count­less hil­locks of gym­nas­i­um shoes and sweat­ers and sing­lets in un­tidy brown par­cels there stood the stout leather­jack­eted vault­ing horse wait­ing its turn to be car­ried up on the stage and set in the middle of the win­ning team at the end of the gym­nast­ic dis­play.

			Steph­en, though in de­fer­ence to his repu­ta­tion for es­say writ­ing he had been elec­ted sec­ret­ary to the gym­nas­i­um, had had no part in the first sec­tion of the pro­gramme but in the play which formed the second sec­tion he had the chief part, that of a far­cic­al ped­agogue. He had been cast for it on ac­count of his stature and grave man­ners for he was now at the end of his second year at Belvedere and in num­ber two.

			A score of the young­er boys in white knick­ers and sing­lets came pat­ter­ing down from the stage, through the vestry and in­to the chapel. The vestry and chapel were peopled with eager mas­ters and boys. The plump bald ser­geant ma­jor was test­ing with his foot the spring­board of the vault­ing horse. The lean young man in a long over­coat, who was to give a spe­cial dis­play of in­tric­ate club swinging, stood near watch­ing with in­terest, his sil­ver-coated clubs peep­ing out of his deep side­pock­ets. The hol­low rattle of the wooden dumb­bells was heard as an­oth­er team made ready to go up on the stage: and in an­oth­er mo­ment the ex­cited pre­fect was hust­ling the boys through the vestry like a flock of geese, flap­ping the wings of his sou­tane nervously and cry­ing to the lag­gards to make haste. A little troop of Neapol­it­an peas­ants were prac­tising their steps at the end of the chapel, some circ­ling their arms above their heads, some sway­ing their bas­kets of pa­per vi­ol­ets and curt­sey­ing. In a dark corner of the chapel at the gos­pel side of the al­tar a stout old lady knelt amid her co­pi­ous black skirts. When she stood up a pink­dressed fig­ure, wear­ing a curly golden wig and an old­fash­ioned straw sun­bon­net, with black pen­cilled eye­brows and cheeks del­ic­ately rouged and powdered, was dis­covered. A low mur­mur of curi­os­ity ran round the chapel at the dis­cov­ery of this girl­ish fig­ure. One of the pre­fects, smil­ing and nod­ding his head, ap­proached the dark corner and, hav­ing bowed to the stout old lady, said pleas­antly:

			—Is this a beau­ti­ful young lady or a doll that you have here, Mrs. Tal­lon?

			Then, bend­ing down to peer at the smil­ing painted face un­der the leaf of the bon­net, he ex­claimed:

			—No! Upon my word I be­lieve it’s little Ber­tie Tal­lon after all!

			Steph­en at his post by the win­dow heard the old lady and the priest laugh to­geth­er and heard the boys’ mur­murs of ad­mir­a­tion be­hind him as they passed for­ward to see the little boy who had to dance the sun­bon­net dance by him­self. A move­ment of im­pa­tience es­caped him. He let the edge of the blind fall and, step­ping down from the bench on which he had been stand­ing, walked out of the chapel.

			He passed out of the school­house and hal­ted un­der the shed that flanked the garden. From the theatre op­pos­ite came the muffled noise of the audi­ence and sud­den brazen clashes of the sol­diers’ band. The light spread up­wards from the glass roof mak­ing the theatre seem a fest­ive ark, anchored among the hulks of houses, her frail cables of lan­terns loop­ing her to her moor­ings. A side door of the theatre opened sud­denly and a shaft of light flew across the grassplots. A sud­den burst of mu­sic is­sued from the ark, the pre­lude of a waltz: and when the side door closed again the listen­er could hear the faint rhythm of the mu­sic. The sen­ti­ment of the open­ing bars, their lan­guor and supple move­ment, evoked the in­com­mu­nic­able emo­tion which had been the cause of all his day’s un­rest and of his im­pa­tient move­ment of a mo­ment be­fore. His un­rest is­sued from him like a wave of sound: and on the tide of flow­ing mu­sic the ark was jour­ney­ing, trail­ing her cables of lan­terns in her wake. Then a noise like dwarf ar­til­lery broke the move­ment. It was the clap­ping that greeted the entry of the dumb­bell team on the stage.

			At the far end of the shed near the street a speck of pink light showed in the dark­ness and as he walked to­wards it he be­came aware of a faint aro­mat­ic odour. Two boys were stand­ing in the shel­ter of a door­way, smoking, and be­fore he reached them he had re­cog­nised Her­on by his voice.

			—Here comes the noble Dedalus! cried a high throaty voice. Wel­come to our trusty friend!

			This wel­come ended in a soft peal of mirth­less laughter as Her­on sa­laamed and then began to poke the ground with his cane.

			—Here I am, said Steph­en, halt­ing and glan­cing from Her­on to his friend.

			The lat­ter was a stranger to him but in the dark­ness, by the aid of the glow­ing ci­gar­ette tips, he could make out a pale dan­dy­ish face over which a smile was trav­el­ling slowly, a tall over­coated fig­ure and a hard hat. Her­on did not trouble him­self about an in­tro­duc­tion but said in­stead:

			—I was just telling my friend Wal­lis what a lark it would be to­night if you took off the rect­or in the part of the school­mas­ter. It would be a rip­ping good joke.

			Her­on made a poor at­tempt to im­it­ate for his friend Wal­lis the rect­or’s pedant­ic bass and then, laugh­ing at his fail­ure, asked Steph­en to do it.

			—Go on, Dedalus, he urged, you can take him off rip­pingly. He that will not hear the churcha let him be to theea as the hea­thena and the pub­lic­ana.

			The im­it­a­tion was pre­ven­ted by a mild ex­pres­sion of an­ger from Wal­lis in whose mouth­piece the ci­gar­ette had be­come too tightly wedged.

			—Damn this blankety blank hold­er, he said, tak­ing it from his mouth and smil­ing and frown­ing upon it tol­er­antly. It’s al­ways get­ting stuck like that. Do you use a hold­er?

			—I don’t smoke, answered Steph­en.

			—No, said Her­on, Dedalus is a mod­el youth. He doesn’t smoke and he doesn’t go to bazaars and he doesn’t flirt and he doesn’t damn any­thing or damn all.

			Steph­en shook his head and smiled in his rival’s flushed and mo­bile face, beaked like a bird’s. He had of­ten thought it strange that Vin­cent Her­on had a bird’s face as well as a bird’s name. A shock of pale hair lay on the fore­head like a ruffled crest: the fore­head was nar­row and bony and a thin hooked nose stood out between the close­set prom­in­ent eyes which were light and in­ex­press­ive. The rivals were school friends. They sat to­geth­er in class, knelt to­geth­er in the chapel, talked to­geth­er after beads over their lunches. As the fel­lows in num­ber one were un­dis­tin­guished dullards, Steph­en and Her­on had been dur­ing the year the vir­tu­al heads of the school. It was they who went up to the rect­or to­geth­er to ask for a free day or to get a fel­low off.

			—O by the way, said Her­on sud­denly, I saw your gov­ernor go­ing in.

			The smile waned on Steph­en’s face. Any al­lu­sion made to his fath­er by a fel­low or by a mas­ter put his calm to rout in a mo­ment. He waited in timor­ous si­lence to hear what Her­on might say next. Her­on, how­ever, nudged him ex­press­ively with his el­bow and said:

			—You’re a sly dog.

			—Why so? said Steph­en.

			—You’d think but­ter wouldn’t melt in your mouth, said Her­on. But I’m afraid you’re a sly dog.

			—Might I ask you what you are talk­ing about? said Steph­en urbanely.

			—In­deed you might, answered Her­on. We saw her, Wal­lis, didn’t we? And deucedly pretty she is too. And in­quis­it­ive! And what part does Steph­en take, Mr. Dedalus? And will Steph­en not sing, Mr. Dedalus? Your gov­ernor was star­ing at her through that eye­glass of his for all he was worth so that I think the old man has found you out too. I wouldn’t care a bit, by Jove. She’s rip­ping, isn’t she, Wal­lis?

			—Not half bad, answered Wal­lis quietly as he placed his hold­er once more in a corner of his mouth.

			A shaft of mo­ment­ary an­ger flew through Steph­en’s mind at these in­del­ic­ate al­lu­sions in the hear­ing of a stranger. For him there was noth­ing amus­ing in a girl’s in­terest and re­gard. All day he had thought of noth­ing but their leave­tak­ing on the steps of the tram at Har­old’s Cross, the stream of moody emo­tions it had made to course through him and the poem he had writ­ten about it. All day he had ima­gined a new meet­ing with her for he knew that she was to come to the play. The old rest­less mood­i­ness had again filled his breast as it had done on the night of the party, but had not found an out­let in verse. The growth and know­ledge of two years of boy­hood stood between then and now, for­bid­ding such an out­let: and all day the stream of gloomy ten­der­ness with­in him had star­ted forth and re­turned upon it­self in dark courses and ed­dies, weary­ing him in the end un­til the pleas­antry of the pre­fect and the painted little boy had drawn from him a move­ment of im­pa­tience.

			—So you may as well ad­mit, Her­on went on, that we’ve fairly found you out this time. You can’t play the saint on me any more, that’s one sure five.

			A soft peal of mirth­less laughter es­caped from his lips and, bend­ing down as be­fore, he struck Steph­en lightly across the calf of the leg with his cane, as if in jest­ing re­proof.

			Steph­en’s mo­ment of an­ger had already passed. He was neither flattered nor con­fused but simply wished the banter to end. He scarcely re­sen­ted what had seemed to him a silly in­del­ic­ate­ness for he knew that the ad­ven­ture in his mind stood in no danger from these words: and his face mirrored his rival’s false smile.

			—Ad­mit! re­peated Her­on, strik­ing him again with his cane across the calf of the leg.

			The stroke was play­ful but not so lightly giv­en as the first one had been. Steph­en felt the skin tingle and glow slightly and al­most pain­lessly; and, bow­ing sub­missively, as if to meet his com­pan­ion’s jest­ing mood, began to re­cite the Con­fiteor. The epis­ode ended well, for both Her­on and Wal­lis laughed in­dul­gently at the ir­rev­er­ence.

			The con­fes­sion came only from Steph­en’s lips and, while they spoke the words, a sud­den memory had car­ried him to an­oth­er scene called up, as if by ma­gic, at the mo­ment when he had noted the faint cruel dimples at the corners of Her­on’s smil­ing lips and had felt the fa­mil­i­ar stroke of the cane against his calf and had heard the fa­mil­i­ar word of ad­mon­i­tion:

			—Ad­mit.

			It was to­wards the close of his first term in the col­lege when he was in num­ber six. His sens­it­ive nature was still smart­ing un­der the lashes of an un­di­vined and squal­id way of life. His soul was still dis­quieted and cast down by the dull phe­nomen­on of Dub­lin. He had emerged from a two years’ spell of rev­er­ie to find him­self in the midst of a new scene, every event and fig­ure of which af­fected him in­tim­ately, dis­heartened him or al­lured and, wheth­er al­lur­ing or dis­heart­en­ing, filled him al­ways with un­rest and bit­ter thoughts. All the leis­ure which his school life left him was passed in the com­pany of sub­vers­ive writers whose gibes and vi­ol­ence of speech set up a fer­ment in his brain be­fore they passed out of it in­to his crude writ­ings.

			The es­say was for him the chief la­bour of his week and every Tues­day, as he marched from home to the school, he read his fate in the in­cid­ents of the way, pit­ting him­self against some fig­ure ahead of him and quick­en­ing his pace to out­strip it be­fore a cer­tain goal was reached or plant­ing his steps scru­pu­lously in the spaces of the patch­work of the path­way and telling him­self that he would be first and not first in the weekly es­say.

			On a cer­tain Tues­day the course of his tri­umphs was rudely broken. Mr. Tate, the Eng­lish mas­ter, poin­ted his fin­ger at him and said bluntly:

			—This fel­low has heresy in his es­say.

			A hush fell on the class. Mr. Tate did not break it but dug with his hand between his thighs while his heav­ily starched lin­en creaked about his neck and wrists. Steph­en did not look up. It was a raw spring morn­ing and his eyes were still smart­ing and weak. He was con­scious of fail­ure and of de­tec­tion, of the squal­or of his own mind and home, and felt against his neck the raw edge of his turned and jagged col­lar.

			A short loud laugh from Mr. Tate set the class more at ease.

			—Per­haps you didn’t know that, he said.

			—Where? asked Steph­en.

			Mr. Tate with­drew his delving hand and spread out the es­say.

			—Here. It’s about the Cre­at­or and the soul. Rrm … rrm … rrm … Ah! without a pos­sib­il­ity of ever ap­proach­ing near­er. That’s heresy.

			Steph­en mur­mured:

			—I meant without a pos­sib­il­ity of ever reach­ing.

			It was a sub­mis­sion and Mr. Tate, ap­peased, fol­ded up the es­say and passed it across to him, say­ing:

			—O … Ah! ever reach­ing. That’s an­oth­er story.

			But the class was not so soon ap­peased. Though nobody spoke to him of the af­fair after class he could feel about him a vague gen­er­al ma­lig­nant joy.

			A few nights after this pub­lic chid­ing he was walk­ing with a let­ter along the Drum­con­dra Road when he heard a voice cry:

			—Halt!

			He turned and saw three boys of his own class com­ing to­wards him in the dusk. It was Her­on who had called out and, as he marched for­ward between his two at­tend­ants, he cleft the air be­fore him with a thin cane, in time to their steps. Bo­land, his friend, marched be­side him, a large grin on his face, while Nash came on a few steps be­hind, blow­ing from the pace and wag­ging his great red head.

			As soon as the boys had turned in­to Clon­liffe Road to­geth­er they began to speak about books and writers, say­ing what books they were read­ing and how many books there were in their fath­ers’ book­cases at home. Steph­en listened to them in some won­der­ment for Bo­land was the dunce and Nash the idler of the class. In fact after some talk about their fa­vour­ite writers Nash de­clared for Cap­tain Marry­at who, he said, was the greatest writer.

			—Fudge! said Her­on. Ask Dedalus. Who is the greatest writer, Dedalus?

			Steph­en noted the mock­ery in the ques­tion and said:

			—Of prose do you mean?

			—Yes.

			—New­man, I think.

			—Is it Car­din­al New­man? asked Bo­land.

			—Yes, answered Steph­en.

			The grin broadened on Nash’s freckled face as he turned to Steph­en and said:

			—And do you like Car­din­al New­man, Dedalus?

			—O, many say that New­man has the best prose style, Her­on said to the oth­er two in ex­plan­a­tion, of course he’s not a poet.

			—And who is the best poet, Her­on? asked Bo­land.

			—Lord Tennyson, of course, answered Her­on.

			—O, yes, Lord Tennyson, said Nash. We have all his po­etry at home in a book.

			At this Steph­en for­got the si­lent vows he had been mak­ing and burst out:

			—Tennyson a poet! Why, he’s only a rhymester!

			—O, get out! said Her­on. Every­one knows that Tennyson is the greatest poet.

			—And who do you think is the greatest poet? asked Bo­land, nudging his neigh­bour.

			—Byron, of course, answered Steph­en.

			Her­on gave the lead and all three joined in a scorn­ful laugh.

			—What are you laugh­ing at? asked Steph­en.

			—You, said Her­on. Byron the greatest poet! He’s only a poet for un­educated people.

			—He must be a fine poet! said Bo­land.

			—You may keep your mouth shut, said Steph­en, turn­ing on him boldly. All you know about po­etry is what you wrote up on the slates in the yard and were go­ing to be sent to the loft for.

			Bo­land, in fact, was said to have writ­ten on the slates in the yard a couplet about a class­mate of his who of­ten rode home from the col­lege on a pony:

			
				
					As Tyson was rid­ing in­to Jer­u­s­alem
					

					He fell and hurt his Alec Ka­fooze­lum.
				

			

			This thrust put the two lieu­ten­ants to si­lence but Her­on went on:

			—In any case Byron was a heretic and im­mor­al too.

			—I don’t care what he was, cried Steph­en hotly.

			—You don’t care wheth­er he was a heretic or not? said Nash.

			—What do you know about it? shouted Steph­en. You nev­er read a line of any­thing in your life ex­cept a trans or Bo­land either.

			—I know that Byron was a bad man, said Bo­land.

			—Here, catch hold of this heretic, Her­on called out.

			In a mo­ment Steph­en was a pris­on­er.

			—Tate made you buck up the oth­er day, Her­on went on, about the heresy in your es­say.

			—I’ll tell him to­mor­row, said Bo­land.

			—Will you? said Steph­en. You’d be afraid to open your lips.

			—Afraid?

			—Ay. Afraid of your life.

			—Be­have your­self! cried Her­on, cut­ting at Steph­en’s legs with his cane.

			It was the sig­nal for their on­set. Nash pin­ioned his arms be­hind while Bo­land seized a long cab­bage stump which was ly­ing in the gut­ter. Strug­gling and kick­ing un­der the cuts of the cane and the blows of the knotty stump Steph­en was borne back against a barbed wire fence.

			—Ad­mit that Byron was no good.

			—No.

			—Ad­mit.

			—No.

			—Ad­mit.

			—No. No.

			At last after a fury of plunges he wrenched him­self free. His tor­ment­ors set off to­wards Jones’s Road, laugh­ing and jeer­ing at him, while he, half blinded with tears, stumbled on, clench­ing his fists madly and sob­bing.

			While he was still re­peat­ing the Con­fiteor amid the in­dul­gent laughter of his hear­ers and while the scenes of that ma­lig­nant epis­ode were still passing sharply and swiftly be­fore his mind he wondered why he bore no malice now to those who had tor­men­ted him. He had not for­got­ten a whit of their cow­ardice and cruelty but the memory of it called forth no an­ger from him. All the de­scrip­tions of fierce love and hatred which he had met in books had seemed to him there­fore un­real. Even that night as he stumbled home­wards along Jones’s Road he had felt that some power was di­vest­ing him of that sud­den­woven an­ger as eas­ily as a fruit is di­vested of its soft ripe peel.

			He re­mained stand­ing with his two com­pan­ions at the end of the shed listen­ing idly to their talk or to the bursts of ap­plause in the theatre. She was sit­ting there among the oth­ers per­haps wait­ing for him to ap­pear. He tried to re­call her ap­pear­ance but could not. He could re­mem­ber only that she had worn a shawl about her head like a cowl and that her dark eyes had in­vited and un­nerved him. He wondered had he been in her thoughts as she had been in his. Then in the dark and un­seen by the oth­er two he res­ted the tips of the fin­gers of one hand upon the palm of the oth­er hand, scarcely touch­ing it lightly. But the pres­sure of her fin­gers had been light­er and stead­i­er: and sud­denly the memory of their touch tra­versed his brain and body like an in­vis­ible wave.

			A boy came to­wards them, run­ning along un­der the shed. He was ex­cited and breath­less.

			—O, Dedalus, he cried, Doyle is in a great bake about you. You’re to go in at once and get dressed for the play. Hurry up, you bet­ter.

			—He’s com­ing now, said Her­on to the mes­sen­ger with a haughty drawl, when he wants to.

			The boy turned to Her­on and re­peated:

			—But Doyle is in an aw­ful bake.

			—Will you tell Doyle with my best com­pli­ments that I damned his eyes? answered Her­on.

			—Well, I must go now, said Steph­en, who cared little for such points of hon­our.

			—I wouldn’t, said Her­on, damn me if I would. That’s no way to send for one of the seni­or boys. In a bake, in­deed! I think it’s quite enough that you’re tak­ing a part in his bally old play.

			This spir­it of quar­rel­some com­rade­ship which he had ob­served lately in his rival had not se­duced Steph­en from his habits of quiet obed­i­ence. He mis­trus­ted the tur­bu­lence and doubted the sin­cer­ity of such com­rade­ship which seemed to him a sorry an­ti­cip­a­tion of man­hood. The ques­tion of hon­our here raised was, like all such ques­tions, trivi­al to him. While his mind had been pur­su­ing its in­tan­gible phantoms and turn­ing in ir­res­ol­u­tion from such pur­suit he had heard about him the con­stant voices of his fath­er and of his mas­ters, ur­ging him to be a gen­tle­man above all things and ur­ging him to be a good cath­ol­ic above all things. These voices had now come to be hol­low­sound­ing in his ears. When the gym­nas­i­um had been opened he had heard an­oth­er voice ur­ging him to be strong and manly and healthy and when the move­ment to­wards na­tion­al re­viv­al had be­gun to be felt in the col­lege yet an­oth­er voice had bid­den him be true to his coun­try and help to raise up her lan­guage and tra­di­tion. In the pro­fane world, as he foresaw, a worldly voice would bid him raise up his fath­er’s fallen state by his la­bours and, mean­while, the voice of his school com­rades urged him to be a de­cent fel­low, to shield oth­ers from blame or to beg them off and to do his best to get free days for the school. And it was the din of all these hol­low­sound­ing voices that made him halt ir­res­ol­utely in the pur­suit of phantoms. He gave them ear only for a time but he was happy only when he was far from them, bey­ond their call, alone or in the com­pany of phant­as­mal com­rades.

			In the vestry a plump fresh­faced je­suit and an eld­erly man, in shabby blue clothes, were dab­bling in a case of paints and chalks. The boys who had been painted walked about or stood still awk­wardly, touch­ing their faces in a gingerly fash­ion with their furt­ive fin­ger­tips. In the middle of the vestry a young je­suit, who was then on a vis­it to the col­lege, stood rock­ing him­self rhyth­mic­ally from the tips of his toes to his heels and back again, his hands thrust well for­ward in­to his side­pock­ets. His small head set off with glossy red curls and his newly shaven face agreed well with the spot­less de­cency of his sou­tane and with his spot­less shoes.

			As he watched this sway­ing form and tried to read for him­self the le­gend of the priest’s mock­ing smile there came in­to Steph­en’s memory a say­ing which he had heard from his fath­er be­fore he had been sent to Clon­gowes, that you could al­ways tell a je­suit by the style of his clothes. At the same mo­ment he thought he saw a like­ness between his fath­er’s mind and that of this smil­ing welldressed priest: and he was aware of some de­sec­ra­tion of the priest’s of­fice or of the vestry it­self whose si­lence was now routed by loud talk and jok­ing and its air pun­gent with the smells of the gas­jets and the grease.

			While his fore­head was be­ing wrinkled and his jaws painted black and blue by the eld­erly man he listened dis­trac­tedly to the voice of the plump young je­suit which bade him speak up and make his points clearly. He could hear the band play­ing The Lily of Kil­lar­ney and knew that in a few mo­ments the cur­tain would go up. He felt no stage fright but the thought of the part he had to play hu­mi­li­ated him. A re­mem­brance of some of his lines made a sud­den flush rise to his painted cheeks. He saw her ser­i­ous al­lur­ing eyes watch­ing him from among the audi­ence and their im­age at once swept away his scruples, leav­ing his will com­pact. An­oth­er nature seemed to have been lent him: the in­fec­tion of the ex­cite­ment and youth about him entered in­to and trans­formed his moody mis­trust­ful­ness. For one rare mo­ment he seemed to be clothed in the real ap­par­el of boy­hood: and, as he stood in the wings among the oth­er play­ers, he shared the com­mon mirth amid which the drop scene was hauled up­wards by two able­bod­ied priests with vi­ol­ent jerks and all awry.

			A few mo­ments after he found him­self on the stage amid the gar­ish gas and the dim scenery, act­ing be­fore the in­nu­mer­able faces of the void. It sur­prised him to see that the play which he had known at re­hears­als for a dis­join­ted life­less thing had sud­denly as­sumed a life of its own. It seemed now to play it­self, he and his fel­low act­ors aid­ing it with their parts. When the cur­tain fell on the last scene he heard the void filled with ap­plause and, through a rift in a side scene, saw the simple body be­fore which he had ac­ted ma­gic­ally de­formed, the void of faces break­ing at all points and fall­ing asun­der in­to busy groups.

			He left the stage quickly and rid him­self of his mum­mery and passed out through the chapel in­to the col­lege garden. Now that the play was over his nerves cried for some fur­ther ad­ven­ture. He hur­ried on­wards as if to over­take it. The doors of the theatre were all open and the audi­ence had emp­tied out. On the lines which he had fan­cied the moor­ings of an ark a few lan­terns swung in the night breeze, flick­er­ing cheer­lessly. He moun­ted the steps from the garden in haste, eager that some prey should not elude him, and forced his way through the crowd in the hall and past the two je­suits who stood watch­ing the ex­odus and bow­ing and shak­ing hands with the vis­it­ors. He pushed on­ward nervously, feign­ing a still great­er haste and faintly con­scious of the smiles and stares and nudges which his powdered head left in its wake.

			When he came out on the steps he saw his fam­ily wait­ing for him at the first lamp. In a glance he noted that every fig­ure of the group was fa­mil­i­ar and ran down the steps an­grily.

			—I have to leave a mes­sage down in George’s Street, he said to his fath­er quickly. I’ll be home after you.

			Without wait­ing for his fath­er’s ques­tions he ran across the road and began to walk at break­neck speed down the hill. He hardly knew where he was walk­ing. Pride and hope and de­sire like crushed herbs in his heart sent up va­pours of mad­den­ing in­cense be­fore the eyes of his mind. He strode down the hill amid the tu­mult of sud­den­ris­en va­pours of wounded pride and fallen hope and baffled de­sire. They streamed up­wards be­fore his an­guished eyes in dense and mad­den­ing fumes and passed away above him till at last the air was clear and cold again.

			A film still veiled his eyes but they burned no longer. A power, akin to that which had of­ten made an­ger or re­sent­ment fall from him, brought his steps to rest. He stood still and gazed up at the sombre porch of the morgue and from that to the dark cobbled lane­way at its side. He saw the word Lotts on the wall of the lane and breathed slowly the rank heavy air.

			That is horse piss and rot­ted straw, he thought. It is a good odour to breathe. It will calm my heart. My heart is quite calm now. I will go back.

			

			Steph­en was once again seated be­side his fath­er in the corner of a rail­way car­riage at Kings­bridge. He was trav­el­ling with his fath­er by the night mail to Cork. As the train steamed out of the sta­tion he re­called his child­ish won­der of years be­fore and every event of his first day at Clon­gowes. But he felt no won­der now. He saw the dark­en­ing lands slip­ping away past him, the si­lent tele­graph­poles passing his win­dow swiftly every four seconds, the little glim­mer­ing sta­tions, manned by a few si­lent sentries, flung by the mail be­hind her and twink­ling for a mo­ment in the dark­ness like fiery grains flung back­wards by a run­ner.

			He listened without sym­pathy to his fath­er’s evoc­a­tion of Cork and of scenes of his youth, a tale broken by sighs or draughts from his pock­et flask whenev­er the im­age of some dead friend ap­peared in it or whenev­er the evoker re­membered sud­denly the pur­pose of his ac­tu­al vis­it. Steph­en heard but could feel no pity. The im­ages of the dead were all strangers to him save that of uncle Charles, an im­age which had lately been fad­ing out of memory. He knew, how­ever, that his fath­er’s prop­erty was go­ing to be sold by auc­tion, and in the man­ner of his own dis­pos­ses­sion he felt the world give the lie rudely to his fantasy.

			At Mary­bor­ough he fell asleep. When he awoke the train had passed out of Mal­low and his fath­er was stretched asleep on the oth­er seat. The cold light of the dawn lay over the coun­try, over the un­peopled fields and the closed cot­tages. The ter­ror of sleep fas­cin­ated his mind as he watched the si­lent coun­try or heard from time to time his fath­er’s deep breath or sud­den sleepy move­ment. The neigh­bour­hood of un­seen sleep­ers filled him with strange dread, as though they could harm him, and he prayed that the day might come quickly. His pray­er, ad­dressed neither to God nor saint, began with a shiver, as the chilly morn­ing breeze crept through the chink of the car­riage door to his feet, and ended in a trail of fool­ish words which he made to fit the in­sist­ent rhythm of the train; and si­lently, at in­ter­vals of four seconds, the tele­graph­poles held the gal­lop­ing notes of the mu­sic between punc­tu­al bars. This furi­ous mu­sic al­layed his dread and, lean­ing against the win­dowledge, he let his eye­lids close again.

			They drove in a jingle across Cork while it was still early morn­ing and Steph­en fin­ished his sleep in a bed­room of the Vic­tor­ia Hotel. The bright warm sun­light was stream­ing through the win­dow and he could hear the din of traffic. His fath­er was stand­ing be­fore the dress­ingt­able, ex­amin­ing his hair and face and mous­tache with great care, cran­ing his neck across the wa­ter­jug and draw­ing it back side­ways to see the bet­ter. While he did so he sang softly to him­self with quaint ac­cent and phras­ing:

			
				
					’Tis youth and folly
					

					Makes young men marry,
					

					So here, my love, I’ll
					

					No longer stay.
					

					What can’t be cured, sure,
					

					Must be in­jured, sure,
					

					So I’ll go to
					

					Amerikay
				

				
					My love she’s hand­some,
					

					My love she’s bony:
					

					She’s like good whisky
					

					When it is new;
					

					But when ’tis old
					

					And grow­ing cold
					

					It fades and dies like
					

					The moun­tain dew.
				

			

			The con­scious­ness of the warm sunny city out­side his win­dow and the tender tremors with which his fath­er’s voice fes­tooned the strange sad happy air, drove off all the mists of the night’s ill hu­mour from Steph­en’s brain. He got up quickly to dress and, when the song had ended, said:

			—That’s much pret­ti­er than any of your oth­er come-all-yous.

			—Do you think so? asked Mr. Dedalus.

			—I like it, said Steph­en.

			—It’s a pretty old air, said Mr. Dedalus, twirl­ing the points of his mous­tache. Ah, but you should have heard Mick Lacy sing it! Poor Mick Lacy! He had little turns for it, grace notes that he used to put in that I haven’t got. That was the boy who could sing a come-all-you, if you like.

			Mr. Dedalus had ordered drish­eens for break­fast and dur­ing the meal he cross-ex­amined the waiter for loc­al news. For the most part they spoke at cross pur­poses when a name was men­tioned, the waiter hav­ing in mind the present hold­er and Mr. Dedalus his fath­er or per­haps his grand­fath­er.

			—Well, I hope they haven’t moved the Queen’s Col­lege any­how, said Mr. Dedalus, for I want to show it to this young­ster of mine.

			Along the Mar­dyke the trees were in bloom. They entered the grounds of the col­lege and were led by the gar­rulous port­er across the quad­rangle. But their pro­gress across the gravel was brought to a halt after every dozen or so paces by some reply of the port­er’s.

			—Ah, do you tell me so? And is poor Pot­tle­belly dead?

			—Yes, sir. Dead, sir.

			Dur­ing these halts Steph­en stood awk­wardly be­hind the two men, weary of the sub­ject and wait­ing rest­lessly for the slow march to be­gin again. By the time they had crossed the quad­rangle his rest­less­ness had ris­en to fever. He wondered how his fath­er, whom he knew for a shrewd sus­pi­cious man, could be duped by the servile man­ners of the port­er; and the lively south­ern speech which had en­ter­tained him all the morn­ing now ir­rit­ated his ears.

			They passed in­to the ana­tomy theatre where Mr. Dedalus, the port­er aid­ing him, searched the desks for his ini­tials. Steph­en re­mained in the back­ground, de­pressed more than ever by the dark­ness and si­lence of the theatre and by the air it wore of jaded and form­al study. On the desk he read the word Fœtus cut sev­er­al times in the dark stained wood. The sud­den le­gend startled his blood: he seemed to feel the ab­sent stu­dents of the col­lege about him and to shrink from their com­pany. A vis­ion of their life, which his fath­er’s words had been power­less to evoke, sprang up be­fore him out of the word cut in the desk. A broad­shouldered stu­dent with a mous­tache was cut­ting in the let­ters with a jack­knife, ser­i­ously. Oth­er stu­dents stood or sat near him laugh­ing at his handi­work. One jogged his el­bow. The big stu­dent turned on him, frown­ing. He was dressed in loose grey clothes and had tan boots.

			Steph­en’s name was called. He hur­ried down the steps of the theatre so as to be as far away from the vis­ion as he could be and, peer­ing closely at his fath­er’s ini­tials, hid his flushed face.

			But the word and the vis­ion capered be­fore his eyes as he walked back across the quad­rangle and to­wards the col­lege gate. It shocked him to find in the out­er world a trace of what he had deemed till then a bru­tish and in­di­vidu­al mal­ady of his own mind. His mon­strous rev­er­ies came throng­ing in­to his memory. They too had sprung up be­fore him, sud­denly and furi­ously, out of mere words. He had soon giv­en in to them and al­lowed them to sweep across and abase his in­tel­lect, won­der­ing al­ways where they came from, from what den of mon­strous im­ages, and al­ways weak and humble to­wards oth­ers, rest­less and sickened of him­self when they had swept over him.

			—Ay, be­dad! And there’s the Gro­cer­ies sure enough! cried Mr. Dedalus. You of­ten heard me speak of the Gro­cer­ies, didn’t you, Steph­en. Many’s the time we went down there when our names had been marked, a crowd of us, Harry Peard and little Jack Moun­tain and Bob Dy­as and Maurice Mori­arty, the French­man, and Tom O’Grady and Mick Lacy that I told you of this morn­ing and Joey Corbet and poor little good­hearted Johnny Keevers of the Tantiles.

			The leaves of the trees along the Mar­dyke were astir and whis­per­ing in the sun­light. A team of crick­eters passed, agile young men in flan­nels and blazers, one of them car­ry­ing the long green wick­et­bag. In a quiet bystreet a Ger­man band of five play­ers in faded uni­forms and with battered brass in­stru­ments was play­ing to an audi­ence of street ar­abs and leis­urely mes­sen­ger boys. A maid in a white cap and ap­ron was wa­ter­ing a box of plants on a sill which shone like a slab of lime­stone in the warm glare. From an­oth­er win­dow open to the air came the sound of a pi­ano, scale after scale rising in­to the treble.

			Steph­en walked on at his fath­er’s side, listen­ing to stor­ies he had heard be­fore, hear­ing again the names of the scattered and dead rev­el­lers who had been the com­pan­ions of his fath­er’s youth. And a faint sick­ness sighed in his heart. He re­called his own equi­voc­al po­s­i­tion in Belvedere, a free boy, a lead­er afraid of his own au­thor­ity, proud and sens­it­ive and sus­pi­cious, bat­tling against the squal­or of his life and against the ri­ot of his mind. The let­ters cut in the stained wood of the desk stared upon him, mock­ing his bod­ily weak­ness and fu­tile en­thu­si­asms and mak­ing him loathe him­self for his own mad and filthy or­gies. The spittle in his throat grew bit­ter and foul to swal­low and the faint sick­ness climbed to his brain so that for a mo­ment he closed his eyes and walked on in dark­ness.

			He could still hear his fath­er’s voice.

			—When you kick out for your­self, Steph­en—as I daresay you will one of these days—re­mem­ber, whatever you do, to mix with gen­tle­men. When I was a young fel­low I tell you I en­joyed my­self. I mixed with fine de­cent fel­lows. Every­one of us could do some­thing. One fel­low had a good voice, an­oth­er fel­low was a good act­or, an­oth­er could sing a good com­ic song, an­oth­er was a good oars­man or a good rack­et play­er, an­oth­er could tell a good story and so on. We kept the ball rolling any­how and en­joyed ourselves and saw a bit of life and we were none the worse of it either. But we were all gen­tle­men, Steph­en—at least I hope we were—and bloody good hon­est Ir­ish­men too. That’s the kind of fel­lows I want you to as­so­ci­ate with, fel­lows of the right kid­ney. I’m talk­ing to you as a friend, Steph­en. I don’t be­lieve a son should be afraid of his fath­er. No, I treat you as your grand­fath­er treated me when I was a young chap. We were more like broth­ers than fath­er and son. I’ll nev­er for­get the first day he caught me smoking. I was stand­ing at the end of the South Ter­race one day with some maneens like my­self and sure we thought we were grand fel­lows be­cause we had pipes stuck in the corners of our mouths. Sud­denly the gov­ernor passed. He didn’t say a word, or stop even. But the next day, Sunday, we were out for a walk to­geth­er and when we were com­ing home he took out his ci­gar case and said:—By the by, Si­mon, I didn’t know you smoked, or some­thing like that.—Of course I tried to carry it off as best I could.—If you want a good smoke, he said, try one of these ci­gars. An Amer­ic­an cap­tain made me a present of them last night in Queen­stown.

			Steph­en heard his fath­er’s voice break in­to a laugh which was al­most a sob.

			—He was the hand­somest man in Cork at that time, by God he was! The wo­men used to stand to look after him in the street.

			He heard the sob passing loudly down his fath­er’s throat and opened his eyes with a nervous im­pulse. The sun­light break­ing sud­denly on his sight turned the sky and clouds in­to a fant­ast­ic world of sombre masses with lake­like spaces of dark rosy light. His very brain was sick and power­less. He could scarcely in­ter­pret the let­ters of the sign­boards of the shops. By his mon­strous way of life he seemed to have put him­self bey­ond the lim­its of real­ity. Noth­ing moved him or spoke to him from the real world un­less he heard in it an echo of the in­furi­ated cries with­in him. He could re­spond to no earthly or hu­man ap­peal, dumb and in­sens­ible to the call of sum­mer and glad­ness and com­pan­ion­ship, wear­ied and de­jec­ted by his fath­er’s voice. He could scarcely re­cog­nise as his own thoughts, and re­peated slowly to him­self:

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

			The memory of his child­hood sud­denly grew dim. He tried to call forth some of its vivid mo­ments but could not. He re­called only names. Dante, Par­nell, Clane, Clon­gowes. A little boy had been taught geo­graphy by an old wo­man who kept two brushes in her ward­robe. Then he had been sent away from home to a col­lege, he had made his first com­mu­nion and eaten slim jim out of his crick­et­cap and watched the fire­light leap­ing and dan­cing on the wall of a little bed­room in the in­firm­ary and dreamed of be­ing dead, of mass be­ing said for him by the rect­or in a black and gold cope, of be­ing bur­ied then in the little grave­yard of the com­munity off the main av­en­ue of limes. But he had not died then. Par­nell had died. There had been no mass for the dead in the chapel and no pro­ces­sion. He had not died but he had faded out like a film in the sun. He had been lost or had wandered out of ex­ist­ence for he no longer ex­is­ted. How strange to think of him passing out of ex­ist­ence in such a way, not by death but by fad­ing out in the sun or by be­ing lost and for­got­ten some­where in the uni­verse! It was strange to see his small body ap­pear again for a mo­ment: a little boy in a grey belted suit. His hands were in his side­pock­ets and his trousers were tucked in at the knees by elast­ic bands.

			On the even­ing of the day on which the prop­erty was sold Steph­en fol­lowed his fath­er meekly about the city from bar to bar. To the sellers in the mar­ket, to the bar­men and bar­maids, to the beg­gars who im­por­tuned him for a lob Mr. Dedalus told the same tale, that he was an old Corko­ni­an, that he had been try­ing for thirty years to get rid of his Cork ac­cent up in Dub­lin and that Peter Pick­ack­a­fax be­side him was his eld­est son but that he was only a Dub­lin jack­een.

			They had set out early in the morn­ing from New­combe’s cof­fee­house, where Mr. Dedalus’ cup had rattled nois­ily against its sau­cer, and Steph­en had tried to cov­er that shame­ful sign of his fath­er’s drink­ing bout of the night be­fore by mov­ing his chair and cough­ing. One hu­mi­li­ation had suc­ceeded an­oth­er—the false smiles of the mar­ket sellers, the cur­vet­ings and oglings of the bar­maids with whom his fath­er flir­ted, the com­pli­ments and en­cour­aging words of his fath­er’s friends. They had told him that he had a great look of his grand­fath­er and Mr. Dedalus had agreed that he was an ugly like­ness. They had un­earthed traces of a Cork ac­cent in his speech and made him ad­mit that the Lee was a much finer river than the Lif­fey. One of them, in or­der to put his Lat­in to the proof, had made him trans­late short pas­sages from Dilect­us and asked him wheth­er it was cor­rect to say: Tem­pora mutan­tur nos et mutamur in il­lis or Tem­pora mutan­tur et nos mutamur in il­lis. An­oth­er, a brisk old man, whom Mr. Dedalus called Johnny Cash­man, had covered him with con­fu­sion by ask­ing him to say which were pret­ti­er, the Dub­lin girls or the Cork girls.

			—He’s not that way built, said Mr. Dedalus. Leave him alone. He’s a level­headed think­ing boy who doesn’t both­er his head about that kind of non­sense.

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

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

			—Your fath­er, said the little old man to Steph­en, was the bold­est flirt in the city of Cork in his day. Do you know that?

			Steph­en looked down and stud­ied the tiled floor of the bar in­to which they had drif­ted.

			—Now don’t be put­ting ideas in­to his head, said Mr. Dedalus. Leave him to his Maker.

			—Yerra, sure I wouldn’t put any ideas in­to his head. I’m old enough to be his grand­fath­er. And I am a grand­fath­er, said the little old man to Steph­en. Do you know that?

			—Are you? asked Steph­en.

			—Be­dad I am, said the little old man. I have two boun­cing grand­chil­dren out at Sunday’s Well. Now, then! What age do you think I am? And I re­mem­ber see­ing your grand­fath­er in his red coat rid­ing out to hounds. That was be­fore you were born.

			—Ay, or thought of, said Mr. Dedalus.

			—Be­dad I did, re­peated the little old man. And, more than that, I can re­mem­ber even your great­grand­fath­er, old John Steph­en Dedalus, and a fierce old fire-eat­er he was. Now, then! There’s a memory for you!

			—That’s three gen­er­a­tions—four gen­er­a­tions, said an­oth­er of the com­pany. Why, Johnny Cash­man, you must be near­ing the cen­tury.

			—Well, I’ll tell you the truth, said the little old man. I’m just twenty­sev­en years of age.

			—We’re as old as we feel, Johnny, said Mr. Dedalus. And just fin­ish what you have there and we’ll have an­oth­er. Here, Tim or Tom or whatever your name is, give us the same again here. By God, I don’t feel more than eight­een my­self. There’s that son of mine there not half my age and I’m a bet­ter man than he is any day of the week.

			—Draw it mild now, Dedalus. I think it’s time for you to take a back seat, said the gen­tle­man who had spoken be­fore.

			—No, by God! as­ser­ted Mr. Dedalus. I’ll sing a ten­or song against him or I’ll vault a five-barred gate against him or I’ll run with him after the hounds across the coun­try as I did thirty years ago along with the Kerry Boy and the best man for it.

			—But he’ll beat you here, said the little old man, tap­ping his fore­head and rais­ing his glass to drain it.

			—Well, I hope he’ll be as good a man as his fath­er. That’s all I can say, said Mr. Dedalus.

			—If he is, he’ll do, said the little old man.

			—And thanks be to God, Johnny, said Mr. Dedalus, that we lived so long and did so little harm.

			—But did so much good, Si­mon, said the little old man gravely. Thanks be to God we lived so long and did so much good.

			Steph­en watched the three glasses be­ing raised from the counter as his fath­er and his two cronies drank to the memory of their past. An abyss of for­tune or of tem­pera­ment sundered him from them. His mind seemed older than theirs: it shone coldly on their strifes and hap­pi­ness and re­grets like a moon upon a young­er earth. No life or youth stirred in him as it had stirred in them. He had known neither the pleas­ure of com­pan­ion­ship with oth­ers nor the vigour of rude male health nor fi­li­al piety. Noth­ing stirred with­in his soul but a cold and cruel and love­less lust. His child­hood was dead or lost and with it his soul cap­able of simple joys and he was drift­ing amid life like the bar­ren shell of the moon.

			
				
					Art thou pale for wear­i­ness
					

					Of climb­ing heav­en and gaz­ing on the earth,
					

					Wan­der­ing com­pan­ion­less … ?
				

			

			He re­peated to him­self the lines of Shel­ley’s frag­ment. Its al­tern­a­tion of sad hu­man in­ef­fect­ive­ness with vast in­hu­man cycles of activ­ity chilled him and he for­got his own hu­man and in­ef­fec­tu­al griev­ing.

			

			Steph­en’s moth­er and his broth­er and one of his cous­ins waited at the corner of quiet Foster Place while he and his fath­er went up the steps and along the colon­nade where the High­land sen­try was parad­ing. When they had passed in­to the great hall and stood at the counter Steph­en drew forth his or­ders on the gov­ernor of the bank of Ire­land for thirty and three pounds; and these sums, the moneys of his ex­hib­i­tion and es­say prize, were paid over to him rap­idly by the tell­er in notes and in coin re­spect­ively. He be­stowed them in his pock­ets with feigned com­pos­ure and suffered the friendly tell­er, to whom his fath­er chat­ted, to take his hand across the broad counter and wish him a bril­liant ca­reer in after life. He was im­pa­tient of their voices and could not keep his feet at rest. But the tell­er still de­ferred the serving of oth­ers to say he was liv­ing in changed times and that there was noth­ing like giv­ing a boy the best edu­ca­tion that money could buy. Mr. Dedalus lingered in the hall gaz­ing about him and up at the roof and telling Steph­en, who urged him to come out, that they were stand­ing in the house of com­mons of the old Ir­ish par­lia­ment.

			—God help us! he said pi­ously, to think of the men of those times, Steph­en, Hely Hutchin­son and Flood and Henry Grat­tan and Charles Kend­al Bushe, and the no­ble­men we have now, lead­ers of the Ir­ish people at home and abroad. Why, by God, they wouldn’t be seen dead in a ten-acre field with them. No, Steph­en, old chap, I’m sorry to say that they are only as I roved out one fine May morn­ing in the merry month of sweet Ju­ly.

			A keen Oc­to­ber wind was blow­ing round the bank. The three fig­ures stand­ing at the edge of the muddy path had pinched cheeks and wa­tery eyes. Steph­en looked at his thinly clad moth­er and re­membered that a few days be­fore he had seen a mantle priced at twenty guineas in the win­dows of Barn­ardo’s.

			—Well that’s done, said Mr. Dedalus.

			—We had bet­ter go to din­ner, said Steph­en. Where?

			—Din­ner? said Mr. Dedalus. Well, I sup­pose we had bet­ter, what?

			—Some place that’s not too dear, said Mrs. Dedalus.

			—Un­der­done’s?

			—Yes. Some quiet place.

			—Come along, said Steph­en quickly. It doesn’t mat­ter about the dear­ness.

			He walked on be­fore them with short nervous steps, smil­ing. They tried to keep up with him, smil­ing also at his eager­ness.

			—Take it easy like a good young fel­low, said his fath­er. We’re not out for the half mile, are we?

			For a swift sea­son of mer­ry­mak­ing the money of his prizes ran through Steph­en’s fin­gers. Great par­cels of gro­cer­ies and del­ic­acies and dried fruits ar­rived from the city. Every day he drew up a bill of fare for the fam­ily and every night led a party of three or four to the theatre to see In­go­mar or The Lady of Ly­ons. In his coat pock­ets he car­ried squares of Vi­enna chocol­ate for his guests while his trousers’ pock­et bulged with masses of sil­ver and cop­per coins. He bought presents for every­one, over­hauled his room, wrote out res­ol­u­tions, mar­shalled his books up and down their shelves, pored upon all kinds of price lists, drew up a form of com­mon­wealth for the house­hold by which every mem­ber of it held some of­fice, opened a loan bank for his fam­ily and pressed loans on will­ing bor­row­ers so that he might have the pleas­ure of mak­ing out re­ceipts and reck­on­ing the in­terests on the sums lent. When he could do no more he drove up and down the city in trams. Then the sea­son of pleas­ure came to an end. The pot of pink enamel paint gave out and the wains­cot of his bed­room re­mained with its un­fin­ished and ill­plastered coat.

			His house­hold re­turned to its usu­al way of life. His moth­er had no fur­ther oc­ca­sion to up­braid him for squan­der­ing his money. He, too, re­turned to his old life at school and all his nov­el en­ter­prises fell to pieces. The com­mon­wealth fell, the loan bank closed its cof­fers and its books on a sens­ible loss, the rules of life which he had drawn about him­self fell in­to de­su­et­ude.

			How fool­ish his aim had been! He had tried to build a break­wa­ter of or­der and el­eg­ance against the sor­did tide of life without him and to dam up, by rules of con­duct and act­ive in­terest and new fi­li­al re­la­tions, the power­ful re­cur­rence of the tides with­in him. Use­less. From without as from with­in the wa­ter had flowed over his bar­ri­ers: their tides began once more to jostle fiercely above the crumbled mole.

			He saw clearly, too, his own fu­tile isol­a­tion. He had not gone one step near­er the lives he had sought to ap­proach nor bridged the rest­less shame and ran­cour that had di­vided him from moth­er and broth­er and sis­ter. He felt that he was hardly of the one blood with them but stood to them rather in the mys­tic­al kin­ship of foster­age, foster­child and fos­ter­broth­er.

			He turned to ap­pease the fierce long­ings of his heart be­fore which everything else was idle and ali­en. He cared little that he was in mor­tal sin, that his life had grown to be a tis­sue of sub­ter­fuge and false­hood. Be­side the sav­age de­sire with­in him to real­ise the enorm­it­ies which he brooded on noth­ing was sac­red. He bore cyn­ic­ally with the shame­ful de­tails of his secret ri­ots in which he ex­ul­ted to de­file with pa­tience whatever im­age had at­trac­ted his eyes. By day and by night he moved among dis­tor­ted im­ages of the out­er world. A fig­ure that had seemed to him by day de­mure and in­no­cent came to­wards him by night through the wind­ing dark­ness of sleep, her face trans­figured by a lech­er­ous cun­ning, her eyes bright with bru­tish joy. Only the morn­ing pained him with its dim memory of dark or­gi­ast­ic ri­ot, its keen and hu­mi­li­at­ing sense of trans­gres­sion.

			He re­turned to his wan­der­ings. The veiled au­tum­nal even­ings led him from street to street as they had led him years be­fore along the quiet av­en­ues of Black­rock. But no vis­ion of trim front gar­dens or of kindly lights in the win­dows poured a tender in­flu­ence upon him now. Only at times, in the pauses of his de­sire, when the lux­ury that was wast­ing him gave room to a softer lan­guor, the im­age of Mer­cedes tra­versed the back­ground of his memory. He saw again the small white house and the garden of rose­bushes on the road that led to the moun­tains and he re­membered the sadly proud ges­ture of re­fus­al which he was to make there, stand­ing with her in the moon­lit garden after years of es­trange­ment and ad­ven­ture. At those mo­ments the soft speeches of Claude Mel­notte rose to his lips and eased his un­rest. A tender pre­mon­i­tion touched him of the tryst he had then looked for­ward to and, in spite of the hor­rible real­ity which lay between his hope of then and now, of the holy en­counter he had then ima­gined at which weak­ness and timid­ity and in­ex­per­i­ence were to fall from him.

			Such mo­ments passed and the wast­ing fires of lust sprang up again. The verses passed from his lips and the in­ar­tic­u­late cries and the un­spoken bru­tal words rushed forth from his brain to force a pas­sage. His blood was in re­volt. He wandered up and down the dark slimy streets peer­ing in­to the gloom of lanes and door­ways, listen­ing eagerly for any sound. He moaned to him­self like some baffled prowl­ing beast. He wanted to sin with an­oth­er of his kind, to force an­oth­er be­ing to sin with him and to ex­ult with her in sin. He felt some dark pres­ence mov­ing ir­res­ist­ibly upon him from the dark­ness, a pres­ence subtle and mur­mur­ous as a flood filling him wholly with it­self. Its mur­mur be­sieged his ears like the mur­mur of some mul­ti­tude in sleep; its subtle streams pen­et­rated his be­ing. His hands clenched con­vuls­ively and his teeth set to­geth­er as he suffered the agony of its pen­et­ra­tion. He stretched out his arms in the street to hold fast the frail swoon­ing form that eluded him and in­cited him: and the cry that he had strangled for so long in his throat is­sued from his lips. It broke from him like a wail of des­pair from a hell of suf­fer­ers and died in a wail of furi­ous en­treaty, a cry for an ini­quit­ous aban­don­ment, a cry which was but the echo of an ob­scene scrawl which he had read on the ooz­ing wall of a ur­in­al.

			He had wandered in­to a maze of nar­row and dirty streets. From the foul lane­ways he heard bursts of hoarse ri­ot and wrangling and the drawl­ing of drunk­en sing­ers. He walked on­ward, un­dis­mayed, won­der­ing wheth­er he had strayed in­to the quarter of the jews. Wo­men and girls dressed in long vivid gowns tra­versed the street from house to house. They were leis­urely and per­fumed. A trem­bling seized him and his eyes grew dim. The yel­low gas­flames arose be­fore his troubled vis­ion against the va­poury sky, burn­ing as if be­fore an al­tar. Be­fore the doors and in the lighted halls groups were gathered ar­rayed as for some rite. He was in an­oth­er world: he had awakened from a slum­ber of cen­tur­ies.

			He stood still in the middle of the road­way, his heart clam­our­ing against his bos­om in a tu­mult. A young wo­man dressed in a long pink gown laid her hand on his arm to de­tain him and gazed in­to his face. She said gaily:

			—Good night, Wil­lie dear!

			Her room was warm and light­some. A huge doll sat with her legs apart in the co­pi­ous easy­chair be­side the bed. He tried to bid his tongue speak that he might seem at ease, watch­ing her as she un­did her gown, not­ing the proud con­scious move­ments of her per­fumed head.

			As he stood si­lent in the middle of the room she came over to him and em­braced him gaily and gravely. Her round arms held him firmly to her and he, see­ing her face lif­ted to him in ser­i­ous calm and feel­ing the warm calm rise and fall of her breast, all but burst in­to hys­ter­ic­al weep­ing. Tears of joy and re­lief shone in his de­lighted eyes and his lips par­ted though they would not speak.

			She passed her tink­ling hand through his hair, call­ing him a little ras­cal.

			—Give me a kiss, she said.

			His lips would not bend to kiss her. He wanted to be held firmly in her arms, to be caressed slowly, slowly, slowly. In her arms he felt that he had sud­denly be­come strong and fear­less and sure of him­self. But his lips would not bend to kiss her.

			With a sud­den move­ment she bowed his head and joined her lips to his and he read the mean­ing of her move­ments in her frank up­lif­ted eyes. It was too much for him. He closed his eyes, sur­ren­der­ing him­self to her, body and mind, con­scious of noth­ing in the world but the dark pres­sure of her softly part­ing lips. They pressed upon his brain as upon his lips as though they were the vehicle of a vague speech; and between them he felt an un­known and tim­id pres­sure, dark­er than the swoon of sin, softer than sound or odour.

		
	
		
			III

			The swift Decem­ber dusk had come tum­bling clown­ishly after its dull day and as he stared through the dull square of the win­dow of the school­room he felt his belly crave for its food. He hoped there would be stew for din­ner, turnips and car­rots and bruised pota­toes and fat mut­ton pieces to be ladled out in thick peppered flour-fattened sauce. Stuff it in­to you, his belly coun­selled him.

			It would be a gloomy secret night. After early night­fall the yel­low lamps would light up, here and there, the squal­id quarter of the brothels. He would fol­low a de­vi­ous course up and down the streets, circ­ling al­ways near­er and near­er in a tremor of fear and joy, un­til his feet led him sud­denly round a dark corner. The whores would be just com­ing out of their houses mak­ing ready for the night, yawn­ing lazily after their sleep and set­tling the hair­pins in their clusters of hair. He would pass by them calmly wait­ing for a sud­den move­ment of his own will or a sud­den call to his sin-lov­ing soul from their soft per­fumed flesh. Yet as he prowled in quest of that call, his senses, stul­ti­fied only by his de­sire, would note keenly all that wounded or shamed them; his eyes, a ring of port­er froth on a cloth­less table or a pho­to­graph of two sol­diers stand­ing to at­ten­tion or a gaudy play­bill; his ears, the drawl­ing jar­gon of greet­ing:

			—Hello, Ber­tie, any good in your mind?

			—Is that you, pi­geon?

			—Num­ber ten. Fresh Nelly is wait­ing on you.

			—Good night, hus­band! Com­ing in to have a short time?

			The equa­tion on the page of his scrib­bler began to spread out a widen­ing tail, eyed and starred like a pea­cock’s; and, when the eyes and stars of its in­dices had been elim­in­ated, began slowly to fold it­self to­geth­er again. The in­dices ap­pear­ing and dis­ap­pear­ing were eyes open­ing and clos­ing; the eyes open­ing and clos­ing were stars be­ing born and be­ing quenched. The vast cycle of starry life bore his weary mind out­ward to its verge and in­ward to its centre, a dis­tant mu­sic ac­com­pa­ny­ing him out­ward and in­ward. What mu­sic? The mu­sic came near­er and he re­called the words, the words of Shel­ley’s frag­ment upon the moon wan­der­ing com­pan­ion­less, pale for wear­i­ness. The stars began to crumble and a cloud of fine star­dust fell through space.

			The dull light fell more faintly upon the page where­on an­oth­er equa­tion began to un­fold it­self slowly and to spread abroad its widen­ing tail. It was his own soul go­ing forth to ex­per­i­ence, un­fold­ing it­self sin by sin, spread­ing abroad the bale­fire of its burn­ing stars and fold­ing back upon it­self, fad­ing slowly, quench­ing its own lights and fires. They were quenched: and the cold dark­ness filled chaos.

			A cold lu­cid in­dif­fer­ence reigned in his soul. At his first vi­ol­ent sin he had felt a wave of vi­tal­ity pass out of him and had feared to find his body or his soul maimed by the ex­cess. In­stead the vi­tal wave had car­ried him on its bos­om out of him­self and back again when it re­ceded: and no part of body or soul had been maimed but a dark peace had been es­tab­lished between them. The chaos in which his ar­dour ex­tin­guished it­self was a cold in­dif­fer­ent know­ledge of him­self. He had sinned mor­tally not once but many times and he knew that, while he stood in danger of etern­al dam­na­tion for the first sin alone, by every suc­ceed­ing sin he mul­ti­plied his guilt and his pun­ish­ment. His days and works and thoughts could make no atone­ment for him, the foun­tains of sanc­ti­fy­ing grace hav­ing ceased to re­fresh his soul. At most, by an alms giv­en to a beg­gar whose bless­ing he fled from, he might hope wear­ily to win for him­self some meas­ure of ac­tu­al grace. De­vo­tion had gone by the board. What did it avail to pray when he knew that his soul lus­ted after its own de­struc­tion? A cer­tain pride, a cer­tain awe, with­held him from of­fer­ing to God even one pray­er at night though he knew it was in God’s power to take away his life while he slept and hurl his soul hell­ward ere he could beg for mercy. His pride in his own sin, his love­less awe of God, told him that his of­fence was too griev­ous to be atoned for in whole or in part by a false homage to the All­see­ing and Allknow­ing.

			—Well now, En­nis, I de­clare you have a head and so has my stick! Do you mean to say that you are not able to tell me what a surd is?

			The blun­der­ing an­swer stirred the em­bers of his con­tempt of his fel­lows. To­wards oth­ers he felt neither shame nor fear. On Sunday morn­ings as he passed the church door he glanced coldly at the wor­ship­pers who stood bare­headed, four deep, out­side the church, mor­ally present at the mass which they could neither see nor hear. Their dull piety and the sickly smell of the cheap hairoil with which they had anoin­ted their heads re­pelled him from the al­tar they prayed at. He stooped to the evil of hy­po­crisy with oth­ers, scep­tic­al of their in­no­cence which he could ca­jole so eas­ily.

			On the wall of his bed­room hung an il­lu­min­ated scroll, the cer­ti­fic­ate of his pre­fec­ture in the col­lege of the sodal­ity of the Blessed Vir­gin Mary. On Sat­urday morn­ings when the sodal­ity met in the chapel to re­cite the little of­fice his place was a cush­ioned kneel­ing-desk at the right of the al­tar from which he led his wing of boys through the re­sponses. The false­hood of his po­s­i­tion did not pain him. If at mo­ments he felt an im­pulse to rise from his post of hon­our and, con­fess­ing be­fore them all his un­wor­thi­ness, to leave the chapel, a glance at their faces re­strained him. The im­agery of the psalms of proph­ecy soothed his bar­ren pride. The glor­ies of Mary held his soul cap­tive: spikenard and myrrh and frankin­cense, sym­bol­ising her roy­al lin­eage, her em­blems, the late-flower­ing plant and late-blos­som­ing tree, sym­bol­ising the agelong gradu­al growth of her cultus among men. When it fell to him to read the les­son to­wards the close of the of­fice he read it in a veiled voice, lulling his con­science to its mu­sic.

			
				Quasi cedrus ex­altata sum in Liban­on et quasi cupres­sus in monte Sion. Quasi palma ex­altata sum in Gades et quasi plant­a­tio ro­s­ae in Jericho. Quasi uliva spe­ciosa in campis et quasi platanus ex­altata sum juxta aquam in plateis. Si­cut cin­namo­mum et bal­samum aro­mat­iz­ans odor­em dedi et quasi myrrha electa dedi suavit­atem odor­is.

			

			His sin, which had covered him from the sight of God, had led him near­er to the refuge of sin­ners. Her eyes seemed to re­gard him with mild pity; her holi­ness, a strange light glow­ing faintly upon her frail flesh, did not hu­mi­li­ate the sin­ner who ap­proached her. If ever he was im­pelled to cast sin from him and to re­pent the im­pulse that moved him was the wish to be her knight. If ever his soul, re-en­ter­ing her dwell­ing shyly after the frenzy of his body’s lust had spent it­self, was turned to­wards her whose em­blem is the morn­ing star, bright and mu­sic­al, telling of heav­en and in­fus­ing peace, it was when her names were mur­mured softly by lips where­on there still lingered foul and shame­ful words, the sa­vour it­self of a lewd kiss.

			That was strange. He tried to think how it could be but the dusk, deep­en­ing in the school­room, covered over his thoughts. The bell rang. The mas­ter marked the sums and cuts to be done for the next les­son and went out. Her­on, be­side Steph­en, began to hum tune­lessly.

			
				
					My ex­cel­lent friend Bom­ba­dos.
				

			

			En­nis, who had gone to the yard, came back, say­ing:

			—The boy from the house is com­ing up for the rect­or.

			A tall boy be­hind Steph­en rubbed his hands and said:

			—That’s game ball. We can scut the whole hour. He won’t be in till after half two. Then you can ask him ques­tions on the cat­ech­ism, Dedalus.

			Steph­en, lean­ing back and draw­ing idly on his scrib­bler, listened to the talk about him which Her­on checked from time to time by say­ing:

			—Shut up, will you. Don’t make such a bally rack­et!

			It was strange too that he found an ar­id pleas­ure in fol­low­ing up to the end the ri­gid lines of the doc­trines of the church and pen­et­rat­ing in­to ob­scure si­lences only to hear and feel the more deeply his own con­dem­na­tion. The sen­tence of saint James which says that he who of­fends against one com­mand­ment be­comes guilty of all had seemed to him first a swollen phrase un­til he had be­gun to grope in the dark­ness of his own state. From the evil seed of lust all oth­er deadly sins had sprung forth: pride in him­self and con­tempt of oth­ers, cov­et­ous­ness in us­ing money for the pur­chase of un­law­ful pleas­ures, envy of those whose vices he could not reach to and calum­ni­ous mur­mur­ing against the pi­ous, glut­ton­ous en­joy­ment of food, the dull glower­ing an­ger amid which he brooded upon his long­ing, the swamp of spir­itu­al and bod­ily sloth in which his whole be­ing had sunk.

			As he sat in his bench gaz­ing calmly at the rect­or’s shrewd harsh face his mind wound it­self in and out of the curi­ous ques­tions pro­posed to it. If a man had stolen a pound in his youth and had used that pound to amass a huge for­tune how much was he ob­liged to give back, the pound he had stolen only or the pound to­geth­er with the com­pound in­terest ac­cru­ing upon it or all his huge for­tune? If a lay­man in giv­ing bap­tism pour the wa­ter be­fore say­ing the words is the child bap­tised? Is bap­tism with a min­er­al wa­ter val­id? How comes it that while the first beatitude prom­ises the king­dom of heav­en to the poor of heart, the second beatitude prom­ises also to the meek that they shall pos­sess the land? Why was the sac­ra­ment of the euchar­ist in­sti­tuted un­der the two spe­cies of bread and wine if Je­sus Christ be present body and blood, soul and di­vin­ity, in the bread alone and in the wine alone? Does a tiny particle of the con­sec­rated bread con­tain all the body and blood of Je­sus Christ or a part only of the body and blood? If the wine change in­to vin­eg­ar and the host crumble in­to cor­rup­tion after they have been con­sec­rated, is Je­sus Christ still present un­der their spe­cies as God and as man?

			—Here he is! Here he is!

			A boy from his post at the win­dow had seen the rect­or come from the house. All the cat­ech­isms were opened and all heads bent upon them si­lently. The rect­or entered and took his seat on the dais. A gentle kick from the tall boy in the bench be­hind urged Steph­en to ask a dif­fi­cult ques­tion.

			The rect­or did not ask for a cat­ech­ism to hear the les­son from. He clasped his hands on the desk and said:

			—The re­treat will be­gin on Wed­nes­day af­ter­noon in hon­our of saint Fran­cis Xavi­er whose feast day is Sat­urday. The re­treat will go on from Wed­nes­day to Fri­day. On Fri­day con­fes­sion will be heard all the af­ter­noon after beads. If any boys have spe­cial con­fess­ors per­haps it will be bet­ter for them not to change. Mass will be on Sat­urday morn­ing at nine o’clock and gen­er­al com­mu­nion for the whole col­lege. Sat­urday will be a free day. But Sat­urday and Sunday be­ing free days some boys might be in­clined to think that Monday is a free day also. Be­ware of mak­ing that mis­take. I think you, Law­less, are likely to make that mis­take.

			—I sir? Why, sir?

			A little wave of quiet mirth broke forth over the class of boys from the rect­or’s grim smile. Steph­en’s heart began slowly to fold and fade with fear like a with­er­ing flower.

			The rect­or went on gravely:

			—You are all fa­mil­i­ar with the story of the life of saint Fran­cis Xavi­er, I sup­pose, the pat­ron of your col­lege. He came of an old and il­lus­tri­ous Span­ish fam­ily and you re­mem­ber that he was one of the first fol­low­ers of saint Ig­na­tius. They met in Par­is where Fran­cis Xavi­er was pro­fess­or of philo­sophy at the uni­ver­sity. This young and bril­liant no­ble­man and man of let­ters entered heart and soul in­to the ideas of our glor­i­ous founder and you know that he, at his own de­sire, was sent by saint Ig­na­tius to preach to the In­di­ans. He is called, as you know, the apostle of the In­dies. He went from coun­try to coun­try in the east, from Africa to In­dia, from In­dia to Ja­pan, bap­tising the people. He is said to have bap­tised as many as ten thou­sand id­olat­ers in one month. It is said that his right arm had grown power­less from hav­ing been raised so of­ten over the heads of those whom he bap­tised. He wished then to go to China to win still more souls for God but he died of fever on the is­land of San­c­ian. A great saint, saint Fran­cis Xavi­er! A great sol­dier of God!

			The rect­or paused and then, shak­ing his clasped hands be­fore him, went on:

			—He had the faith in him that moves moun­tains. Ten thou­sand souls won for God in a single month! That is a true con­quer­or, true to the motto of our or­der: ad ma­jor­em Dei glori­am! A saint who has great power in heav­en, re­mem­ber: power to in­ter­cede for us in our grief; power to ob­tain whatever we pray for if it be for the good of our souls; power above all to ob­tain for us the grace to re­pent if we be in sin. A great saint, saint Fran­cis Xavi­er! A great fish­er of souls!

			He ceased to shake his clasped hands and, rest­ing them against his fore­head, looked right and left of them keenly at his listen­ers out of his dark stern eyes.

			In the si­lence their dark fire kindled the dusk in­to a tawny glow. Steph­en’s heart had withered up like a flower of the desert that feels the sim­oom com­ing from afar.

			

			—Re­mem­ber only thy last things and thou shalt not sin forever—words taken, my dear little broth­ers in Christ, from the book of Ec­cle­si­ast­es, sev­enth chapter, for­ti­eth verse. In the name of the Fath­er and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.

			Steph­en sat in the front bench of the chapel. Fath­er Ar­nall sat at a table to the left of the al­tar. He wore about his shoulders a heavy cloak; his pale face was drawn and his voice broken with rheum. The fig­ure of his old mas­ter, so strangely rearis­en, brought back to Steph­en’s mind his life at Clon­gowes: the wide play­grounds, swarm­ing with boys, the square ditch, the little cemetery off the main av­en­ue of limes where he had dreamed of be­ing bur­ied, the fire­light on the wall of the in­firm­ary where he lay sick, the sor­row­ful face of Broth­er Mi­chael. His soul, as these memor­ies came back to him, be­came again a child’s soul.

			—We are as­sembled here today, my dear little broth­ers in Christ, for one brief mo­ment far away from the busy bustle of the out­er world to cel­eb­rate and to hon­our one of the greatest of saints, the apostle of the In­dies, the pat­ron saint also of your col­lege, saint Fran­cis Xavi­er. Year after year for much longer than any of you, my dear little boys, can re­mem­ber or than I can re­mem­ber the boys of this col­lege have met in this very chapel to make their an­nu­al re­treat be­fore the feast day of their pat­ron saint. Time has gone on and brought with it its changes. Even in the last few years what changes can most of you not re­mem­ber? Many of the boys who sat in those front benches a few years ago are per­haps now in dis­tant lands, in the burn­ing trop­ics or im­mersed in pro­fes­sion­al du­ties or in sem­in­ar­ies or voy­aging over the vast ex­panse of the deep or, it may be, already called by the great God to an­oth­er life and to the ren­der­ing up of their stew­ard­ship. And still as the years roll by, bring­ing with them changes for good and bad, the memory of the great saint is hon­oured by the boys of this col­lege who make every year their an­nu­al re­treat on the days pre­ced­ing the feast day set apart by our Holy Moth­er the Church to trans­mit to all the ages the name and fame of one of the greatest sons of cath­ol­ic Spain.

			—Now what is the mean­ing of this word re­treat and why is it al­lowed on all hands to be a most salut­ary prac­tice for all who de­sire to lead be­fore God and in the eyes of men a truly chris­ti­an life? A re­treat, my dear boys, sig­ni­fies a with­draw­al for a while from the cares of our life, the cares of this work­aday world, in or­der to ex­am­ine the state of our con­science, to re­flect on the mys­ter­ies of holy re­li­gion and to un­der­stand bet­ter why we are here in this world. Dur­ing these few days I in­tend to put be­fore you some thoughts con­cern­ing the four last things. They are, as you know from your cat­ech­ism, death, judge­ment, hell and heav­en. We shall try to un­der­stand them fully dur­ing these few days so that we may de­rive from the un­der­stand­ing of them a last­ing be­ne­fit to our souls. And re­mem­ber, my dear boys, that we have been sent in­to this world for one thing and for one thing alone: to do God’s holy will and to save our im­mor­tal souls. All else is worth­less. One thing alone is need­ful, the sal­va­tion of one’s soul. What doth it profit a man to gain the whole world if he suf­fer the loss of his im­mor­tal soul? Ah, my dear boys, be­lieve me there is noth­ing in this wretched world that can make up for such a loss.

			—I will ask you, there­fore, my dear boys, to put away from your minds dur­ing these few days all worldly thoughts, wheth­er of study or pleas­ure or am­bi­tion, and to give all your at­ten­tion to the state of your souls. I need hardly re­mind you that dur­ing the days of the re­treat all boys are ex­pec­ted to pre­serve a quiet and pi­ous de­mean­our and to shun all loud un­seemly pleas­ure. The eld­er boys, of course, will see that this cus­tom is not in­fringed and I look es­pe­cially to the pre­fects and of­ficers of the sodal­ity of Our Blessed Lady and of the sodal­ity of the holy an­gels to set a good ex­ample to their fel­low-stu­dents.

			—Let us try, there­fore, to make this re­treat in hon­our of saint Fran­cis with our whole heart and our whole mind. God’s bless­ing will then be upon all your year’s stud­ies. But, above and bey­ond all, let this re­treat be one to which you can look back in after years when, maybe, you are far from this col­lege and among very dif­fer­ent sur­round­ings, to which you can look back with joy and thank­ful­ness and give thanks to God for hav­ing gran­ted you this oc­ca­sion of lay­ing the first found­a­tion of a pi­ous hon­our­able zeal­ous chris­ti­an life. And if, as may so hap­pen, there be at this mo­ment in these benches any poor soul who has had the un­ut­ter­able mis­for­tune to lose God’s holy grace and to fall in­to griev­ous sin, I fer­vently trust and pray that this re­treat may be the turn­ing point in the life of that soul. I pray to God through the mer­its of His zeal­ous ser­vant Fran­cis Xavi­er, that such a soul may be led to sin­cere re­pent­ance and that the holy com­mu­nion on saint Fran­cis’s day of this year may be a last­ing cov­en­ant between God and that soul. For just and un­just, for saint and sin­ner alike, may this re­treat be a mem­or­able one.

			—Help me, my dear little broth­ers in Christ. Help me by your pi­ous at­ten­tion, by your own de­vo­tion, by your out­ward de­mean­our. Ban­ish from your minds all worldly thoughts and think only of the last things, death, judge­ment, hell and heav­en. He who re­mem­bers these things, says Ec­cle­si­ast­es, shall not sin forever. He who re­mem­bers the last things will act and think with them al­ways be­fore his eyes. He will live a good life and die a good death, be­liev­ing and know­ing that, if he has sac­ri­ficed much in this earthly life, it will be giv­en to him a hun­dred­fold and a thou­sand­fold more in the life to come, in the king­dom without end—a bless­ing, my dear boys, which I wish you from my heart, one and all, in the name of the Fath­er and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost. Amen!

			As he walked home with si­lent com­pan­ions a thick fog seemed to com­pass his mind. He waited in stupor of mind till it should lift and re­veal what it had hid­den. He ate his din­ner with surly ap­pet­ite and when the meal was over and the grease-strewn plates lay aban­doned on the table, he rose and went to the win­dow, clear­ing the thick scum from his mouth with his tongue and lick­ing it from his lips. So he had sunk to the state of a beast that licks his chaps after meat. This was the end; and a faint glim­mer of fear began to pierce the fog of his mind. He pressed his face against the pane of the win­dow and gazed out in­to the dark­en­ing street. Forms passed this way and that through the dull light. And that was life. The let­ters of the name of Dub­lin lay heav­ily upon his mind, push­ing one an­oth­er sur­lily hith­er and thith­er with slow boor­ish in­sist­ence. His soul was fat­ten­ing and con­geal­ing in­to a gross grease, plunging ever deep­er in its dull fear in­to a sombre threat­en­ing dusk, while the body that was his stood, list­less and dis­hon­oured, gaz­ing out of darkened eyes, help­less, per­turbed and hu­man for a bovine god to stare upon.

			The next day brought death and judge­ment, stir­ring his soul slowly from its list­less des­pair. The faint glim­mer of fear be­came a ter­ror of spir­it as the hoarse voice of the preach­er blew death in­to his soul. He suffered its agony. He felt the deathchill touch the ex­tremit­ies and creep on­ward to­wards the heart, the film of death veil­ing the eyes, the bright centres of the brain ex­tin­guished one by one like lamps, the last sweat ooz­ing upon the skin, the power­less­ness of the dy­ing limbs, the speech thick­en­ing and wan­der­ing and fail­ing, the heart throb­bing faintly and more faintly, all but van­quished, the breath, the poor breath, the poor help­less hu­man spir­it, sob­bing and sigh­ing, gurg­ling and rat­tling in the throat. No help! No help! He—he him­self—his body to which he had yiel­ded was dy­ing. In­to the grave with it. Nail it down in­to a wooden box, the corpse. Carry it out of the house on the shoulders of hire­lings. Thrust it out of men’s sight in­to a long hole in the ground, in­to the grave, to rot, to feed the mass of its creep­ing worms and to be de­voured by scut­tling plump-bel­lied rats.

			And while the friends were still stand­ing in tears by the bed­side the soul of the sin­ner was judged. At the last mo­ment of con­scious­ness the whole earthly life passed be­fore the vis­ion of the soul and, ere it had time to re­flect, the body had died and the soul stood ter­ri­fied be­fore the judge­ment seat. God, who had long been mer­ci­ful, would then be just. He had long been pa­tient, plead­ing with the sin­ful soul, giv­ing it time to re­pent, spar­ing it yet awhile. But that time had gone. Time was to sin and to en­joy, time was to scoff at God and at the warn­ings of His holy church, time was to defy His majesty, to dis­obey His com­mands, to hood­wink one’s fel­low men, to com­mit sin after sin and to hide one’s cor­rup­tion from the sight of men. But that time was over. Now it was God’s turn: and He was not to be hood­winked or de­ceived. Every sin would then come forth from its lurk­ing-place, the most re­bel­li­ous against the di­vine will and the most de­grad­ing to our poor cor­rupt nature, the ti­ni­est im­per­fec­tion and the most hein­ous at­ro­city. What did it avail then to have been a great em­per­or, a great gen­er­al, a mar­vel­lous in­vent­or, the most learned of the learned? All were as one be­fore the judge­ment seat of God. He would re­ward the good and pun­ish the wicked. One single in­stant was enough for the tri­al of a man’s soul. One single in­stant after the body’s death, the soul had been weighed in the bal­ance. The par­tic­u­lar judge­ment was over and the soul had passed to the abode of bliss or to the pris­on of pur­gat­ory or had been hurled howl­ing in­to hell.

			Nor was that all. God’s justice had still to be vin­dic­ated be­fore men: after the par­tic­u­lar there still re­mained the gen­er­al judge­ment. The last day had come. Dooms­day was at hand. The stars of heav­en were fall­ing upon the earth like the figs cast by the figtree which the wind has shaken. The sun, the great lu­minary of the uni­verse, had be­come as sack­cloth of hair. The moon was bloodred. The firm­a­ment was as a scroll rolled away. The archangel Mi­chael, the prince of the heav­enly host, ap­peared glor­i­ous and ter­rible against the sky. With one foot on the sea and one foot on the land he blew from the archangel­ic­al trum­pet the brazen death of time. The three blasts of the an­gel filled all the uni­verse. Time is, time was, but time shall be no more. At the last blast the souls of uni­ver­sal hu­man­ity throng to­wards the val­ley of Je­hos­aphat, rich and poor, gentle and simple, wise and fool­ish, good and wicked. The soul of every hu­man be­ing that has ever ex­is­ted, the souls of all those who shall yet be born, all the sons and daugh­ters of Adam, all are as­sembled on that su­preme day. And lo, the su­preme judge is com­ing! No longer the lowly Lamb of God, no longer the meek Je­sus of Naz­areth, no longer the Man of Sor­rows, no longer the Good Shep­herd, He is seen now com­ing upon the clouds, in great power and majesty, at­ten­ded by nine choirs of an­gels, an­gels and archangels, prin­cip­al­it­ies, powers and vir­tues, thrones and dom­in­a­tions, cher­ubim and ser­aph­im, God Om­ni­po­tent, God Ever­last­ing. He speaks: and His voice is heard even at the farthest lim­its of space, even in the bot­tom­less abyss. Su­preme Judge, from His sen­tence there will be and can be no ap­peal. He calls the just to His side, bid­ding them enter in­to the king­dom, the etern­ity of bliss pre­pared for them. The un­just He casts from Him, cry­ing in His of­fen­ded majesty: De­part from me, ye cursed, in­to ever­last­ing fire which was pre­pared for the dev­il and his an­gels. O, what agony then for the miser­able sin­ners! Friend is torn apart from friend, chil­dren are torn from their par­ents, hus­bands from their wives. The poor sin­ner holds out his arms to those who were dear to him in this earthly world, to those whose simple piety per­haps he made a mock of, to those who coun­selled him and tried to lead him on the right path, to a kind broth­er, to a lov­ing sis­ter, to the moth­er and fath­er who loved him so dearly. But it is too late: the just turn away from the wretched damned souls which now ap­pear be­fore the eyes of all in their hideous and evil char­ac­ter. O you hy­po­crites, O you whited sep­ulchres, O you who present a smooth smil­ing face to the world while your soul with­in is a foul swamp of sin, how will it fare with you in that ter­rible day?

			And this day will come, shall come, must come; the day of death and the day of judge­ment. It is ap­poin­ted un­to man to die and after death the judge­ment. Death is cer­tain. The time and man­ner are un­cer­tain, wheth­er from long dis­ease or from some un­ex­pec­ted ac­ci­dent: the Son of God cometh at an hour when you little ex­pect Him. Be there­fore ready every mo­ment, see­ing that you may die at any mo­ment. Death is the end of us all. Death and judge­ment, brought in­to the world by the sin of our first par­ents, are the dark portals that close our earthly ex­ist­ence, the portals that open in­to the un­known and the un­seen, portals through which every soul must pass, alone, un­aided save by its good works, without friend or broth­er or par­ent or mas­ter to help it, alone and trem­bling. Let that thought be ever be­fore our minds and then we can­not sin. Death, a cause of ter­ror to the sin­ner, is a blessed mo­ment for him who has walked in the right path, ful­filling the du­ties of his sta­tion in life, at­tend­ing to his morn­ing and even­ing pray­ers, ap­proach­ing the holy sac­ra­ment fre­quently and per­form­ing good and mer­ci­ful works. For the pi­ous and be­liev­ing cath­ol­ic, for the just man, death is no cause of ter­ror. Was it not Ad­dis­on, the great Eng­lish writer, who, when on his deathbed, sent for the wicked young earl of War­wick to let him see how a chris­ti­an can meet his end? He it is and he alone, the pi­ous and be­liev­ing chris­ti­an, who can say in his heart:

			
				
					O grave, where is thy vic­tory?
					

					O death, where is thy sting?
				

			

			Every word of it was for him. Against his sin, foul and secret, the whole wrath of God was aimed. The preach­er’s knife had probed deeply in­to his dis­closed con­science and he felt now that his soul was fes­ter­ing in sin. Yes, the preach­er was right. God’s turn had come. Like a beast in its lair his soul had lain down in its own filth but the blasts of the an­gel’s trum­pet had driv­en him forth from the dark­ness of sin in­to the light. The words of doom cried by the an­gel shattered in an in­stant his pre­sump­tu­ous peace. The wind of the last day blew through his mind; his sins, the jew­e­leyed har­lots of his ima­gin­a­tion, fled be­fore the hur­ricane, squeak­ing like mice in their ter­ror and huddled un­der a mane of hair.

			As he crossed the square, walk­ing home­ward, the light laughter of a girl reached his burn­ing ear. The frail gay sound smote his heart more strongly than a trum­pet-blast, and, not dar­ing to lift his eyes, he turned aside and gazed, as he walked, in­to the shad­ow of the tangled shrubs. Shame rose from his smit­ten heart and flooded his whole be­ing. The im­age of Emma ap­peared be­fore him, and un­der her eyes the flood of shame rushed forth anew from his heart. If she knew to what his mind had sub­jec­ted her or how his brute­like lust had torn and trampled upon her in­no­cence! Was that boy­ish love? Was that chiv­alry? Was that po­etry? The sor­did de­tails of his or­gies stank un­der his very nos­trils. The soot­coated pack­et of pic­tures which he had hid­den in the flue of the fire­place and in the pres­ence of whose shame­less or bash­ful wan­ton­ness he lay for hours sin­ning in thought and deed; his mon­strous dreams, peopled by ape­like creatures and by har­lots with gleam­ing jew­el eyes; the foul long let­ters he had writ­ten in the joy of guilty con­fes­sion and car­ried secretly for days and days only to throw them un­der cov­er of night among the grass in the corner of a field or be­neath some hinge­less door in some niche in the hedges where a girl might come upon them as she walked by and read them secretly. Mad! Mad! Was it pos­sible he had done these things? A cold sweat broke out upon his fore­head as the foul memor­ies con­densed with­in his brain.

			When the agony of shame had passed from him he tried to raise his soul from its ab­ject power­less­ness. God and the Blessed Vir­gin were too far from him: God was too great and stern and the Blessed Vir­gin too pure and holy. But he ima­gined that he stood near Emma in a wide land and, humbly and in tears, bent and kissed the el­bow of her sleeve.

			In the wide land un­der a tender lu­cid even­ing sky, a cloud drift­ing west­ward amid a pale green sea of heav­en, they stood to­geth­er, chil­dren that had erred. Their er­ror had of­fen­ded deeply God’s majesty though it was the er­ror of two chil­dren; but it had not of­fen­ded her whose beauty is not like earthly beauty, dan­ger­ous to look upon, but like the morn­ing star which is its em­blem, bright and mu­sic­al. The eyes were not of­fen­ded which she turned upon him nor re­proach­ful. She placed their hands to­geth­er, hand in hand, and said, speak­ing to their hearts:

			—Take hands, Steph­en and Emma. It is a beau­ti­ful even­ing now in heav­en. You have erred but you are al­ways my chil­dren. It is one heart that loves an­oth­er heart. Take hands to­geth­er, my dear chil­dren, and you will be happy to­geth­er and your hearts will love each oth­er.

			The chapel was flooded by the dull scar­let light that filtered through the lowered blinds; and through the fis­sure between the last blind and the sash a shaft of wan light entered like a spear and touched the em­bossed brasses of the can­dle­sticks upon the al­tar that gleamed like the battle-worn mail ar­mour of an­gels.

			Rain was fall­ing on the chapel, on the garden, on the col­lege. It would rain forever, noise­lessly. The wa­ter would rise inch by inch, cov­er­ing the grass and shrubs, cov­er­ing the trees and houses, cov­er­ing the monu­ments and the moun­tain tops. All life would be choked off, noise­lessly: birds, men, ele­phants, pigs, chil­dren: noise­lessly float­ing corpses amid the lit­ter of the wreck­age of the world. Forty days and forty nights the rain would fall till the wa­ters covered the face of the earth.

			It might be. Why not?

			—Hell has en­larged its soul and opened its mouth without any lim­its—words taken, my dear little broth­ers in Christ Je­sus, from the book of Isai­as, fifth chapter, four­teenth verse. In the name of the Fath­er and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.

			The preach­er took a chain­less watch from a pock­et with­in his sou­tane and, hav­ing con­sidered its dial for a mo­ment in si­lence, placed it si­lently be­fore him on the table.

			He began to speak in a quiet tone.

			—Adam and Eve, my dear boys, were, as you know, our first par­ents, and you will re­mem­ber that they were cre­ated by God in or­der that the seats in heav­en left va­cant by the fall of Lu­ci­fer and his re­bel­li­ous an­gels might be filled again. Lu­ci­fer, we are told, was a son of the morn­ing, a ra­di­ant and mighty an­gel; yet he fell: he fell and there fell with him a third part of the host of heav­en: he fell and was hurled with his re­bel­li­ous an­gels in­to hell. What his sin was we can­not say. Theo­lo­gians con­sider that it was the sin of pride, the sin­ful thought con­ceived in an in­stant: non ser­viam: I will not serve. That in­stant was his ru­in.

			He of­fen­ded the majesty of God by the sin­ful thought of one in­stant and God cast him out of heav­en in­to hell forever.

			—Adam and Eve were then cre­ated by God and placed in Eden, in the plain of Dam­as­cus, that lovely garden resplen­dent with sun­light and col­our, teem­ing with lux­uri­ant ve­get­a­tion. The fruit­ful earth gave them her bounty: beasts and birds were their will­ing ser­vants: they knew not the ills our flesh is heir to, dis­ease and poverty and death: all that a great and gen­er­ous God could do for them was done. But there was one con­di­tion im­posed on them by God: obed­i­ence to His word. They were not to eat of the fruit of the for­bid­den tree.

			—Alas, my dear little boys, they too fell. The dev­il, once a shin­ing an­gel, a son of the morn­ing, now a foul fiend came in the shape of a ser­pent, the subtlest of all the beasts of the field. He en­vied them. He, the fallen great one, could not bear to think that man, a be­ing of clay, should pos­sess the in­her­it­ance which he by his sin had for­feited forever. He came to the wo­man, the weak­er ves­sel, and poured the pois­on of his elo­quence in­to her ear, prom­ising her—O, the blas­phemy of that prom­ise!—that if she and Adam ate of the for­bid­den fruit they would be­come as gods, nay as God Him­self. Eve yiel­ded to the wiles of the arch tempter. She ate the apple and gave it also to Adam who had not the mor­al cour­age to res­ist her. The pois­on tongue of Satan had done its work. They fell.

			—And then the voice of God was heard in that garden, call­ing His creature man to ac­count: and Mi­chael, prince of the heav­enly host, with a sword of flame in his hand, ap­peared be­fore the guilty pair and drove them forth from Eden in­to the world, the world of sick­ness and striv­ing, of cruelty and dis­ap­point­ment, of la­bour and hard­ship, to earn their bread in the sweat of their brow. But even then how mer­ci­ful was God! He took pity on our poor de­graded par­ents and prom­ised that in the full­ness of time He would send down from heav­en One who would re­deem them, make them once more chil­dren of God and heirs to the king­dom of heav­en: and that One, that Re­deem­er of fallen man, was to be God’s only be­got­ten Son, the Second Per­son of the Most Blessed Trin­ity, the Etern­al Word.

			—He came. He was born of a vir­gin pure, Mary the vir­gin moth­er. He was born in a poor cow­house in Judea and lived as a humble car­penter for thirty years un­til the hour of His mis­sion had come. And then, filled with love for men, He went forth and called to men to hear the new gos­pel.

			—Did they listen? Yes, they listened but would not hear. He was seized and bound like a com­mon crim­in­al, mocked at as a fool, set aside to give place to a pub­lic rob­ber, scourged with five thou­sand lashes, crowned with a crown of thorns, hustled through the streets by the jew­ish rabble and the Ro­man sol­diery, stripped of his gar­ments and hanged upon a gib­bet and His side was pierced with a lance and from the wounded body of our Lord wa­ter and blood is­sued con­tinu­ally.

			—Yet even then, in that hour of su­preme agony, Our Mer­ci­ful Re­deem­er had pity for man­kind. Yet even there, on the hill of Cal­vary, He foun­ded the holy cath­ol­ic church against which, it is prom­ised, the gates of hell shall not pre­vail. He foun­ded it upon the rock of ages and en­dowed it with His grace, with sac­ra­ments and sac­ri­fice, and prom­ised that if men would obey the word of His church they would still enter in­to etern­al life; but if, after all that had been done for them, they still per­sisted in their wicked­ness, there re­mained for them an etern­ity of tor­ment: hell.

			The preach­er’s voice sank. He paused, joined his palms for an in­stant, par­ted them. Then he re­sumed:

			—Now let us try for a mo­ment to real­ise, as far as we can, the nature of that abode of the damned which the justice of an of­fen­ded God has called in­to ex­ist­ence for the etern­al pun­ish­ment of sin­ners. Hell is a strait and dark and fouls­melling pris­on, an abode of demons and lost souls, filled with fire and smoke. The strait­ness of this pris­on house is ex­pressly de­signed by God to pun­ish those who re­fused to be bound by His laws. In earthly pris­ons the poor cap­tive has at least some liberty of move­ment, were it only with­in the four walls of his cell or in the gloomy yard of his pris­on. Not so in hell. There, by reas­on of the great num­ber of the damned, the pris­on­ers are heaped to­geth­er in their aw­ful pris­on, the walls of which are said to be four thou­sand miles thick: and the damned are so ut­terly bound and help­less that, as a blessed saint, saint An­selm, writes in his book on simil­it­udes, they are not even able to re­move from the eye a worm that gnaws it.

			—They lie in ex­ter­i­or dark­ness. For, re­mem­ber, the fire of hell gives forth no light. As, at the com­mand of God, the fire of the Baby­lo­ni­an fur­nace lost its heat but not its light so, at the com­mand of God, the fire of hell, while re­tain­ing the in­tens­ity of its heat, burns etern­ally in dark­ness. It is a nev­erend­ing storm of dark­ness, dark flames and dark smoke of burn­ing brim­stone, amid which the bod­ies are heaped one upon an­oth­er without even a glimpse of air. Of all the plagues with which the land of the Pharaohs were smit­ten one plague alone, that of dark­ness, was called hor­rible. What name, then, shall we give to the dark­ness of hell which is to last not for three days alone but for all etern­ity?

			—The hor­ror of this strait and dark pris­on is in­creased by its aw­ful stench. All the filth of the world, all the of­fal and scum of the world, we are told, shall run there as to a vast reek­ing sew­er when the ter­rible con­flag­ra­tion of the last day has purged the world. The brim­stone, too, which burns there in such prodi­gious quant­ity fills all hell with its in­tol­er­able stench; and the bod­ies of the damned them­selves ex­hale such a pes­ti­len­tial odour that, as saint Bonaven­ture says, one of them alone would suf­fice to in­fect the whole world. The very air of this world, that pure ele­ment, be­comes foul and un­breath­able when it has been long en­closed. Con­sider then what must be the foul­ness of the air of hell. Ima­gine some foul and pu­trid corpse that has lain rot­ting and de­com­pos­ing in the grave, a jelly­like mass of li­quid cor­rup­tion. Ima­gine such a corpse a prey to flames, de­voured by the fire of burn­ing brim­stone and giv­ing off dense chok­ing fumes of naus­eous loath­some de­com­pos­i­tion. And then ima­gine this sick­en­ing stench, mul­ti­plied a mil­lion­fold and a mil­lion­fold again from the mil­lions upon mil­lions of fet­id car­casses massed to­geth­er in the reek­ing dark­ness, a huge and rot­ting hu­man fungus. Ima­gine all this, and you will have some idea of the hor­ror of the stench of hell.

			—But this stench is not, hor­rible though it is, the greatest phys­ic­al tor­ment to which the damned are sub­jec­ted. The tor­ment of fire is the greatest tor­ment to which the tyr­ant has ever sub­jec­ted his fel­low creatures. Place your fin­ger for a mo­ment in the flame of a candle and you will feel the pain of fire. But our earthly fire was cre­ated by God for the be­ne­fit of man, to main­tain in him the spark of life and to help him in the use­ful arts where­as the fire of hell is of an­oth­er qual­ity and was cre­ated by God to tor­ture and pun­ish the un­re­pent­ant sin­ner. Our earthly fire also con­sumes more or less rap­idly ac­cord­ing as the ob­ject which it at­tacks is more or less com­bust­ible so that hu­man in­genu­ity has even suc­ceeded in in­vent­ing chem­ic­al pre­par­a­tions to check or frus­trate its ac­tion. But the sul­phur­ous brim­stone which burns in hell is a sub­stance which is spe­cially de­signed to burn forever and forever with un­speak­able fury. Moreover, our earthly fire des­troys at the same time as it burns so that the more in­tense it is the short­er is its dur­a­tion; but the fire of hell has this prop­erty that it pre­serves that which it burns and though it rages with in­cred­ible in­tens­ity it rages forever.

			—Our earthly fire again, no mat­ter how fierce or wide­spread it may be, is al­ways of a lim­ited ex­tent: but the lake of fire in hell is bound­less, shore­less and bot­tom­less. It is on re­cord that the dev­il him­self, when asked the ques­tion by a cer­tain sol­dier, was ob­liged to con­fess that if a whole moun­tain were thrown in­to the burn­ing ocean of hell it would be burned up in an in­stant like a piece of wax. And this ter­rible fire will not af­flict the bod­ies of the damned only from without, but each lost soul will be a hell un­to it­self, the bound­less fire ra­ging in its very vi­tals. O, how ter­rible is the lot of those wretched be­ings! The blood seethes and boils in the veins, the brains are boil­ing in the skull, the heart in the breast glow­ing and burst­ing, the bowels a red­hot mass of burn­ing pulp, the tender eyes flam­ing like mol­ten balls.

			—And yet what I have said as to the strength and qual­ity and bound­less­ness of this fire is as noth­ing when com­pared to its in­tens­ity, an in­tens­ity which it has as be­ing the in­stru­ment chosen by di­vine design for the pun­ish­ment of soul and body alike. It is a fire which pro­ceeds dir­ectly from the ire of God, work­ing not of its own activ­ity but as an in­stru­ment of di­vine ven­geance. As the wa­ters of bap­tism cleanse the soul with the body, so do the fires of pun­ish­ment tor­ture the spir­it with the flesh. Every sense of the flesh is tor­tured and every fac­ulty of the soul there­with: the eyes with im­pen­et­rable ut­ter dark­ness, the nose with noi­some odours, the ears with yells and howls and ex­ec­ra­tions, the taste with foul mat­ter, lep­rous cor­rup­tion, name­less suf­foc­at­ing filth, the touch with red­hot goads and spikes, with cruel tongues of flame. And through the sev­er­al tor­ments of the senses the im­mor­tal soul is tor­tured etern­ally in its very es­sence amid the leagues upon leagues of glow­ing fires kindled in the abyss by the of­fen­ded majesty of the Om­ni­po­tent God and fanned in­to ever­last­ing and ever-in­creas­ing fury by the breath of the an­ger of the God­head.

			—Con­sider fi­nally that the tor­ment of this in­fernal pris­on is in­creased by the com­pany of the damned them­selves. Evil com­pany on earth is so nox­ious that the plants, as if by in­stinct, with­draw from the com­pany of what­so­ever is deadly or hurt­ful to them. In hell all laws are over­turned—there is no thought of fam­ily or coun­try, of ties, of re­la­tion­ships. The damned howl and scream at one an­oth­er, their tor­ture and rage in­tens­i­fied by the pres­ence of be­ings tor­tured and ra­ging like them­selves. All sense of hu­man­ity is for­got­ten. The yells of the suf­fer­ing sin­ners fill the re­motest corners of the vast abyss. The mouths of the damned are full of blas­phemies against God and of hatred for their fel­low suf­fer­ers and of curses against those souls which were their ac­com­plices in sin. In olden times it was the cus­tom to pun­ish the par­ri­cide, the man who had raised his mur­der­ous hand against his fath­er, by cast­ing him in­to the depths of the sea in a sack in which were placed a cock, a mon­key, and a ser­pent. The in­ten­tion of those law­givers who framed such a law, which seems cruel in our times, was to pun­ish the crim­in­al by the com­pany of hurt­ful and hate­ful beasts. But what is the fury of those dumb beasts com­pared with the fury of ex­ec­ra­tion which bursts from the parched lips and aching throats of the damned in hell when they be­hold in their com­pan­ions in misery those who aided and abet­ted them in sin, those whose words sowed the first seeds of evil think­ing and evil liv­ing in their minds, those whose im­mod­est sug­ges­tions led them on to sin, those whose eyes temp­ted and al­lured them from the path of vir­tue. They turn upon those ac­com­plices and up­braid them and curse them. But they are help­less and hope­less: it is too late now for re­pent­ance.

			—Last of all con­sider the fright­ful tor­ment to those damned souls, tempters and temp­ted alike, of the com­pany of the dev­ils. These dev­ils will af­flict the damned in two ways, by their pres­ence and by their re­proaches. We can have no idea of how hor­rible these dev­ils are. Saint Cath­er­ine of Si­ena once saw a dev­il and she has writ­ten that, rather than look again for one single in­stant on such a fright­ful mon­ster, she would prefer to walk un­til the end of her life along a track of red coals. These dev­ils, who were once beau­ti­ful an­gels, have be­come as hideous and ugly as they once were beau­ti­ful. They mock and jeer at the lost souls whom they dragged down to ru­in. It is they, the foul demons, who are made in hell the voices of con­science. Why did you sin? Why did you lend an ear to the tempt­ings of friends? Why did you turn aside from your pi­ous prac­tices and good works? Why did you not shun the oc­ca­sions of sin? Why did you not leave that evil com­pan­ion? Why did you not give up that lewd habit, that im­pure habit? Why did you not listen to the coun­sels of your con­fess­or? Why did you not, even after you had fallen the first or the second or the third or the fourth or the hun­dredth time, re­pent of your evil ways and turn to God who only waited for your re­pent­ance to ab­solve you of your sins? Now the time for re­pent­ance has gone by. Time is, time was, but time shall be no more! Time was to sin in secrecy, to in­dulge in that sloth and pride, to cov­et the un­law­ful, to yield to the prompt­ings of your lower nature, to live like the beasts of the field, nay worse than the beasts of the field, for they, at least, are but brutes and have no reas­on to guide them: time was, but time shall be no more. God spoke to you by so many voices, but you would not hear. You would not crush out that pride and an­ger in your heart, you would not re­store those ill-got­ten goods, you would not obey the pre­cepts of your holy church nor at­tend to your re­li­gious du­ties, you would not aban­don those wicked com­pan­ions, you would not avoid those dan­ger­ous tempta­tions. Such is the lan­guage of those fiendish tor­ment­ors, words of taunt­ing and of re­proach, of hatred and of dis­gust. Of dis­gust, yes! For even they, the very dev­ils, when they sinned, sinned by such a sin as alone was com­pat­ible with such an­gel­ic­al natures, a re­bel­lion of the in­tel­lect: and they, even they, the foul dev­ils must turn away, re­vol­ted and dis­gus­ted, from the con­tem­pla­tion of those un­speak­able sins by which de­graded man out­rages and de­files the temple of the Holy Ghost, de­files and pol­lutes him­self.

			—O, my dear little broth­ers in Christ, may it nev­er be our lot to hear that lan­guage! May it nev­er be our lot, I say! In the last day of ter­rible reck­on­ing I pray fer­vently to God that not a single soul of those who are in this chapel today may be found among those miser­able be­ings whom the Great Judge shall com­mand to de­part forever from His sight, that not one of us may ever hear ringing in his ears the aw­ful sen­tence of re­jec­tion: De­part from me, ye cursed, in­to ever­last­ing fire which was pre­pared for the dev­il and his an­gels!

			He came down the aisle of the chapel, his legs shak­ing and the scalp of his head trem­bling as though it had been touched by ghostly fin­gers. He passed up the stair­case and in­to the cor­ridor along the walls of which the over­coats and wa­ter­proofs hung like gib­beted mal­efact­ors, head­less and drip­ping and shape­less. And at every step he feared that he had already died, that his soul had been wrenched forth of the sheath of his body, that he was plunging head­long through space.

			He could not grip the floor with his feet and sat heav­ily at his desk, open­ing one of his books at ran­dom and por­ing over it. Every word for him. It was true. God was almighty. God could call him now, call him as he sat at his desk, be­fore he had time to be con­scious of the sum­mons. God had called him. Yes? What? Yes? His flesh shrank to­geth­er as it felt the ap­proach of the raven­ous tongues of flames, dried up as it felt about it the swirl of stifling air. He had died. Yes. He was judged. A wave of fire swept through his body: the first. Again a wave. His brain began to glow. An­oth­er. His brain was sim­mer­ing and bub­bling with­in the crack­ing tene­ment of the skull. Flames burst forth from his skull like a co­rolla, shriek­ing like voices:

			—Hell! Hell! Hell! Hell! Hell!

			Voices spoke near him:

			—On hell.

			—I sup­pose he rubbed it in­to you well.

			—You bet he did. He put us all in­to a blue funk.

			—That’s what you fel­lows want: and plenty of it to make you work.

			He leaned back weakly in his desk. He had not died. God had spared him still. He was still in the fa­mil­i­ar world of the school. Mr. Tate and Vin­cent Her­on stood at the win­dow, talk­ing, jest­ing, gaz­ing out at the bleak rain, mov­ing their heads.

			—I wish it would clear up. I had ar­ranged to go for a spin on the bike with some fel­lows out by Ma­lahide. But the roads must be kneedeep.

			—It might clear up, sir.

			The voices that he knew so well, the com­mon words, the quiet of the classroom when the voices paused and the si­lence was filled by the sound of softly brows­ing cattle as the oth­er boys munched their lunches tran­quilly, lulled his aching soul.

			There was still time. O Mary, refuge of sin­ners, in­ter­cede for him! O Vir­gin Un­defiled, save him from the gulf of death!

			The Eng­lish les­son began with the hear­ing of the his­tory. Roy­al per­sons, fa­vour­ites, in­triguers, bish­ops, passed like mute phantoms be­hind their veil of names. All had died: all had been judged. What did it profit a man to gain the whole world if he lost his soul? At last he had un­der­stood: and hu­man life lay around him, a plain of peace where­on ant­like men la­boured in broth­er­hood, their dead sleep­ing un­der quiet mounds. The el­bow of his com­pan­ion touched him and his heart was touched: and when he spoke to an­swer a ques­tion of his mas­ter he heard his own voice full of the quiet­ude of hu­mil­ity and con­tri­tion.

			His soul sank back deep­er in­to depths of con­trite peace, no longer able to suf­fer the pain of dread, and send­ing forth, as he sank, a faint pray­er. Ah yes, he would still be spared; he would re­pent in his heart and be for­giv­en; and then those above, those in heav­en, would see what he would do to make up for the past: a whole life, every hour of life. Only wait.

			—All, God! All, all!

			A mes­sen­ger came to the door to say that con­fes­sions were be­ing heard in the chapel. Four boys left the room; and he heard oth­ers passing down the cor­ridor. A trem­u­lous chill blew round his heart, no stronger than a little wind, and yet, listen­ing and suf­fer­ing si­lently, he seemed to have laid an ear against the muscle of his own heart, feel­ing it close and quail, listen­ing to the flut­ter of its vent­ricles.

			No es­cape. He had to con­fess, to speak out in words what he had done and thought, sin after sin. How? How?

			—Fath­er, I …

			The thought slid like a cold shin­ing rapi­er in­to his tender flesh: con­fes­sion. But not there in the chapel of the col­lege. He would con­fess all, every sin of deed and thought, sin­cerely; but not there among his school com­pan­ions. Far away from there in some dark place he would mur­mur out his own shame; and he be­sought God humbly not to be of­fen­ded with him if he did not dare to con­fess in the col­lege chapel and in ut­ter ab­jec­tion of spir­it he craved for­give­ness mutely of the boy­ish hearts about him.

			Time passed.

			He sat again in the front bench of the chapel. The day­light without was already fail­ing and, as it fell slowly through the dull red blinds, it seemed that the sun of the last day was go­ing down and that all souls were be­ing gathered for the judge­ment.

			—I am cast away from the sight of Thine eyes: words taken, my dear little broth­ers in Christ, from the Book of Psalms, thir­ti­eth chapter, twentythird verse. In the name of the Fath­er and of the Son and of the Holy Ghost. Amen.

			The preach­er began to speak in a quiet friendly tone. His face was kind and he joined gently the fin­gers of each hand, form­ing a frail cage by the uni­on of their tips.

			—This morn­ing we en­deav­oured, in our re­flec­tion upon hell, to make what our holy founder calls in his book of spir­itu­al ex­er­cises, the com­pos­i­tion of place. We en­deav­oured, that is, to ima­gine with the senses of the mind, in our ima­gin­a­tion, the ma­ter­i­al char­ac­ter of that aw­ful place and of the phys­ic­al tor­ments which all who are in hell en­dure. This even­ing we shall con­sider for a few mo­ments the nature of the spir­itu­al tor­ments of hell.

			—Sin, re­mem­ber, is a two­fold enorm­ity. It is a base con­sent to the prompt­ings of our cor­rupt nature to the lower in­stincts, to that which is gross and beast­like; and it is also a turn­ing away from the coun­sel of our high­er nature, from all that is pure and holy, from the Holy God Him­self. For this reas­on mor­tal sin is pun­ished in hell by two dif­fer­ent forms of pun­ish­ment, phys­ic­al and spir­itu­al.

			Now of all these spir­itu­al pains by far the greatest is the pain of loss, so great, in fact, that in it­self it is a tor­ment great­er than all the oth­ers. Saint Thomas, the greatest doc­tor of the church, the an­gel­ic doc­tor, as he is called, says that the worst dam­na­tion con­sists in this that the un­der­stand­ing of man is totally de­prived of di­vine light and his af­fec­tion ob­stin­ately turned away from the good­ness of God. God, re­mem­ber, is a be­ing in­fin­itely good, and there­fore the loss of such a be­ing must be a loss in­fin­itely pain­ful. In this life we have not a very clear idea of what such a loss must be, but the damned in hell, for their great­er tor­ment, have a full un­der­stand­ing of that which they have lost, and un­der­stand that they have lost it through their own sins and have lost it forever. At the very in­stant of death the bonds of the flesh are broken asun­der and the soul at once flies to­wards God as to­wards the centre of her ex­ist­ence. Re­mem­ber, my dear little boys, our souls long to be with God. We come from God, we live by God, we be­long to God: we are His, in­ali­en­ably His. God loves with a di­vine love every hu­man soul and every hu­man soul lives in that love. How could it be oth­er­wise? Every breath that we draw, every thought of our brain, every in­stant of life pro­ceeds from God’s in­ex­haust­ible good­ness. And if it be pain for a moth­er to be par­ted from her child, for a man to be ex­iled from hearth and home, for friend to be sundered from friend, O think what pain, what an­guish it must be for the poor soul to be spurned from the pres­ence of the su­premely good and lov­ing Cre­at­or Who has called that soul in­to ex­ist­ence from noth­ing­ness and sus­tained it in life and loved it with an im­meas­ur­able love. This, then, to be sep­ar­ated forever from its greatest good, from God, and to feel the an­guish of that sep­ar­a­tion, know­ing full well that it is un­change­able: this is the greatest tor­ment which the cre­ated soul is cap­able of bear­ing, pœna damni, the pain of loss.

			The second pain which will af­flict the souls of the damned in hell is the pain of con­science. Just as in dead bod­ies worms are en­gendered by pu­tre­fac­tion, so in the souls of the lost there arises a per­petu­al re­morse from the pu­tre­fac­tion of sin, the sting of con­science, the worm, as Pope In­no­cent the Third calls it, of the triple sting. The first sting in­flic­ted by this cruel worm will be the memory of past pleas­ures. O what a dread­ful memory will that be! In the lake of allde­vour­ing flame the proud king will re­mem­ber the pomps of his court, the wise but wicked man his lib­rar­ies and in­stru­ments of re­search, the lov­er of artist­ic pleas­ures his marbles and pic­tures and oth­er art treas­ures, he who de­lighted in the pleas­ures of the table his gor­geous feasts, his dishes pre­pared with such del­ic­acy, his choice wines; the miser will re­mem­ber his hoard of gold, the rob­ber his illgot­ten wealth, the angry and re­venge­ful and mer­ci­less mur­der­ers their deeds of blood and vi­ol­ence in which they rev­elled, the im­pure and adul­ter­ous the un­speak­able and filthy pleas­ures in which they de­lighted. They will re­mem­ber all this and loathe them­selves and their sins. For how miser­able will all those pleas­ures seem to the soul con­demned to suf­fer in hell­fire for ages and ages. How they will rage and fume to think that they have lost the bliss of heav­en for the dross of earth, for a few pieces of met­al, for vain hon­ours, for bod­ily com­forts, for a tingling of the nerves. They will re­pent in­deed: and this is the second sting of the worm of con­science, a late and fruit­less sor­row for sins com­mit­ted. Di­vine justice in­sists that the un­der­stand­ing of those miser­able wretches be fixed con­tinu­ally on the sins of which they were guilty, and moreover, as saint Au­gustine points out, God will im­part to them His own know­ledge of sin, so that sin will ap­pear to them in all its hideous malice as it ap­pears to the eyes of God Him­self. They will be­hold their sins in all their foul­ness and re­pent but it will be too late and then they will be­wail the good oc­ca­sions which they neg­lected. This is the last and deep­est and most cruel sting of the worm of con­science. The con­science will say: You had time and op­por­tun­ity to re­pent and would not. You were brought up re­li­giously by your par­ents. You had the sac­ra­ments and grace and in­dul­gences of the church to aid you. You had the min­is­ter of God to preach to you, to call you back when you had strayed, to for­give you your sins, no mat­ter how many, how ab­om­in­able, if only you had con­fessed and re­pen­ted. No. You would not. You flouted the min­is­ters of holy re­li­gion, you turned your back on the con­fes­sion­al, you wal­lowed deep­er and deep­er in the mire of sin. God ap­pealed to you, threatened you, en­treated you to re­turn to Him. O, what shame, what misery! The Ruler of the uni­verse en­treated you, a creature of clay, to love Him Who made you and to keep His law. No. You would not. And now, though you were to flood all hell with your tears if you could still weep, all that sea of re­pent­ance would not gain for you what a single tear of true re­pent­ance shed dur­ing your mor­tal life would have gained for you. You im­plore now a mo­ment of earthly life wherein to re­pent: in vain. That time is gone: gone forever.

			—Such is the threefold sting of con­science, the vi­per which gnaws the very heart’s core of the wretches in hell, so that filled with hellish fury they curse them­selves for their folly and curse the evil com­pan­ions who have brought them to such ru­in and curse the dev­ils who temp­ted them in life and now mock them in etern­ity and even re­vile and curse the Su­preme Be­ing Whose good­ness and pa­tience they scorned and slighted but Whose justice and power they can­not evade.

			—The next spir­itu­al pain to which the damned are sub­jec­ted is the pain of ex­ten­sion. Man, in this earthly life, though he be cap­able of many evils, is not cap­able of them all at once, inas­much as one evil cor­rects and coun­ter­acts an­oth­er just as one pois­on fre­quently cor­rects an­oth­er. In hell, on the con­trary, one tor­ment, in­stead of coun­ter­act­ing an­oth­er, lends it still great­er force: and, moreover, as the in­tern­al fac­ulties are more per­fect than the ex­tern­al senses, so are they more cap­able of suf­fer­ing. Just as every sense is af­flic­ted with a fit­ting tor­ment, so is every spir­itu­al fac­ulty; the fancy with hor­rible im­ages, the sens­it­ive fac­ulty with al­tern­ate long­ing and rage, the mind and un­der­stand­ing with an in­teri­or dark­ness more ter­rible even than the ex­ter­i­or dark­ness which reigns in that dread­ful pris­on. The malice, im­pot­ent though it be, which pos­sesses these de­mon souls is an evil of bound­less ex­ten­sion, of lim­it­less dur­a­tion, a fright­ful state of wicked­ness which we can scarcely real­ise un­less we bear in mind the enorm­ity of sin and the hatred God bears to it.

			—Op­posed to this pain of ex­ten­sion and yet co­ex­ist­ent with it we have the pain of in­tens­ity. Hell is the centre of evils and, as you know, things are more in­tense at their centres than at their re­motest points. There are no con­trar­ies or ad­mix­tures of any kind to tem­per or soften in the least the pains of hell. Nay, things which are good in them­selves be­come evil in hell. Com­pany, else­where a source of com­fort to the af­flic­ted, will be there a con­tinu­al tor­ment: know­ledge, so much longed for as the chief good of the in­tel­lect, will there be hated worse than ig­nor­ance: light, so much coveted by all creatures from the lord of cre­ation down to the humblest plant in the forest, will be loathed in­tensely. In this life our sor­rows are either not very long or not very great be­cause nature either over­comes them by habits or puts an end to them by sink­ing un­der their weight. But in hell the tor­ments can­not be over­come by habit, for while they are of ter­rible in­tens­ity they are at the same time of con­tinu­al vari­ety, each pain, so to speak, tak­ing fire from an­oth­er and re-en­dow­ing that which has en­kindled it with a still fiercer flame. Nor can nature es­cape from these in­tense and vari­ous tor­tures by suc­cumb­ing to them for the soul is sus­tained and main­tained in evil so that its suf­fer­ing may be the great­er. Bound­less ex­ten­sion of tor­ment, in­cred­ible in­tens­ity of suf­fer­ing, un­ceas­ing vari­ety of tor­ture—this is what the di­vine majesty, so out­raged by sin­ners, de­mands; this is what the holi­ness of heav­en, slighted and set aside for the lust­ful and low pleas­ures of the cor­rupt flesh, re­quires; this is what the blood of the in­no­cent Lamb of God, shed for the re­demp­tion of sin­ners, trampled upon by the vilest of the vile, in­sists upon.

			—Last and crown­ing tor­ture of all the tor­tures of that aw­ful place is the etern­ity of hell. Etern­ity! O, dread and dire word. Etern­ity! What mind of man can un­der­stand it? And re­mem­ber, it is an etern­ity of pain. Even though the pains of hell were not so ter­rible as they are, yet they would be­come in­fin­ite, as they are destined to last forever. But while they are ever­last­ing they are at the same time, as you know, in­tol­er­ably in­tense, un­bear­ably ex­tens­ive. To bear even the sting of an in­sect for all etern­ity would be a dread­ful tor­ment. What must it be, then, to bear the man­i­fold tor­tures of hell forever? Forever! For all etern­ity! Not for a year or for an age but forever. Try to ima­gine the aw­ful mean­ing of this. You have of­ten seen the sand on the sea­shore. How fine are its tiny grains! And how many of those tiny little grains go to make up the small hand­ful which a child grasps in its play. Now ima­gine a moun­tain of that sand, a mil­lion miles high, reach­ing from the earth to the farthest heav­ens, and a mil­lion miles broad, ex­tend­ing to re­motest space, and a mil­lion miles in thick­ness; and ima­gine such an enorm­ous mass of count­less particles of sand mul­ti­plied as of­ten as there are leaves in the forest, drops of wa­ter in the mighty ocean, feath­ers on birds, scales on fish, hairs on an­im­als, atoms in the vast ex­panse of the air: and ima­gine that at the end of every mil­lion years a little bird came to that moun­tain and car­ried away in its beak a tiny grain of that sand. How many mil­lions upon mil­lions of cen­tur­ies would pass be­fore that bird had car­ried away even a square foot of that moun­tain, how many eons upon eons of ages be­fore it had car­ried away all? Yet at the end of that im­mense stretch of time not even one in­stant of etern­ity could be said to have ended. At the end of all those bil­lions and tril­lions of years etern­ity would have scarcely be­gun. And if that moun­tain rose again after it had been all car­ried away, and if the bird came again and car­ried it all away again grain by grain, and if it so rose and sank as many times as there are stars in the sky, atoms in the air, drops of wa­ter in the sea, leaves on the trees, feath­ers upon birds, scales upon fish, hairs upon an­im­als, at the end of all those in­nu­mer­able risings and sink­ings of that im­meas­ur­ably vast moun­tain not one single in­stant of etern­ity could be said to have ended; even then, at the end of such a peri­od, after that eon of time the mere thought of which makes our very brain reel dizzily, etern­ity would scarcely have be­gun.

			—A holy saint (one of our own fath­ers I be­lieve it was) was once vouch­safed a vis­ion of hell. It seemed to him that he stood in the midst of a great hall, dark and si­lent save for the tick­ing of a great clock. The tick­ing went on un­ceas­ingly; and it seemed to this saint that the sound of the tick­ing was the cease­less re­pe­ti­tion of the words: ever, nev­er; ever, nev­er. Ever to be in hell, nev­er to be in heav­en; ever to be shut off from the pres­ence of God, nev­er to en­joy the be­atif­ic vis­ion; ever to be eaten with flames, gnawed by ver­min, goaded with burn­ing spikes, nev­er to be free from those pains; ever to have the con­science up­braid one, the memory en­rage, the mind filled with dark­ness and des­pair, nev­er to es­cape; ever to curse and re­vile the foul demons who gloat fiendishly over the misery of their dupes, nev­er to be­hold the shin­ing raiment of the blessed spir­its; ever to cry out of the abyss of fire to God for an in­stant, a single in­stant, of res­pite from such aw­ful agony, nev­er to re­ceive, even for an in­stant, God’s par­don; ever to suf­fer, nev­er to en­joy; ever to be damned, nev­er to be saved; ever, nev­er; ever, nev­er. O, what a dread­ful pun­ish­ment! An etern­ity of end­less agony, of end­less bod­ily and spir­itu­al tor­ment, without one ray of hope, without one mo­ment of ces­sa­tion, of agony lim­it­less in in­tens­ity, of tor­ment in­fin­itely var­ied, of tor­ture that sus­tains etern­ally that which it etern­ally de­vours, of an­guish that ever­last­ingly preys upon the spir­it while it racks the flesh, an etern­ity, every in­stant of which is it­self an etern­ity of woe. Such is the ter­rible pun­ish­ment de­creed for those who die in mor­tal sin by an almighty and a just God.

			—Yes, a just God! Men, reas­on­ing al­ways as men, are as­ton­ished that God should mete out an ever­last­ing and in­fin­ite pun­ish­ment in the fires of hell for a single griev­ous sin. They reas­on thus be­cause, blinded by the gross il­lu­sion of the flesh and the dark­ness of hu­man un­der­stand­ing, they are un­able to com­pre­hend the hideous malice of mor­tal sin. They reas­on thus be­cause they are un­able to com­pre­hend that even ve­ni­al sin is of such a foul and hideous nature that even if the om­ni­po­tent Cre­at­or could end all the evil and misery in the world, the wars, the dis­eases, the rob­ber­ies, the crimes, the deaths, the murders, on con­di­tion that he al­lowed a single ve­ni­al sin to pass un­pun­ished, a single ve­ni­al sin, a lie, an angry look, a mo­ment of wil­ful sloth, He, the great om­ni­po­tent God could not do so be­cause sin, be it in thought or deed, is a trans­gres­sion of His law and God would not be God if He did not pun­ish the trans­gressor.

			—A sin, an in­stant of re­bel­li­ous pride of the in­tel­lect, made Lu­ci­fer and a third part of the co­hort of an­gels fall from their glory. A sin, an in­stant of folly and weak­ness, drove Adam and Eve out of Eden and brought death and suf­fer­ing in­to the world. To re­trieve the con­sequences of that sin the Only Be­got­ten Son of God came down to earth, lived and suffered and died a most pain­ful death, hanging for three hours on the cross.

			—O, my dear little brethren in Christ Je­sus, will we then of­fend that good Re­deem­er and pro­voke His an­ger? Will we trample again upon that torn and mangled corpse? Will we spit upon that face so full of sor­row and love? Will we too, like the cruel jews and the bru­tal sol­diers, mock that gentle and com­pas­sion­ate Sa­viour Who trod alone for our sake the aw­ful winepress of sor­row? Every word of sin is a wound in His tender side. Every sin­ful act is a thorn pier­cing His head. Every im­pure thought, de­lib­er­ately yiel­ded to, is a keen lance trans­fix­ing that sac­red and lov­ing heart. No, no. It is im­possible for any hu­man be­ing to do that which of­fends so deeply the di­vine Majesty, that which is pun­ished by an etern­ity of agony, that which cru­ci­fies again the Son of God and makes a mock­ery of Him.

			—I pray to God that my poor words may have availed today to con­firm in holi­ness those who are in a state of grace, to strengthen the waver­ing, to lead back to the state of grace the poor soul that has strayed if any such be among you. I pray to God, and do you pray with me, that we may re­pent of our sins. I will ask you now, all of you, to re­peat after me the act of con­tri­tion, kneel­ing here in this humble chapel in the pres­ence of God. He is there in the tab­er­nacle burn­ing with love for man­kind, ready to com­fort the af­flic­ted. Be not afraid. No mat­ter how many or how foul the sins if you only re­pent of them they will be for­giv­en you. Let no worldly shame hold you back. God is still the mer­ci­ful Lord who wishes not the etern­al death of the sin­ner but rather that he be con­ver­ted and live.

			—He calls you to Him. You are His. He made you out of noth­ing. He loved you as only a God can love. His arms are open to re­ceive you even though you have sinned against Him. Come to Him, poor sin­ner, poor vain and erring sin­ner. Now is the ac­cept­able time. Now is the hour.

			The priest rose and, turn­ing to­wards the al­tar, knelt upon the step be­fore the tab­er­nacle in the fallen gloom. He waited till all in the chapel had knelt and every least noise was still. Then, rais­ing his head, he re­peated the act of con­tri­tion, phrase by phrase, with fer­vour. The boys answered him phrase by phrase. Steph­en, his tongue cleav­ing to his pal­ate, bowed his head, pray­ing with his heart.

			
				—O my God!—

				—O my God!—

				—I am heart­ily sorry—

				—I am heart­ily sorry—

				—for hav­ing of­fen­ded Thee—

				—for hav­ing of­fen­ded Thee—

				—and I de­test my sins—

				—and I de­test my sins—

				—above every oth­er evil—

				—above every oth­er evil—

				—be­cause they dis­please Thee, my God—

				—be­cause they dis­please Thee, my God—

				—Who art so de­serving—

				—Who art so de­serving—

				—of all my love—

				—of all my love—

				—and I firmly pur­pose—

				—and I firmly pur­pose—

				—by Thy holy grace—

				—by Thy holy grace—

				—nev­er more to of­fend Thee—

				—nev­er more to of­fend Thee—

				—and to amend my life—

				—and to amend my life—

			

			

			He went up to his room after din­ner in or­der to be alone with his soul, and at every step his soul seemed to sigh; at every step his soul moun­ted with his feet, sigh­ing in the as­cent, through a re­gion of vis­cid gloom.

			He hal­ted on the land­ing be­fore the door and then, grasp­ing the por­cel­ain knob, opened the door quickly. He waited in fear, his soul pin­ing with­in him, pray­ing si­lently that death might not touch his brow as he passed over the threshold, that the fiends that in­hab­it dark­ness might not be giv­en power over him. He waited still at the threshold as at the en­trance to some dark cave. Faces were there; eyes: they waited and watched.

			—We knew per­fectly well of course that though it was bound to come to the light he would find con­sid­er­able dif­fi­culty in en­deav­our­ing to try to in­duce him­self to try to en­deav­our to as­cer­tain the spir­itu­al pleni­po­ten­tiary and so we knew of course per­fectly well—

			Mur­mur­ing faces waited and watched; mur­mur­ous voices filled the dark shell of the cave. He feared in­tensely in spir­it and in flesh but, rais­ing his head bravely, he strode in­to the room firmly. A door­way, a room, the same room, same win­dow. He told him­self calmly that those words had ab­so­lutely no sense which had seemed to rise mur­mur­ously from the dark. He told him­self that it was simply his room with the door open.

			He closed the door and, walk­ing swiftly to the bed, knelt be­side it and covered his face with his hands. His hands were cold and damp and his limbs ached with chill. Bod­ily un­rest and chill and wear­i­ness be­set him, rout­ing his thoughts. Why was he kneel­ing there like a child say­ing his even­ing pray­ers? To be alone with his soul, to ex­am­ine his con­science, to meet his sins face to face, to re­call their times and man­ners and cir­cum­stances, to weep over them. He could not weep. He could not sum­mon them to his memory. He felt only an ache of soul and body, his whole be­ing, memory, will, un­der­stand­ing, flesh, be­numbed and weary.

			That was the work of dev­ils, to scat­ter his thoughts and over­cloud his con­science, as­sail­ing him at the gates of the cow­ardly and sin­cor­rup­ted flesh: and, pray­ing God tim­idly to for­give him his weak­ness, he crawled up on to the bed and, wrap­ping the blankets closely about him, covered his face again with his hands. He had sinned. He had sinned so deeply against heav­en and be­fore God that he was not worthy to be called God’s child.

			Could it be that he, Steph­en Dedalus, had done those things? His con­science sighed in an­swer. Yes, he had done them, secretly, filthily, time after time, and, hardened in sin­ful im­pen­it­ence, he had dared to wear the mask of holi­ness be­fore the tab­er­nacle it­self while his soul with­in was a liv­ing mass of cor­rup­tion. How came it that God had not struck him dead? The lep­rous com­pany of his sins closed about him, breath­ing upon him, bend­ing over him from all sides. He strove to for­get them in an act of pray­er, hud­dling his limbs closer to­geth­er and bind­ing down his eye­lids: but the senses of his soul would not be bound and, though his eyes were shut fast, he saw the places where he had sinned and, though his ears were tightly covered, he heard. He de­sired with all his will not to hear or see. He de­sired till his frame shook un­der the strain of his de­sire and un­til the senses of his soul closed. They closed for an in­stant and then opened. He saw.

			A field of stiff weeds and thistles and tufted nettle-bunches. Thick among the tufts of rank stiff growth lay battered can­is­ters and clots and coils of sol­id ex­cre­ment. A faint marsh­light strug­gling up­wards from all the ordure through the brist­ling grey­green weeds. An evil smell, faint and foul as the light, curled up­wards slug­gishly out of the can­is­ters and from the stale crus­ted dung.

			Creatures were in the field; one, three, six: creatures were mov­ing in the field, hith­er and thith­er. Goat­ish creatures with hu­man faces, hornybrowed, lightly bearded and grey as in­diarub­ber. The malice of evil glittered in their hard eyes, as they moved hith­er and thith­er, trail­ing their long tails be­hind them. A ric­tus of cruel ma­lig­nity lit up greyly their old bony faces. One was clasp­ing about his ribs a torn flan­nel waist­coat, an­oth­er com­plained mono­ton­ously as his beard stuck in the tufted weeds. Soft lan­guage is­sued from their spittle­less lips as they swished in slow circles round and round the field, wind­ing hith­er and thith­er through the weeds, drag­ging their long tails amid the rat­tling can­is­ters. They moved in slow circles, circ­ling closer and closer to en­close, to en­close, soft lan­guage is­su­ing from their lips, their long swish­ing tails be­smeared with stale shite, thrust­ing up­wards their ter­rif­ic faces …

			Help!

			He flung the blankets from him madly to free his face and neck. That was his hell. God had al­lowed him to see the hell re­served for his sins: stink­ing, bes­ti­al, ma­lig­nant, a hell of lech­er­ous goat­ish fiends. For him! For him!

			He sprang from the bed, the reek­ing odour pour­ing down his throat, clog­ging and re­volt­ing his en­trails. Air! The air of heav­en! He stumbled to­wards the win­dow, groan­ing and al­most faint­ing with sick­ness. At the wash­stand a con­vul­sion seized him with­in; and, clasp­ing his cold fore­head wildly, he vomited pro­fusely in agony.

			When the fit had spent it­self he walked weakly to the win­dow and, lift­ing the sash, sat in a corner of the em­bras­ure and leaned his el­bow upon the sill. The rain had drawn off; and amid the mov­ing va­pours from point to point of light the city was spin­ning about her­self a soft co­coon of yel­low­ish haze. Heav­en was still and faintly lu­min­ous and the air sweet to breathe, as in a thick­et drenched with showers; and amid peace and shim­mer­ing lights and quiet fra­grance he made a cov­en­ant with his heart.

			He prayed:

			
				—He once had meant to come on earth in heav­enly glory but we sinned: and then He could not safely vis­it us but with a shrouded majesty and a be­dimmed ra­di­ance for He was God. So He came Him­self in weak­ness not in power and He sent thee, a creature in His stead, with a creature’s come­li­ness and lustre suited to our state. And now thy very face and form, dear moth­er, speak to us of the Etern­al; not like earthly beauty, dan­ger­ous to look upon, but like the morn­ing star which is thy em­blem, bright and mu­sic­al, breath­ing pur­ity, telling of heav­en and in­fus­ing peace. O har­bring­er of day! O light of the pil­grim! Lead us still as thou hast led. In the dark night, across the bleak wil­der­ness guide us on to our Lord Je­sus, guide us home.

			

			His eyes were dimmed with tears and, look­ing humbly up to heav­en, he wept for the in­no­cence he had lost.

			When even­ing had fallen he left the house, and the first touch of the damp dark air and the noise of the door as it closed be­hind him made ache again his con­science, lulled by pray­er and tears. Con­fess! Con­fess! It was not enough to lull the con­science with a tear and a pray­er. He had to kneel be­fore the min­is­ter of the Holy Ghost and tell over his hid­den sins truly and re­pent­antly. Be­fore he heard again the foot­board of the house­door trail over the threshold as it opened to let him in, be­fore he saw again the table in the kit­chen set for sup­per he would have knelt and con­fessed. It was quite simple.

			The ache of con­science ceased and he walked on­ward swiftly through the dark streets. There were so many flag­stones on the foot­path of that street and so many streets in that city and so many cit­ies in the world. Yet etern­ity had no end. He was in mor­tal sin. Even once was a mor­tal sin. It could hap­pen in an in­stant. But how so quickly? By see­ing or by think­ing of see­ing. The eyes see the thing, without hav­ing wished first to see. Then in an in­stant it hap­pens. But does that part of the body un­der­stand or what? The ser­pent, the most subtle beast of the field. It must un­der­stand when it de­sires in one in­stant and then pro­longs its own de­sire in­stant after in­stant, sin­fully. It feels and un­der­stands and de­sires. What a hor­rible thing! Who made it to be like that, a bes­ti­al part of the body able to un­der­stand bes­ti­ally and de­sire bes­ti­ally? Was that then he or an in­hu­man thing moved by a lower soul? His soul sickened at the thought of a tor­pid snaky life feed­ing it­self out of the tender mar­row of his life and fat­ten­ing upon the slime of lust. O why was that so? O why?

			He cowered in the shad­ow of the thought, abas­ing him­self in the awe of God Who had made all things and all men. Mad­ness. Who could think such a thought? And, cower­ing in dark­ness and ab­ject, he prayed mutely to his guard­i­an an­gel to drive away with his sword the de­mon that was whis­per­ing to his brain.

			The whis­per ceased and he knew then clearly that his own soul had sinned in thought and word and deed wil­fully through his own body. Con­fess! He had to con­fess every sin. How could he ut­ter in words to the priest what he had done? Must, must. Or how could he ex­plain without dy­ing of shame? Or how could he have done such things without shame? A mad­man! Con­fess! O he would in­deed to be free and sin­less again! Per­haps the priest would know. O dear God!

			He walked on and on through ill-lit streets, fear­ing to stand still for a mo­ment lest it might seem that he held back from what awaited him, fear­ing to ar­rive at that to­wards which he still turned with long­ing. How beau­ti­ful must be a soul in the state of grace when God looked upon it with love!

			Frowsy girls sat along the curb­stones be­fore their bas­kets. Their dank hair hung trailed over their brows. They were not beau­ti­ful to see as they crouched in the mire. But their souls were seen by God; and if their souls were in a state of grace they were ra­di­ant to see: and God loved them, see­ing them.

			A wast­ing breath of hu­mi­li­ation blew bleakly over his soul to think of how he had fallen, to feel that those souls were dear­er to God than his. The wind blew over him and passed on to the myri­ads and myri­ads of oth­er souls on whom God’s fa­vour shone now more and now less, stars now bright­er and now dim­mer, sus­tained and fail­ing. And the glim­mer­ing souls passed away, sus­tained and fail­ing, merged in a mov­ing breath. One soul was lost; a tiny soul: his. It flickered once and went out, for­got­ten, lost. The end: black, cold, void waste.

			Con­scious­ness of place came ebbing back to him slowly over a vast tract of time un­lit, un­felt, un­lived. The squal­id scene com­posed it­self around him; the com­mon ac­cents, the burn­ing gas­jets in the shops, odours of fish and spir­its and wet saw­dust, mov­ing men and wo­men. An old wo­man was about to cross the street, an oil­can in her hand. He bent down and asked her was there a chapel near.

			—A chapel, sir? Yes, sir. Church Street chapel.

			—Church?

			She shif­ted the can to her oth­er hand and dir­ec­ted him; and, as she held out her reek­ing withered right hand un­der its fringe of shawl, he bent lower to­wards her, saddened and soothed by her voice.

			—Thank you.

			—You are quite wel­come, sir.

			The candles on the high al­tar had been ex­tin­guished but the fra­grance of in­cense still floated down the dim nave. Bearded work­men with pi­ous faces were guid­ing a can­opy out through a side door, the sac­ristan aid­ing them with quiet ges­tures and words. A few of the faith­ful still lingered pray­ing be­fore one of the sideal­tars or kneel­ing in the benches near the con­fes­sion­als. He ap­proached tim­idly and knelt at the last bench in the body, thank­ful for the peace and si­lence and fra­grant shad­ow of the church. The board on which he knelt was nar­row and worn and those who knelt near him were humble fol­low­ers of Je­sus. Je­sus too had been born in poverty and had worked in the shop of a car­penter, cut­ting boards and plan­ing them, and had first spoken of the king­dom of God to poor fish­er­men, teach­ing all men to be meek and humble of heart.

			He bowed his head upon his hands, bid­ding his heart be meek and humble that he might be like those who knelt be­side him and his pray­er as ac­cept­able as theirs. He prayed be­side them but it was hard. His soul was foul with sin and he dared not ask for­give­ness with the simple trust of those whom Je­sus, in the mys­ter­i­ous ways of God, had called first to His side, the car­penters, the fish­er­men, poor and simple people fol­low­ing a lowly trade, hand­ling and shap­ing the wood of trees, mend­ing their nets with pa­tience.

			A tall fig­ure came down the aisle and the pen­it­ents stirred; and at the last mo­ment, glan­cing up swiftly, he saw a long grey beard and the brown habit of a capuchin. The priest entered the box and was hid­den. Two pen­it­ents rose and entered the con­fes­sion­al at either side. The wooden slide was drawn back and the faint mur­mur of a voice troubled the si­lence.

			His blood began to mur­mur in his veins, mur­mur­ing like a sin­ful city summoned from its sleep to hear its doom. Little flakes of fire fell and powdery ashes fell softly, alight­ing on the houses of men. They stirred, wak­ing from sleep, troubled by the heated air.

			The slide was shot back. The pen­it­ent emerged from the side of the box. The farther side was drawn. A wo­man entered quietly and deftly where the first pen­it­ent had knelt. The faint mur­mur began again.

			He could still leave the chapel. He could stand up, put one foot be­fore the oth­er and walk out softly and then run, run, run swiftly through the dark streets. He could still es­cape from the shame. Had it been any ter­rible crime but that one sin! Had it been murder! Little fiery flakes fell and touched him at all points, shame­ful thoughts, shame­ful words, shame­ful acts. Shame covered him wholly like fine glow­ing ashes fall­ing con­tinu­ally. To say it in words! His soul, stifling and help­less, would cease to be.

			The slide was shot back. A pen­it­ent emerged from the farther side of the box. The near slide was drawn. A pen­it­ent entered where the oth­er pen­it­ent had come out. A soft whis­per­ing noise floated in va­por­ous cloud­lets out of the box. It was the wo­man: soft whis­per­ing cloud­lets, soft whis­per­ing va­pour, whis­per­ing and van­ish­ing.

			He beat his breast with his fist humbly, secretly un­der cov­er of the wooden arm­rest. He would be at one with oth­ers and with God. He would love his neigh­bour. He would love God who had made and loved him. He would kneel and pray with oth­ers and be happy. God would look down on him and on them and would love them all.

			It was easy to be good. God’s yoke was sweet and light. It was bet­ter nev­er to have sinned, to have re­mained al­ways a child, for God loved little chil­dren and suffered them to come to Him. It was a ter­rible and a sad thing to sin. But God was mer­ci­ful to poor sin­ners who were truly sorry. How true that was! That was in­deed good­ness.

			The slide was shot to sud­denly. The pen­it­ent came out. He was next. He stood up in ter­ror and walked blindly in­to the box.

			At last it had come. He knelt in the si­lent gloom and raised his eyes to the white cru­ci­fix sus­pen­ded above him. God could see that he was sorry. He would tell all his sins. His con­fes­sion would be long, long. Every­body in the chapel would know then what a sin­ner he had been. Let them know. It was true. But God had prom­ised to for­give him if he was sorry. He was sorry. He clasped his hands and raised them to­wards the white form, pray­ing with his darkened eyes, pray­ing with all his trem­bling body, sway­ing his head to and fro like a lost creature, pray­ing with whim­per­ing lips.

			—Sorry! Sorry! O sorry!

			The slide clicked back and his heart bounded in his breast. The face of an old priest was at the grat­ing, aver­ted from him, lean­ing upon a hand. He made the sign of the cross and prayed of the priest to bless him for he had sinned. Then, bow­ing his head, he re­peated the Con­fiteor in fright. At the words my most griev­ous fault he ceased, breath­less.

			—How long is it since your last con­fes­sion, my child?

			—A long time, fath­er.

			—A month, my child?

			—Longer, fath­er.

			—Three months, my child?

			—Longer, fath­er.

			—Six months?

			—Eight months, fath­er.

			He had be­gun. The priest asked:

			—And what do you re­mem­ber since that time?

			He began to con­fess his sins: masses missed, pray­ers not said, lies.

			—Any­thing else, my child?

			Sins of an­ger, envy of oth­ers, glut­tony, van­ity, dis­obedi­ence.

			—Any­thing else, my child?

			There was no help. He mur­mured:

			—I … com­mit­ted sins of im­pur­ity, fath­er.

			The priest did not turn his head.

			—With your­self, my child?

			—And … with oth­ers.

			—With wo­men, my child?

			—Yes, fath­er.

			—Were they mar­ried wo­men, my child?

			He did not know. His sins trickled from his lips, one by one, trickled in shame­ful drops from his soul, fes­ter­ing and ooz­ing like a sore, a squal­id stream of vice. The last sins oozed forth, slug­gish, filthy. There was no more to tell. He bowed his head, over­come.

			The priest was si­lent. Then he asked:

			—How old are you, my child?

			—Six­teen, fath­er.

			The priest passed his hand sev­er­al times over his face. Then, rest­ing his fore­head against his hand, he leaned to­wards the grat­ing and, with eyes still aver­ted, spoke slowly. His voice was weary and old.

			—You are very young, my child, he said, and let me im­plore of you to give up that sin. It is a ter­rible sin. It kills the body and it kills the soul. It is the cause of many crimes and mis­for­tunes. Give it up, my child, for God’s sake. It is dis­hon­our­able and un­manly. You can­not know where that wretched habit will lead you or where it will come against you. As long as you com­mit that sin, my poor child, you will nev­er be worth one farth­ing to God. Pray to our moth­er Mary to help you. She will help you, my child. Pray to Our Blessed Lady when that sin comes in­to your mind. I am sure you will do that, will you not? You re­pent of all those sins. I am sure you do. And you will prom­ise God now that by His holy grace you will nev­er of­fend Him any more by that wicked sin. You will make that sol­emn prom­ise to God, will you not?

			—Yes, fath­er.

			The old and weary voice fell like sweet rain upon his quak­ing parch­ing heart. How sweet and sad!

			—Do so, my poor child. The dev­il has led you astray. Drive him back to hell when he tempts you to dis­hon­our your body in that way—the foul spir­it who hates Our Lord. Prom­ise God now that you will give up that sin, that wretched wretched sin.

			Blinded by his tears and by the light of God’s mer­ci­ful­ness he bent his head and heard the grave words of ab­so­lu­tion spoken and saw the priest’s hand raised above him in token of for­give­ness.

			—God bless you, my child. Pray for me.

			He knelt to say his pen­ance, pray­ing in a corner of the dark nave; and his pray­ers as­cen­ded to heav­en from his pur­i­fied heart like per­fume stream­ing up­wards from a heart of white rose.

			The muddy streets were gay. He strode home­ward, con­scious of an in­vis­ible grace per­vad­ing and mak­ing light his limbs. In spite of all he had done it. He had con­fessed and God had pardoned him. His soul was made fair and holy once more, holy and happy.

			It would be beau­ti­ful to die if God so willed. It was beau­ti­ful to live in grace a life of peace and vir­tue and for­bear­ance with oth­ers.

			He sat by the fire in the kit­chen, not dar­ing to speak for hap­pi­ness. Till that mo­ment he had not known how beau­ti­ful and peace­ful life could be. The green square of pa­per pinned round the lamp cast down a tender shade. On the dress­er was a plate of saus­ages and white pud­ding and on the shelf there were eggs. They would be for the break­fast in the morn­ing after the com­mu­nion in the col­lege chapel. White pud­ding and eggs and saus­ages and cups of tea. How simple and beau­ti­ful was life after all! And life lay all be­fore him.

			In a dream he fell asleep. In a dream he rose and saw that it was morn­ing. In a wak­ing dream he went through the quiet morn­ing to­wards the col­lege.

			The boys were all there, kneel­ing in their places. He knelt among them, happy and shy. The al­tar was heaped with fra­grant masses of white flowers; and in the morn­ing light the pale flames of the candles among the white flowers were clear and si­lent as his own soul.

			He knelt be­fore the al­tar with his class­mates, hold­ing the al­tar cloth with them over a liv­ing rail of hands. His hands were trem­bling and his soul trembled as he heard the priest pass with the ci­bori­um from com­mu­nic­ant to com­mu­nic­ant.

			
				—Cor­pus Domini nos­tri.
			

			Could it be? He knelt there sin­less and tim­id; and he would hold upon his tongue the host and God would enter his pur­i­fied body.

			
				—In vit­am etern­am. Amen.
			

			An­oth­er life! A life of grace and vir­tue and hap­pi­ness! It was true. It was not a dream from which he would wake. The past was past.

			
				—Cor­pus Domini nos­tri.
			

			The ci­bori­um had come to him.

		
	
		
			IV

			Sunday was ded­ic­ated to the mys­tery of the Holy Trin­ity, Monday to the Holy Ghost, Tues­day to the Guard­i­an An­gels, Wed­nes­day to Saint Joseph, Thursday to the Most Blessed Sac­ra­ment of the Al­tar, Fri­day to the Suf­fer­ing Je­sus, Sat­urday to the Blessed Vir­gin Mary.

			Every morn­ing he hal­lowed him­self anew in the pres­ence of some holy im­age or mys­tery. His day began with an hero­ic of­fer­ing of its every mo­ment of thought or ac­tion for the in­ten­tions of the sov­er­eign pontiff and with an early mass. The raw morn­ing air whetted his res­ol­ute piety; and of­ten as he knelt among the few wor­ship­pers at the sideal­tar, fol­low­ing with his in­ter­leaved pray­er­book the mur­mur of the priest, he glanced up for an in­stant to­wards the ves­ted fig­ure stand­ing in the gloom between the two candles, which were the old and the new test­a­ments, and ima­gined that he was kneel­ing at mass in the cata­combs.

			His daily life was laid out in de­vo­tion­al areas. By means of ejac­u­la­tions and pray­ers he stored up un­grudgingly for the souls in pur­gat­ory cen­tur­ies of days and quar­ant­ines and years; yet the spir­itu­al tri­umph which he felt in achiev­ing with ease so many fab­ulous ages of ca­non­ic­al pen­ances did not wholly re­ward his zeal of pray­er, since he could nev­er know how much tem­por­al pun­ish­ment he had re­mit­ted by way of suf­frage for the ag­on­ising souls; and fear­ful lest in the midst of the pur­gat­ori­al fire, which differed from the in­fernal only in that it was not ever­last­ing, his pen­ance might avail no more than a drop of mois­ture, he drove his soul daily through an in­creas­ing circle of works of su­per­erog­a­tion.

			Every part of his day, di­vided by what he re­garded now as the du­ties of his sta­tion in life, circled about its own centre of spir­itu­al en­ergy. His life seemed to have drawn near to etern­ity; every thought, word and deed, every in­stance of con­scious­ness could be made to re­vi­brate ra­di­antly in heav­en; and at times his sense of such im­me­di­ate re­per­cus­sion was so lively that he seemed to feel his soul in de­vo­tion press­ing like fin­gers the key­board of a great cash re­gister and to see the amount of his pur­chase start forth im­me­di­ately in heav­en, not as a num­ber but as a frail column of in­cense or as a slender flower.

			The ros­ar­ies, too, which he said con­stantly—for he car­ried his beads loose in his trousers’ pock­ets that he might tell them as he walked the streets—trans­formed them­selves in­to coron­als of flowers of such vague un­earthly tex­ture that they seemed to him as hue­less and odour­less as they were name­less. He offered up each of his three daily chap­lets that his soul might grow strong in each of the three theo­lo­gic­al vir­tues, in faith in the Fath­er Who had cre­ated him, in hope in the Son Who had re­deemed him and in love of the Holy Ghost Who had sanc­ti­fied him; and this thrice triple pray­er he offered to the Three Per­sons through Mary in the name of her joy­ful and sor­row­ful and glor­i­ous mys­ter­ies.

			On each of the sev­en days of the week he fur­ther prayed that one of the sev­en gifts of the Holy Ghost might des­cend upon his soul and drive out of it day by day the sev­en deadly sins which had de­filed it in the past; and he prayed for each gift on its ap­poin­ted day, con­fid­ent that it would des­cend upon him, though it seemed strange to him at times that wis­dom and un­der­stand­ing and know­ledge were so dis­tinct in their nature that each should be prayed for apart from the oth­ers. Yet he be­lieved that at some fu­ture stage of his spir­itu­al pro­gress this dif­fi­culty would be re­moved when his sin­ful soul had been raised up from its weak­ness and en­lightened by the Third Per­son of the Most Blessed Trin­ity. He be­lieved this all the more, and with trep­id­a­tion, be­cause of the di­vine gloom and si­lence wherein dwelt the un­seen Paraclete, Whose sym­bols were a dove and a mighty wind, to sin against Whom was a sin bey­ond for­give­ness, the etern­al mys­ter­i­ous secret Be­ing to Whom, as God, the priests offered up mass once a year, robed in the scar­let of the tongues of fire.

			The im­agery through which the nature and kin­ship of the Three Per­sons of the Trin­ity were darkly shad­owed forth in the books of de­vo­tion which he read—the Fath­er con­tem­plat­ing from all etern­ity as in a mir­ror His Di­vine Per­fec­tions and thereby be­get­ting etern­ally the Etern­al Son and the Holy Spir­it pro­ceed­ing out of Fath­er and Son from all etern­ity—were easi­er of ac­cept­ance by his mind by reas­on of their au­gust in­com­pre­hens­ib­il­ity than was the simple fact that God had loved his soul from all etern­ity, for ages be­fore he had been born in­to the world, for ages be­fore the world it­self had ex­is­ted.

			He had heard the names of the pas­sions of love and hate pro­nounced sol­emnly on the stage and in the pul­pit, had found them set forth sol­emnly in books and had wondered why his soul was un­able to har­bour them for any time or to force his lips to ut­ter their names with con­vic­tion. A brief an­ger had of­ten in­ves­ted him but he had nev­er been able to make it an abid­ing pas­sion and had al­ways felt him­self passing out of it as if his very body were be­ing di­vested with ease of some out­er skin or peel. He had felt a subtle, dark, and mur­mur­ous pres­ence pen­et­rate his be­ing and fire him with a brief ini­quit­ous lust: it, too, had slipped bey­ond his grasp leav­ing his mind lu­cid and in­dif­fer­ent. This, it seemed, was the only love and that the only hate his soul would har­bour.

			But he could no longer dis­be­lieve in the real­ity of love, since God him­self had loved his in­di­vidu­al soul with di­vine love from all etern­ity. Gradu­ally, as his soul was en­riched with spir­itu­al know­ledge, he saw the whole world form­ing one vast sym­met­ric­al ex­pres­sion of God’s power and love. Life be­came a di­vine gift for every mo­ment and sen­sa­tion of which, were it even the sight of a single leaf hanging on the twig of a tree, his soul should praise and thank the Giver. The world for all its sol­id sub­stance and com­plex­ity no longer ex­is­ted for his soul save as a the­or­em of di­vine power and love and uni­ver­sal­ity. So en­tire and un­ques­tion­able was this sense of the di­vine mean­ing in all nature gran­ted to his soul that he could scarcely un­der­stand why it was in any way ne­ces­sary that he should con­tin­ue to live. Yet that was part of the di­vine pur­pose and he dared not ques­tion its use, he above all oth­ers who had sinned so deeply and so foully against the di­vine pur­pose. Meek and abased by this con­scious­ness of the one etern­al om­ni­present per­fect real­ity his soul took up again her bur­den of pi­et­ies, masses and pray­ers and sac­ra­ments and mor­ti­fic­a­tions, and only then for the first time since he had brooded on the great mys­tery of love did he feel with­in him a warm move­ment like that of some newly born life or vir­tue of the soul it­self. The at­ti­tude of rap­ture in sac­red art, the raised and par­ted hands, the par­ted lips and eyes as of one about to swoon, be­came for him an im­age of the soul in pray­er, hu­mi­li­ated and faint be­fore her Cre­at­or.

			But he had been fore­warned of the dangers of spir­itu­al ex­al­ta­tion and did not al­low him­self to de­sist from even the least or lowli­est de­vo­tion, striv­ing also by con­stant mor­ti­fic­a­tion to undo the sin­ful past rather than to achieve a saint­li­ness fraught with per­il. Each of his senses was brought un­der a rig­or­ous dis­cip­line. In or­der to mor­ti­fy the sense of sight he made it his rule to walk in the street with down­cast eyes, glan­cing neither to right nor left and nev­er be­hind him. His eyes shunned every en­counter with the eyes of wo­men. From time to time also he balked them by a sud­den ef­fort of the will, as by lift­ing them sud­denly in the middle of an un­fin­ished sen­tence and clos­ing the book. To mor­ti­fy his hear­ing he ex­er­ted no con­trol over his voice which was then break­ing, neither sang nor whistled, and made no at­tempt to flee from noises which caused him pain­ful nervous ir­rit­a­tion such as the sharpen­ing of knives on the knife­board, the gath­er­ing of cinders on the fireshovel and the twig­ging of the car­pet. To mor­ti­fy his smell was more dif­fi­cult as he found in him­self no in­stinct­ive re­pug­nance to bad odours wheth­er they were the odours of the out­door world, such as those of dung or tar, or the odours of his own per­son among which he had made many curi­ous com­par­is­ons and ex­per­i­ments. He found in the end that the only odour against which his sense of smell re­vol­ted was a cer­tain stale fishy stink like that of long­stand­ing ur­ine; and whenev­er it was pos­sible he sub­jec­ted him­self to this un­pleas­ant odour. To mor­ti­fy the taste he prac­tised strict habits at table, ob­served to the let­ter all the fasts of the church and sought by dis­trac­tion to di­vert his mind from the sa­vours of dif­fer­ent foods. But it was to the mor­ti­fic­a­tion of touch he brought the most as­sidu­ous in­genu­ity of in­vent­ive­ness. He nev­er con­sciously changed his po­s­i­tion in bed, sat in the most un­com­fort­able po­s­i­tions, suffered pa­tiently every itch and pain, kept away from the fire, re­mained on his knees all through the mass ex­cept at the gos­pels, left part of his neck and face un­dried so that air might sting them and, whenev­er he was not say­ing his beads, car­ried his arms stiffly at his sides like a run­ner and nev­er in his pock­ets or clasped be­hind him.

			He had no tempta­tions to sin mor­tally. It sur­prised him how­ever to find that at the end of his course of in­tric­ate piety and sel­frestraint he was so eas­ily at the mercy of child­ish and un­worthy im­per­fec­tions. His pray­ers and fasts availed him little for the sup­pres­sion of an­ger at hear­ing his moth­er sneeze or at be­ing dis­turbed in his de­vo­tions. It needed an im­mense ef­fort of his will to mas­ter the im­pulse which urged him to give out­let to such ir­rit­a­tion. Im­ages of the out­bursts of trivi­al an­ger which he had of­ten noted among his mas­ters, their twitch­ing mouths, close­shut lips and flushed cheeks, re­curred to his memory, dis­cour­aging him, for all his prac­tice of hu­mil­ity, by the com­par­is­on. To merge his life in the com­mon tide of oth­er lives was harder for him than any fast­ing or pray­er and it was his con­stant fail­ure to do this to his own sat­is­fac­tion which caused in his soul at last a sen­sa­tion of spir­itu­al dry­ness to­geth­er with a growth of doubts and scruples. His soul tra­versed a peri­od of des­ol­a­tion in which the sac­ra­ments them­selves seemed to have turned in­to dried up sources. His con­fes­sion be­came a chan­nel for the es­cape of scru­pu­lous and un­re­pen­ted im­per­fec­tions. His ac­tu­al re­cep­tion of the euchar­ist did not bring him the same dis­solv­ing mo­ments of vir­gin­al self-sur­render as did those spir­itu­al com­mu­nions made by him some­times at the close of some vis­it to the Blessed Sac­ra­ment. The book which he used for these vis­its was an old neg­lected book writ­ten by saint Al­phon­sus Liguori, with fad­ing char­ac­ters and sere fox­papered leaves. A faded world of fer­vent love and vir­gin­al re­sponses seemed to be evoked for his soul by the read­ing of its pages in which the im­agery of the canticles was in­ter­woven with the com­mu­nic­ant’s pray­ers. An in­aud­ible voice seemed to caress the soul, telling her names and glor­ies, bid­ding her arise as for es­pous­al and come away, bid­ding her look forth, a spouse, from Amana and from the moun­tains of the leo­pards; and the soul seemed to an­swer with the same in­aud­ible voice, sur­ren­der­ing her­self: Inter ubera mea com­m­or­abit­ur.

			This idea of sur­render had a per­il­ous at­trac­tion for his mind now that he felt his soul be­set once again by the in­sist­ent voices of the flesh which began to mur­mur to him again dur­ing his pray­ers and med­it­a­tions. It gave him an in­tense sense of power to know that he could, by a single act of con­sent, in a mo­ment of thought, undo all that he had done. He seemed to feel a flood slowly ad­van­cing to­wards his na­ked feet and to be wait­ing for the first faint tim­id noise­less wave­let to touch his fevered skin. Then, al­most at the in­stant of that touch, al­most at the verge of sin­ful con­sent, he found him­self stand­ing far away from the flood upon a dry shore, saved by a sud­den act of the will or a sud­den ejac­u­la­tion; and, see­ing the sil­ver line of the flood far away and be­gin­ning again its slow ad­vance to­wards his feet, a new thrill of power and sat­is­fac­tion shook his soul to know that he had not yiel­ded nor un­done all.

			When he had eluded the flood of tempta­tion many times in this way he grew troubled and wondered wheth­er the grace which he had re­fused to lose was not be­ing filched from him little by little. The clear cer­ti­tude of his own im­munity grew dim and to it suc­ceeded a vague fear that his soul had really fallen un­awares. It was with dif­fi­culty that he won back his old con­scious­ness of his state of grace by telling him­self that he had prayed to God at every tempta­tion and that the grace which he had prayed for must have been giv­en to him inas­much as God was ob­liged to give it. The very fre­quency and vi­ol­ence of tempta­tions showed him at last the truth of what he had heard about the tri­als of the saints. Fre­quent and vi­ol­ent tempta­tions were a proof that the cit­adel of the soul had not fallen and that the dev­il raged to make it fall.

			Of­ten when he had con­fessed his doubts and scruples, some mo­ment­ary in­at­ten­tion at pray­er, a move­ment of trivi­al an­ger in his soul, or a subtle wil­ful­ness in speech or act, he was bid­den by his con­fess­or to name some sin of his past life be­fore ab­so­lu­tion was giv­en him. He named it with hu­mil­ity and shame and re­pen­ted of it once more. It hu­mi­li­ated and shamed him to think that he would nev­er be freed from it wholly, how­ever holily he might live or whatever vir­tues or per­fec­tions he might at­tain. A rest­less feel­ing of guilt would al­ways be present with him: he would con­fess and re­pent and be ab­solved, con­fess and re­pent again and be ab­solved again, fruit­lessly. Per­haps that first hasty con­fes­sion wrung from him by the fear of hell had not been good? Per­haps, con­cerned only for his im­min­ent doom, he had not had sin­cere sor­row for his sin? But the surest sign that his con­fes­sion had been good and that he had had sin­cere sor­row for his sin was, he knew, the amend­ment of his life.

			—I have amended my life, have I not? he asked him­self.

			

			The dir­ect­or stood in the em­bras­ure of the win­dow, his back to the light, lean­ing an el­bow on the brown cross­blind, and, as he spoke and smiled, slowly dangling and loop­ing the cord of the oth­er blind, Steph­en stood be­fore him, fol­low­ing for a mo­ment with his eyes the wan­ing of the long sum­mer day­light above the roofs or the slow deft move­ments of the priestly fin­gers. The priest’s face was in total shad­ow, but the wan­ing day­light from be­hind him touched the deeply grooved temples and the curves of the skull. Steph­en fol­lowed also with his ears the ac­cents and in­ter­vals of the priest’s voice as he spoke gravely and cor­di­ally of in­dif­fer­ent themes, the va­ca­tion which had just ended, the col­leges of the or­der abroad, the trans­fer­ence of mas­ters. The grave and cor­di­al voice went on eas­ily with its tale and in the pauses Steph­en felt bound to set it on again with re­spect­ful ques­tions. He knew that the tale was a pre­lude and his mind waited for the se­quel. Ever since the mes­sage of sum­mons had come for him from the dir­ect­or his mind had struggled to find the mean­ing of the mes­sage; and, dur­ing the long rest­less time he had sat in the col­lege par­lour wait­ing for the dir­ect­or to come in, his eyes had wandered from one sober pic­ture to an­oth­er around the walls and his mind wandered from one guess to an­oth­er un­til the mean­ing of the sum­mons had al­most be­come clear. Then, just as he was wish­ing that some un­fore­seen cause might pre­vent the dir­ect­or from com­ing, he had heard the handle of the door turn­ing and the swish of a sou­tane.

			The dir­ect­or had be­gun to speak of the Domin­ic­an and Fran­cis­can or­ders and of the friend­ship between saint Thomas and saint Bonaven­ture. The capuchin dress, he thought, was rather too. …

			Steph­en’s face gave back the priest’s in­dul­gent smile and, not be­ing anxious to give an opin­ion, he made a slight du­bit­at­ive move­ment with his lips.

			—I be­lieve, con­tin­ued the dir­ect­or, that there is some talk now among the capuchins them­selves of do­ing away with it and fol­low­ing the ex­ample of the oth­er Fran­cis­cans.

			—I sup­pose they would re­tain it in the cloisters? said Steph­en.

			—O cer­tainly, said the dir­ect­or. For the cloister it is all right but for the street I really think it would be bet­ter to do away with it, don’t you?

			—It must be trouble­some, I ima­gine.

			—Of course it is, of course. Just ima­gine when I was in Bel­gi­um I used to see them out cyc­ling in all kinds of weath­er with this thing up about their knees! It was really ri­dicu­lous. Les jupes, they call them in Bel­gi­um.

			The vow­el was so mod­i­fied as to be in­dis­tinct.

			—What do they call them?

			—Les jupes.

			—O!

			Steph­en smiled again in an­swer to the smile which he could not see on the priest’s shad­owed face, its im­age or spectre only passing rap­idly across his mind as the low dis­creet ac­cent fell upon his ear. He gazed calmly be­fore him at the wan­ing sky, glad of the cool of the even­ing and of the faint yel­low glow which hid the tiny flame kind­ling upon his cheek.

			The names of art­icles of dress worn by wo­men or of cer­tain soft and del­ic­ate stuffs used in their mak­ing brought al­ways to his mind a del­ic­ate and sin­ful per­fume. As a boy he had ima­gined the reins by which horses are driv­en as slender silken bands and it shocked him to feel at Strad­brooke the greasy leath­er of har­ness. It had shocked him, too, when he had felt for the first time be­neath his trem­u­lous fin­gers the brittle tex­ture of a wo­man’s stock­ing for, re­tain­ing noth­ing of all he read save that which seemed to him an echo or a proph­ecy of his own state, it was only amid soft­worded phrases or with­in rosesoft stuffs that he dared to con­ceive of the soul or body of a wo­man mov­ing with tender life.

			But the phrase on the priest’s lips was disin­genu­ous for he knew that a priest should not speak lightly on that theme. The phrase had been spoken lightly with design and he felt that his face was be­ing searched by the eyes in the shad­ow. Whatever he had heard or read of the craft of je­suits he had put aside frankly as not borne out by his own ex­per­i­ence. His mas­ters, even when they had not at­trac­ted him, had seemed to him al­ways in­tel­li­gent and ser­i­ous priests, ath­let­ic and high-spir­ited pre­fects. He thought of them as men who washed their bod­ies briskly with cold wa­ter and wore clean cold lin­en. Dur­ing all the years he had lived among them in Clon­gowes and in Belvedere he had re­ceived only two pan­dies and, though these had been dealt him in the wrong, he knew that he had of­ten es­caped pun­ish­ment. Dur­ing all those years he had nev­er heard from any of his mas­ters a flip­pant word: it was they who had taught him chris­ti­an doc­trine and urged him to live a good life and, when he had fallen in­to griev­ous sin, it was they who had led him back to grace. Their pres­ence had made him dif­fid­ent of him­self when he was a muff in Clon­gowes and it had made him dif­fid­ent of him­self also while he had held his equi­voc­al po­s­i­tion in Belvedere. A con­stant sense of this had re­mained with him up to the last year of his school life. He had nev­er once dis­obeyed or al­lowed tur­bu­lent com­pan­ions to se­duce him from his habit of quiet obed­i­ence; and, even when he doubted some state­ment of a mas­ter, he had nev­er pre­sumed to doubt openly. Lately some of their judge­ments had soun­ded a little child­ish in his ears and had made him feel a re­gret and pity as though he were slowly passing out of an ac­cus­tomed world and were hear­ing its lan­guage for the last time. One day when some boys had gathered round a priest un­der the shed near the chapel, he had heard the priest say:

			—I be­lieve that Lord Ma­caulay was a man who prob­ably nev­er com­mit­ted a mor­tal sin in his life, that is to say, a de­lib­er­ate mor­tal sin.

			Some of the boys had then asked the priest if Vic­tor Hugo were not the greatest French writer. The priest had answered that Vic­tor Hugo had nev­er writ­ten half so well when he had turned against the church as he had writ­ten when he was a cath­ol­ic.

			—But there are many em­in­ent French crit­ics, said the priest, who con­sider that even Vic­tor Hugo, great as he cer­tainly was, had not so pure a French style as Louis Veuil­lot.

			The tiny flame which the priest’s al­lu­sion had kindled upon Steph­en’s cheek had sunk down again and his eyes were still fixed calmly on the col­our­less sky. But an un­rest­ing doubt flew hith­er and thith­er be­fore his mind. Masked memor­ies passed quickly be­fore him: he re­cog­nised scenes and per­sons yet he was con­scious that he had failed to per­ceive some vi­tal cir­cum­stance in them. He saw him­self walk­ing about the grounds watch­ing the sports in Clon­gowes and eat­ing slim jim out of his crick­et­cap. Some je­suits were walk­ing round the cycle-track in the com­pany of ladies. The echoes of cer­tain ex­pres­sions used in Clon­gowes soun­ded in re­mote caves of his mind.

			His ears were listen­ing to these dis­tant echoes amid the si­lence of the par­lour when he be­came aware that the priest was ad­dress­ing him in a dif­fer­ent voice.

			—I sent for you today, Steph­en, be­cause I wished to speak to you on a very im­port­ant sub­ject.

			—Yes, sir.

			—Have you ever felt that you had a vo­ca­tion?

			Steph­en par­ted his lips to an­swer yes and then with­held the word sud­denly. The priest waited for the an­swer and ad­ded:

			—I mean, have you ever felt with­in your­self, in your soul, a de­sire to join the or­der? Think.

			—I have some­times thought of it, said Steph­en.

			The priest let the blind­cord fall to one side and, unit­ing his hands, leaned his chin gravely upon them, com­mun­ing with him­self.

			—In a col­lege like this, he said at length, there is one boy or per­haps two or three boys whom God calls to the re­li­gious life. Such a boy is marked off from his com­pan­ions by his piety, by the good ex­ample he shows to oth­ers. He is looked up to by them; he is chosen per­haps as pre­fect by his fel­low sodal­ists. And you, Steph­en, have been such a boy in this col­lege, pre­fect of Our Blessed Lady’s sodal­ity. Per­haps you are the boy in this col­lege whom God designs to call to Him­self.

			A strong note of pride re­in­for­cing the grav­ity of the priest’s voice made Steph­en’s heart quick­en in re­sponse.

			To re­ceive that call, Steph­en, said the priest, is the greatest hon­our that the Almighty God can be­stow upon a man. No king or em­per­or on this earth has the power of the priest of God. No an­gel or archangel in heav­en, no saint, not even the Blessed Vir­gin her­self, has the power of a priest of God: the power of the keys, the power to bind and to loose from sin, the power of ex­or­cism, the power to cast out from the creatures of God the evil spir­its that have power over them; the power, the au­thor­ity, to make the great God of Heav­en come down upon the al­tar and take the form of bread and wine. What an aw­ful power, Steph­en!

			A flame began to flut­ter again on Steph­en’s cheek as he heard in this proud ad­dress an echo of his own proud mus­ings. How of­ten had he seen him­self as a priest wield­ing calmly and humbly the aw­ful power of which an­gels and saints stood in rev­er­ence! His soul had loved to muse in secret on this de­sire. He had seen him­self, a young and si­lent­mannered priest, en­ter­ing a con­fes­sion­al swiftly, as­cend­ing the al­tarsteps, in­cens­ing, gen­u­flect­ing, ac­com­plish­ing the vague acts of the priest­hood which pleased him by reas­on of their semb­lance of real­ity and of their dis­tance from it. In that dim life which he had lived through in his mus­ings he had as­sumed the voices and ges­tures which he had noted with vari­ous priests. He had bent his knee side­ways like such a one, he had shaken the thur­ible only slightly like such a one, his chas­uble had swung open like that of such an­oth­er as he turned to the al­tar again after hav­ing blessed the people. And above all it had pleased him to fill the second place in those dim scenes of his ima­gin­ing. He shrank from the dig­nity of cel­eb­rant be­cause it dis­pleased him to ima­gine that all the vague pomp should end in his own per­son or that the ritu­al should as­sign to him so clear and fi­nal an of­fice. He longed for the minor sac­red of­fices, to be ves­ted with the tunicle of sub­deac­on at high mass, to stand aloof from the al­tar, for­got­ten by the people, his shoulders covered with a hu­mer­al veil, hold­ing the paten with­in its folds or, when the sac­ri­fice had been ac­com­plished, to stand as dea­con in a dal­mat­ic of cloth of gold on the step be­low the cel­eb­rant, his hands joined and his face to­wards the people, and sing the chant, Ite missa est. If ever he had seen him­self cel­eb­rant it was as in the pic­tures of the mass in his child’s mass­book, in a church without wor­ship­pers, save for the an­gel of the sac­ri­fice, at a bare al­tar, and served by an aco­lyte scarcely more boy­ish than him­self. In vague sac­ri­fi­cial or sac­ra­ment­al acts alone his will seemed drawn to go forth to en­counter real­ity; and it was partly the ab­sence of an ap­poin­ted rite which had al­ways con­strained him to in­ac­tion wheth­er he had al­lowed si­lence to cov­er his an­ger or pride or had suffered only an em­brace he longed to give.

			He listened in rev­er­ent si­lence now to the priest’s ap­peal and through the words he heard even more dis­tinctly a voice bid­ding him ap­proach, of­fer­ing him secret know­ledge and secret power. He would know then what was the sin of Si­mon Magus and what the sin against the Holy Ghost for which there was no for­give­ness. He would know ob­scure things, hid­den from oth­ers, from those who were con­ceived and born chil­dren of wrath. He would know the sins, the sin­ful long­ings and sin­ful thoughts and sin­ful acts, of oth­ers, hear­ing them mur­mured in­to his ears in the con­fes­sion­al un­der the shame of a darkened chapel by the lips of wo­men and of girls; but rendered im­mune mys­ter­i­ously at his or­din­a­tion by the im­pos­i­tion of hands, his soul would pass again un­con­tam­in­ated to the white peace of the al­tar. No touch of sin would linger upon the hands with which he would el­ev­ate and break the host; no touch of sin would linger on his lips in pray­er to make him eat and drink dam­na­tion to him­self not dis­cern­ing the body of the Lord. He would hold his secret know­ledge and secret power, be­ing as sin­less as the in­no­cent, and he would be a priest forever ac­cord­ing to the or­der of Melchise­dec.

			—I will of­fer up my mass to­mor­row morn­ing, said the dir­ect­or, that Almighty God may re­veal to you His holy will. And let you, Steph­en, make a novena to your holy pat­ron saint, the first mar­tyr, who is very power­ful with God, that God may en­light­en your mind. But you must be quite sure, Steph­en, that you have a vo­ca­tion be­cause it would be ter­rible if you found af­ter­wards that you had none. Once a priest al­ways a priest, re­mem­ber. Your cat­ech­ism tells you that the sac­ra­ment of Holy Or­ders is one of those which can be re­ceived only once be­cause it im­prints on the soul an in­delible spir­itu­al mark which can nev­er be ef­faced. It is be­fore you must weigh well, not after. It is a sol­emn ques­tion, Steph­en, be­cause on it may de­pend the sal­va­tion of your etern­al soul. But we will pray to God to­geth­er.

			He held open the heavy hall door and gave his hand as if already to a com­pan­ion in the spir­itu­al life. Steph­en passed out on to the wide plat­form above the steps and was con­scious of the caress of mild even­ing air. To­wards Find­later’s church a quar­tet of young men were strid­ing along with linked arms, sway­ing their heads and step­ping to the agile melody of their lead­er’s con­cer­tina. The mu­sic passed in an in­stant, as the first bars of sud­den mu­sic al­ways did, over the fant­ast­ic fab­rics of his mind, dis­solv­ing them pain­lessly and noise­lessly as a sud­den wave dis­solves the sand­built tur­rets of chil­dren. Smil­ing at the trivi­al air he raised his eyes to the priest’s face and, see­ing in it a mirth­less re­flec­tion of the sunken day, de­tached his hand slowly which had ac­qui­esced faintly in that com­pan­ion­ship.

			As he des­cen­ded the steps the im­pres­sion which ef­faced his troubled self­com­mu­nion was that of a mirth­less mask re­flect­ing a sunken day from the threshold of the col­lege. The shad­ow, then, of the life of the col­lege passed gravely over his con­scious­ness. It was a grave and ordered and pas­sion­less life that awaited him, a life without ma­ter­i­al cares. He wondered how he would pass the first night in the noviti­ate and with what dis­may he would wake the first morn­ing in the dorm­it­ory. The troub­ling odour of the long cor­ridors of Clon­gowes came back to him and he heard the dis­creet mur­mur of the burn­ing gas­flames. At once from every part of his be­ing un­rest began to ir­ra­di­ate. A fe­ver­ish quick­en­ing of his pulses fol­lowed, and a din of mean­ing­less words drove his reasoned thoughts hith­er and thith­er con­fusedly. His lungs dilated and sank as if he were in­hal­ing a warm moist un­sus­tain­ing air and he smelt again the moist warm air which hung in the bath in Clon­gowes above the slug­gish turf­col­oured wa­ter.

			Some in­stinct, wak­ing at these memor­ies, stronger than edu­ca­tion or piety, quickened with­in him at every near ap­proach to that life, an in­stinct subtle and hos­tile, and armed him against ac­qui­es­cence. The chill and or­der of the life re­pelled him. He saw him­self rising in the cold of the morn­ing and fil­ing down with the oth­ers to early mass and try­ing vainly to struggle with his pray­ers against the faint­ing sick­ness of his stom­ach. He saw him­self sit­ting at din­ner with the com­munity of a col­lege. What, then, had be­come of that dee­p­rooted shy­ness of his which had made him loth to eat or drink un­der a strange roof? What had come of the pride of his spir­it which had al­ways made him con­ceive him­self as a be­ing apart in every or­der?

			The Rev­er­end Steph­en Dedalus, S.J.

			His name in that new life leaped in­to char­ac­ters be­fore his eyes and to it there fol­lowed a men­tal sen­sa­tion of an un­defined face or col­our of a face. The col­our faded and be­came strong like a chan­ging glow of pal­lid brick red. Was it the raw red­dish glow he had so of­ten seen on wintry morn­ings on the shaven gills of the priests? The face was eye­less and sour­fa­voured and de­vout, shot with pink tinges of suf­foc­ated an­ger. Was it not a men­tal spectre of the face of one of the je­suits whom some of the boys called Lan­tern Jaws and oth­ers Foxy Camp­bell?

			He was passing at that mo­ment be­fore the je­suit house in Gardiner Street, and wondered vaguely which win­dow would be his if he ever joined the or­der. Then he wondered at the vague­ness of his won­der, at the re­mote­ness of his own soul from what he had hitherto ima­gined her sanc­tu­ary, at the frail hold which so many years of or­der and obed­i­ence had of him when once a def­in­ite and ir­re­voc­able act of his threatened to end forever, in time and in etern­ity, his free­dom. The voice of the dir­ect­or ur­ging upon him the proud claims of the church and the mys­tery and power of the priestly of­fice re­peated it­self idly in his memory. His soul was not there to hear and greet it and he knew now that the ex­horta­tion he had listened to had already fallen in­to an idle form­al tale. He would nev­er swing the thur­ible be­fore the tab­er­nacle as priest. His des­tiny was to be elu­sive of so­cial or re­li­gious or­ders. The wis­dom of the priest’s ap­peal did not touch him to the quick. He was destined to learn his own wis­dom apart from oth­ers or to learn the wis­dom of oth­ers him­self wan­der­ing among the snares of the world.

			The snares of the world were its ways of sin. He would fall. He had not yet fallen but he would fall si­lently, in an in­stant. Not to fall was too hard, too hard; and he felt the si­lent lapse of his soul, as it would be at some in­stant to come, fall­ing, fall­ing, but not yet fallen, still un­fal­len, but about to fall.

			He crossed the bridge over the stream of the Tolka and turned his eyes coldly for an in­stant to­wards the faded blue shrine of the Blessed Vir­gin which stood fowl-wise on a pole in the middle of a ham­shaped en­camp­ment of poor cot­tages. Then, bend­ing to the left, he fol­lowed the lane which led up to his house. The faint sour stink of rot­ted cab­bages came to­wards him from the kit­chen gar­dens on the rising ground above the river. He smiled to think that it was this dis­order, the mis­rule and con­fu­sion of his fath­er’s house and the stag­na­tion of ve­get­able life, which was to win the day in his soul. Then a short laugh broke from his lips as he thought of that sol­it­ary farm­hand in the kit­chen gar­dens be­hind their house whom they had nick­named the man with the hat. A second laugh, tak­ing rise from the first after a pause, broke from him in­vol­un­tar­ily as he thought of how the man with the hat worked, con­sid­er­ing in turn the four points of the sky and then re­gret­fully plunging his spade in the earth.

			He pushed open the latch­less door of the porch and passed through the na­ked hall­way in­to the kit­chen. A group of his broth­ers and sis­ters was sit­ting round the table. Tea was nearly over and only the last of the second watered tea re­mained in the bot­toms of the small glass jars and jam­pots which did ser­vice for tea­cups. Dis­carded crusts and lumps of sugared bread, turned brown by the tea which had been poured over them, lay scattered on the table. Little wells of tea lay here and there on the board, and a knife with a broken ivory handle was stuck through the pith of a rav­aged turnover.

			The sad quiet greyblue glow of the dy­ing day came through the win­dow and the open door, cov­er­ing over and al­lay­ing quietly a sud­den in­stinct of re­morse in Steph­en’s heart. All that had been denied them had been freely giv­en to him, the eld­est; but the quiet glow of even­ing showed him in their faces no sign of ran­cour.

			He sat near them at the table and asked where his fath­er and moth­er were. One answered:

			—Gone­boro to­boro look­boro at­boro aboro house­boro.

			Still an­oth­er re­mov­al! A boy named Fal­lon, in Belvedere, had of­ten asked him with a silly laugh why they moved so of­ten. A frown of scorn darkened quickly his fore­head as he heard again the silly laugh of the ques­tion­er.

			He asked:

			—Why are we on the move again if it’s a fair ques­tion?

			—Be­cause­boro theboro land­boro lord­boro will­boro put­boro us­boro out­boro.

			The voice of his young­est broth­er from the farther side of the fire­place began to sing the air Oft in the Stilly Night. One by one the oth­ers took up the air un­til a full choir of voices was singing. They would sing so for hours, melody after melody, glee after glee, till the last pale light died down on the ho­ri­zon, till the first dark nightclouds came forth and night fell.

			He waited for some mo­ments, listen­ing, be­fore he too took up the air with them. He was listen­ing with pain of spir­it to the over­tone of wear­i­ness be­hind their frail fresh in­no­cent voices. Even be­fore they set out on life’s jour­ney they seemed weary already of the way.

			He heard the choir of voices in the kit­chen echoed and mul­ti­plied through an end­less re­ver­ber­a­tion of the choirs of end­less gen­er­a­tions of chil­dren and heard in all the echoes an echo also of the re­cur­ring note of wear­i­ness and pain. All seemed weary of life even be­fore en­ter­ing upon it. And he re­membered that New­man had heard this note also in the broken lines of Vir­gil, giv­ing ut­ter­ance, like the voice of Nature her­self, to that pain and wear­i­ness yet hope of bet­ter things which has been the ex­per­i­ence of her chil­dren in every time.

			

			He could wait no longer.

			From the door of Byron’s pub­lic-house to the gate of Clontarf Chapel, from the gate of Clontarf Chapel to the door of Byron’s pub­lic-house and then back again to the chapel and then back again to the pub­lic-house he had paced slowly at first, plant­ing his steps scru­pu­lously in the spaces of the patch­work of the foot­path, then tim­ing their fall to the fall of verses. A full hour had passed since his fath­er had gone in with Dan Crosby, the tu­tor, to find out for him some­thing about the uni­ver­sity. For a full hour he had paced up and down, wait­ing: but he could wait no longer.

			He set off ab­ruptly for the Bull, walk­ing rap­idly lest his fath­er’s shrill whistle might call him back; and in a few mo­ments he had roun­ded the curve at the po­lice bar­rack and was safe.

			Yes, his moth­er was hos­tile to the idea, as he had read from her list­less si­lence. Yet her mis­trust pricked him more keenly than his fath­er’s pride and he thought coldly how he had watched the faith which was fad­ing down in his soul age­ing and strength­en­ing in her eyes. A dim ant­ag­on­ism gathered force with­in him and darkened his mind as a cloud against her dis­loy­alty and when it passed, cloud­like, leav­ing his mind se­rene and du­ti­ful to­wards her again, he was made aware dimly and without re­gret of a first noise­less sun­der­ing of their lives.

			The uni­ver­sity! So he had passed bey­ond the chal­lenge of the sentries who had stood as guard­i­ans of his boy­hood and had sought to keep him among them that he might be sub­ject to them and serve their ends. Pride after sat­is­fac­tion up­lif­ted him like long slow waves. The end he had been born to serve yet did not see had led him to es­cape by an un­seen path and now it beckoned to him once more and a new ad­ven­ture was about to be opened to him. It seemed to him that he heard notes of fit­ful mu­sic leap­ing up­wards a tone and down­wards a di­min­ished fourth, up­wards a tone and down­wards a ma­jor third, like triple-branch­ing flames leap­ing fit­fully, flame after flame, out of a mid­night wood. It was an elfin pre­lude, end­less and form­less; and, as it grew wilder and faster, the flames leap­ing out of time, he seemed to hear from un­der the boughs and grasses wild creatures ra­cing, their feet pat­ter­ing like rain upon the leaves. Their feet passed in pat­ter­ing tu­mult over his mind, the feet of hares and rab­bits, the feet of harts and hinds and ante­lopes, un­til he heard them no more and re­membered only a proud ca­dence from New­man:

			—Whose feet are as the feet of harts and un­der­neath the ever­last­ing arms.

			The pride of that dim im­age brought back to his mind the dig­nity of the of­fice he had re­fused. All through his boy­hood he had mused upon that which he had so of­ten thought to be his des­tiny and when the mo­ment had come for him to obey the call he had turned aside, obey­ing a way­ward in­stinct. Now time lay between: the oils of or­din­a­tion would nev­er anoint his body. He had re­fused. Why?

			He turned sea­ward from the road at Dol­ly­mount and as he passed on to the thin wooden bridge he felt the planks shak­ing with the tramp of heav­ily shod feet. A squad of Chris­ti­an Broth­ers was on its way back from the Bull and had be­gun to pass, two by two, across the bridge. Soon the whole bridge was trem­bling and re­sound­ing. The un­couth faces passed him two by two, stained yel­low or red or liv­id by the sea, and, as he strove to look at them with ease and in­dif­fer­ence, a faint stain of per­son­al shame and com­mis­er­a­tion rose to his own face. Angry with him­self he tried to hide his face from their eyes by gaz­ing down side­ways in­to the shal­low swirl­ing wa­ter un­der the bridge but he still saw a re­flec­tion therein of their topheavy silk hats and humble tape­like col­lars and loosely hanging cler­ic­al clothes.

			
				—Broth­er Hickey.

				Broth­er Quaid.

				Broth­er Ma­c­Ardle.

				Broth­er Keogh.

			

			Their piety would be like their names, like their faces, like their clothes, and it was idle for him to tell him­self that their humble and con­trite hearts, it might be, paid a far rich­er trib­ute of de­vo­tion than his had ever been, a gift ten­fold more ac­cept­able than his elab­or­ate ad­or­a­tion. It was idle for him to move him­self to be gen­er­ous to­wards them, to tell him­self that if he ever came to their gates, stripped of his pride, beaten and in beg­gar’s weeds, that they would be gen­er­ous to­wards him, lov­ing him as them­selves. Idle and em­bit­ter­ing, fi­nally, to ar­gue, against his own dis­pas­sion­ate cer­ti­tude, that the com­mand­ment of love bade us not to love our neigh­bour as ourselves with the same amount and in­tens­ity of love but to love him as ourselves with the same kind of love.

			He drew forth a phrase from his treas­ure and spoke it softly to him­self:

			—A day of dappled seaborne clouds.

			The phrase and the day and the scene har­mon­ised in a chord. Words. Was it their col­ours? He al­lowed them to glow and fade, hue after hue: sun­rise gold, the rus­set and green of apple orch­ards, azure of waves, the grey­fringed fleece of clouds. No, it was not their col­ours: it was the poise and bal­ance of the peri­od it­self. Did he then love the rhythmic rise and fall of words bet­ter than their as­so­ci­ations of le­gend and col­our? Or was it that, be­ing as weak of sight as he was shy of mind, he drew less pleas­ure from the re­flec­tion of the glow­ing sens­ible world through the prism of a lan­guage ma­ny­col­oured and richly stor­ied than from the con­tem­pla­tion of an in­ner world of in­di­vidu­al emo­tions mirrored per­fectly in a lu­cid supple peri­od­ic prose?

			He passed from the trem­bling bridge on to firm land again. At that in­stant, as it seemed to him, the air was chilled and, look­ing askance to­wards the wa­ter, he saw a fly­ing squall dark­en­ing and crisp­ing sud­denly the tide. A faint click at his heart, a faint throb in his throat told him once more of how his flesh dreaded the cold in­frahu­man odour of the sea; yet he did not strike across the downs on his left but held straight on along the spine of rocks that poin­ted against the river’s mouth.

			A veiled sun­light lit up faintly the grey sheet of wa­ter where the river was em­bayed. In the dis­tance along the course of the slow­flow­ing Lif­fey slender masts flecked the sky and, more dis­tant still, the dim fab­ric of the city lay prone in haze. Like a scene on some vague ar­ras, old as man’s wear­i­ness, the im­age of the sev­enth city of christen­dom was vis­ible to him across the time­less air, no older nor more weary nor less pa­tient of sub­jec­tion than in the days of the thing­mote.

			Dis­heartened, he raised his eyes to­wards the slow­drift­ing clouds, dappled and seaborne. They were voy­aging across the deserts of the sky, a host of nomads on the march, voy­aging high over Ire­land, west­ward bound. The Europe they had come from lay out there bey­ond the Ir­ish Sea, Europe of strange tongues and val­leyed and wood­be­girt and cit­adelled and of en­trenched and mar­shalled races. He heard a con­fused mu­sic with­in him as of memor­ies and names which he was al­most con­scious of but could not cap­ture even for an in­stant; then the mu­sic seemed to re­cede, to re­cede, to re­cede, and from each re­ced­ing trail of neb­u­lous mu­sic there fell al­ways one long­drawn call­ing note, pier­cing like a star the dusk of si­lence. Again! Again! Again! A voice from bey­ond the world was call­ing.

			—Hello, Stephanos!

			—Here comes The Dedalus!

			—Ao! … Eh, give it over, Dwyer, I’m telling you, or I’ll give you a stuff in the kiss­er for your­self. … Ao!

			—Good man, Towser! Duck him!

			—Come along, Dedalus! Bous Stephan­ou­menos! Bous Stephane­foros!

			—Duck him! Guzzle him now, Towser!

			—Help! Help! … Ao!

			He re­cog­nised their speech col­lect­ively be­fore he dis­tin­guished their faces. The mere sight of that med­ley of wet na­ked­ness chilled him to the bone. Their bod­ies, corpse­white or suf­fused with a pal­lid golden light or rawly tanned by the sun, gleamed with the wet of the sea. Their diving­stone, poised on its rude sup­ports and rock­ing un­der their plunges, and the rough-hewn stones of the slop­ing break­wa­ter over which they scrambled in their horse­play gleamed with cold wet lustre. The tow­els with which they smacked their bod­ies were heavy with cold sea­wa­ter; and drenched with cold brine was their mat­ted hair.

			He stood still in de­fer­ence to their calls and par­ried their banter with easy words. How char­ac­ter­less they looked: Shuley without his deep un­buttoned col­lar, En­nis without his scar­let belt with the snaky clasp, and Con­nolly without his Nor­folk coat with the flap­less side­pock­ets! It was a pain to see them, and a sword­like pain to see the signs of ad­oles­cence that made re­pel­lent their pi­ti­able na­ked­ness. Per­haps they had taken refuge in num­ber and noise from the secret dread in their souls. But he, apart from them and in si­lence, re­membered in what dread he stood of the mys­tery of his own body.

			—Stephanos Dedalos! Bous Stephan­ou­menos! Bous Stephane­foros!

			Their banter was not new to him and now it flattered his mild proud sov­er­eignty. Now, as nev­er be­fore, his strange name seemed to him a proph­ecy. So time­less seemed the grey warm air, so flu­id and im­per­son­al his own mood, that all ages were as one to him. A mo­ment be­fore the ghost of the an­cient king­dom of the Danes had looked forth through the ves­ture of the hazewrapped city. Now, at the name of the fab­ulous ar­ti­ficer, he seemed to hear the noise of dim waves and to see a winged form fly­ing above the waves and slowly climb­ing the air. What did it mean? Was it a quaint device open­ing a page of some me­di­ev­al book of proph­ecies and sym­bols, a hawk­like man fly­ing sun­ward above the sea, a proph­ecy of the end he had been born to serve and had been fol­low­ing through the mists of child­hood and boy­hood, a sym­bol of the artist for­ging anew in his work­shop out of the slug­gish mat­ter of the earth a new soar­ing im­palp­able im­per­ish­able be­ing?

			His heart trembled; his breath came faster and a wild spir­it passed over his limbs as though he was soar­ing sun­ward. His heart trembled in an ec­stasy of fear and his soul was in flight. His soul was soar­ing in an air bey­ond the world and the body he knew was pur­i­fied in a breath and de­livered of in­cer­ti­tude and made ra­di­ant and com­mingled with the ele­ment of the spir­it. An ec­stasy of flight made ra­di­ant his eyes and wild his breath and trem­u­lous and wild and ra­di­ant his windswept limbs.

			—One! Two! … Look out!

			—O, Cripes, I’m drown­ded!

			—One! Two! Three and away!

			—The next! The next!

			—One! … Uk!

			—Stephane­foros!

			His throat ached with a de­sire to cry aloud, the cry of a hawk or eagle on high, to cry pier­cingly of his de­liv­er­ance to the winds. This was the call of life to his soul not the dull gross voice of the world of du­ties and des­pair, not the in­hu­man voice that had called him to the pale ser­vice of the al­tar. An in­stant of wild flight had de­livered him and the cry of tri­umph which his lips with­held cleft his brain.

			—Stephane­foros!

			What were they now but cere­ments shaken from the body of death—the fear he had walked in night and day, the in­cer­ti­tude that had ringed him round, the shame that had abased him with­in and without—cere­ments, the lin­ens of the grave?

			His soul had aris­en from the grave of boy­hood, spurn­ing her grave­clothes. Yes! Yes! Yes! He would cre­ate proudly out of the free­dom and power of his soul, as the great ar­ti­ficer whose name he bore, a liv­ing thing, new and soar­ing and beau­ti­ful, im­palp­able, im­per­ish­able.

			He star­ted up nervously from the stoneb­lock for he could no longer quench the flame in his blood. He felt his cheeks aflame and his throat throb­bing with song. There was a lust of wan­der­ing in his feet that burned to set out for the ends of the earth. On! On! his heart seemed to cry. Even­ing would deep­en above the sea, night fall upon the plains, dawn glim­mer be­fore the wan­der­er and show him strange fields and hills and faces. Where?

			He looked north­ward to­wards Howth. The sea had fallen be­low the line of sea­wrack on the shal­low side of the break­wa­ter and already the tide was run­ning out fast along the fore­shore. Already one long oval bank of sand lay warm and dry amid the wave­lets. Here and there warm isles of sand gleamed above the shal­low tide and about the isles and around the long bank and amid the shal­low cur­rents of the beach were lightclad fig­ures, wad­ing and delving.

			In a few mo­ments he was bare­foot, his stock­ings fol­ded in his pock­ets and his can­vas shoes dangling by their knot­ted laces over his shoulders and, pick­ing a poin­ted salteaten stick out of the jet­sam among the rocks, he clambered down the slope of the break­wa­ter.

			There was a long rivu­let in the strand and, as he waded slowly up its course, he wondered at the end­less drift of sea­weed. Em­er­ald and black and rus­set and olive, it moved be­neath the cur­rent, sway­ing and turn­ing. The wa­ter of the rivu­let was dark with end­less drift and mirrored the high­drift­ing clouds. The clouds were drift­ing above him si­lently and si­lently the seatangle was drift­ing be­low him and the grey warm air was still and a new wild life was singing in his veins.

			Where was his boy­hood now? Where was the soul that had hung back from her des­tiny, to brood alone upon the shame of her wounds and in her house of squal­or and sub­ter­fuge to queen it in faded cere­ments and in wreaths that withered at the touch? Or where was he?

			He was alone. He was un­heeded, happy and near to the wild heart of life. He was alone and young and wil­ful and wild­hearted, alone amid a waste of wild air and brack­ish wa­ters and the seahar­vest of shells and tangle and veiled grey sun­light and gayc­lad lightclad fig­ures of chil­dren and girls and voices child­ish and girl­ish in the air.

			A girl stood be­fore him in mid­stream, alone and still, gaz­ing out to sea. She seemed like one whom ma­gic had changed in­to the like­ness of a strange and beau­ti­ful seabird. Her long slender bare legs were del­ic­ate as a crane’s and pure save where an em­er­ald trail of sea­weed had fash­ioned it­self as a sign upon the flesh. Her thighs, fuller and softhued as ivory, were bared al­most to the hips, where the white fringes of her draw­ers were like feath­er­ing of soft white down. Her slateblue skirts were kil­ted boldly about her waist and dove­tailed be­hind her. Her bos­om was as a bird’s, soft and slight, slight and soft as the breast of some dark­plumaged dove. But her long fair hair was girl­ish: and girl­ish, and touched with the won­der of mor­tal beauty, her face.

			She was alone and still, gaz­ing out to sea; and when she felt his pres­ence and the wor­ship of his eyes her eyes turned to him in quiet suf­fer­ance of his gaze, without shame or wan­ton­ness. Long, long she suffered his gaze and then quietly with­drew her eyes from his and bent them to­wards the stream, gently stir­ring the wa­ter with her foot hith­er and thith­er. The first faint noise of gently mov­ing wa­ter broke the si­lence, low and faint and whis­per­ing, faint as the bells of sleep; hith­er and thith­er, hith­er and thith­er; and a faint flame trembled on her cheek.

			—Heav­enly God! cried Steph­en’s soul, in an out­burst of pro­fane joy.

			He turned away from her sud­denly and set off across the strand. His cheeks were aflame; his body was aglow; his limbs were trem­bling. On and on and on and on he strode, far out over the sands, singing wildly to the sea, cry­ing to greet the ad­vent of the life that had cried to him.

			Her im­age had passed in­to his soul forever and no word had broken the holy si­lence of his ec­stasy. Her eyes had called him and his soul had leaped at the call. To live, to err, to fall, to tri­umph, to re­cre­ate life out of life! A wild an­gel had ap­peared to him, the an­gel of mor­tal youth and beauty, an en­voy from the fair courts of life, to throw open be­fore him in an in­stant of ec­stasy the gates of all the ways of er­ror and glory. On and on and on and on!

			He hal­ted sud­denly and heard his heart in the si­lence. How far had he walked? What hour was it?

			There was no hu­man fig­ure near him nor any sound borne to him over the air. But the tide was near the turn and already the day was on the wane. He turned land­ward and ran to­wards the shore and, run­ning up the slop­ing beach, reck­less of the sharp shingle, found a sandy nook amid a ring of tufted sandknolls and lay down there that the peace and si­lence of the even­ing might still the ri­ot of his blood.

			He felt above him the vast in­dif­fer­ent dome and the calm pro­cesses of the heav­enly bod­ies; and the earth be­neath him, the earth that had borne him, had taken him to her breast.

			He closed his eyes in the lan­guor of sleep. His eye­lids trembled as if they felt the vast cyc­lic move­ment of the earth and her watch­ers, trembled as if they felt the strange light of some new world. His soul was swoon­ing in­to some new world, fant­ast­ic, dim, un­cer­tain as un­der sea, tra­versed by cloudy shapes and be­ings. A world, a glim­mer or a flower? Glim­mer­ing and trem­bling, trem­bling and un­fold­ing, a break­ing light, an open­ing flower, it spread in end­less suc­ces­sion to it­self, break­ing in full crim­son and un­fold­ing and fad­ing to palest rose, leaf by leaf and wave of light by wave of light, flood­ing all the heav­ens with its soft flushes, every flush deep­er than the oth­er.

			Even­ing had fallen when he woke and the sand and ar­id grasses of his bed glowed no longer. He rose slowly and, re­call­ing the rap­ture of his sleep, sighed at its joy.

			He climbed to the crest of the sandhill and gazed about him. Even­ing had fallen. A rim of the young moon cleft the pale waste of sky­line, the rim of a sil­ver hoop em­bed­ded in grey sand; and the tide was flow­ing in fast to the land with a low whis­per of her waves, is­land­ing a few last fig­ures in dis­tant pools.

		
	
		
			V

			He drained his third cup of wa­tery tea to the dregs and set to chew­ing the crusts of fried bread that were scattered near him, star­ing in­to the dark pool of the jar. The yel­low drip­ping had been scooped out like a bog­hole and the pool un­der it brought back to his memory the dark turf­col­oured wa­ter of the bath in Clon­gowes. The box of pawn tick­ets at his el­bow had just been rifled and he took up idly one after an­oth­er in his greasy fin­gers the blue and white dock­ets, scrawled and sanded and creased and bear­ing the name of the pledger as Daly or MacE­voy.

			1 Pair Buskins.

			1 D. Coat.

			3 Art­icles and White.

			1 Man’s Pants.

			Then he put them aside and gazed thought­fully at the lid of the box, speckled with louse marks, and asked vaguely:

			—How much is the clock fast now?

			His moth­er straightened the battered alarm clock that was ly­ing on its side in the middle of the man­tel­piece un­til its dial showed a quarter to twelve and then laid it once more on its side.

			—An hour and twenty-five minutes, she said. The right time now is twenty past ten. The dear knows you might try to be in time for your lec­tures.

			—Fill out the place for me to wash, said Steph­en.

			—Katey, fill out the place for Steph­en to wash.

			—Boody, fill out the place for Steph­en to wash.

			—I can’t, I’m go­ing for blue. Fill it out, you, Maggy.

			When the enamelled basin had been fit­ted in­to the well of the sink and the old wash­ing glove flung on the side of it he al­lowed his moth­er to scrub his neck and root in­to the folds of his ears and in­to the in­ter­stices at the wings of his nose.

			—Well, it’s a poor case, she said, when a uni­ver­sity stu­dent is so dirty that his moth­er has to wash him.

			—But it gives you pleas­ure, said Steph­en calmly.

			An earsplit­ting whistle was heard from up­stairs and his moth­er thrust a damp over­all in­to his hands, say­ing:

			—Dry your­self and hurry out for the love of good­ness.

			A second shrill whistle, pro­longed an­grily, brought one of the girls to the foot of the stair­case.

			—Yes, fath­er?

			—Is your lazy bitch of a broth­er gone out yet?

			—Yes, fath­er.

			—Sure?

			—Yes, fath­er.

			—Hm!

			The girl came back, mak­ing signs to him to be quick and go out quietly by the back. Steph­en laughed and said:

			—He has a curi­ous idea of genders if he thinks a bitch is mas­cu­line.

			—Ah, it’s a scan­dal­ous shame for you, Steph­en, said his moth­er, and you’ll live to rue the day you set your foot in that place. I know how it has changed you.

			—Good morn­ing, every­body, said Steph­en, smil­ing and kiss­ing the tips of his fin­gers in adieu.

			The lane be­hind the ter­race was wa­ter­logged and as he went down it slowly, choos­ing his steps amid heaps of wet rub­bish, he heard a mad nun screech­ing in the nuns’ mad­house bey­ond the wall.

			—Je­sus! O Je­sus! Je­sus!

			He shook the sound out of his ears by an angry toss of his head and hur­ried on, stum­bling through the moul­der­ing of­fal, his heart already bit­ten by an ache of loath­ing and bit­ter­ness. His fath­er’s whistle, his moth­er’s mut­ter­ings, the screech of an un­seen ma­ni­ac were to him now so many voices of­fend­ing and threat­en­ing to humble the pride of his youth. He drove their echoes even out of his heart with an ex­ec­ra­tion; but, as he walked down the av­en­ue and felt the grey morn­ing light fall­ing about him through the drip­ping trees and smelt the strange wild smell of the wet leaves and bark, his soul was loosed of her miser­ies.

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

			
				
					I was not wear­i­er where I lay.
				

			

			His mind when wear­ied of its search for the es­sence of beauty amid the spec­tral words of Ar­is­totle or Aqui­nas turned of­ten for its pleas­ure to the dainty songs of the Eliza­beth­ans. His mind, in the ves­ture of a doubt­ing monk, stood of­ten in shad­ow un­der the win­dows of that age, to hear the grave and mock­ing mu­sic of the lut­en­ists or the frank laughter of waist­coat­eers un­til a laugh too low, a phrase, tar­nished by time, of cham­ber­ing and false hon­our stung his monk­ish pride and drove him on from his lurk­ing-place.

			The lore which he was be­lieved to pass his days brood­ing upon so that it had rapt him from the com­pan­ion­ship of youth was only a garner of slender sen­tences from Ar­is­totle’s po­et­ics and psy­cho­logy and a Syn­op­sis Philo­sophiæ Schol­asticæ ad men­tem divi Thomæ. His think­ing was a dusk of doubt and selfmis­trust, lit up at mo­ments by the light­nings of in­tu­ition, but light­nings of so clear a splend­our that in those mo­ments the world per­ished about his feet as if it had been fir­e­con­sumed; and there­after his tongue grew heavy and he met the eyes of oth­ers with un­answer­ing eyes, for he felt that the spir­it of beauty had fol­ded him round like a mantle and that in rev­er­ie at least he had been ac­quain­ted with no­bil­ity. But when this brief pride of si­lence up­held him no longer he was glad to find him­self still in the midst of com­mon lives, passing on his way amid the squal­or and noise and sloth of the city fear­lessly and with a light heart.

			Near the hoard­ings on the canal he met the con­sumptive man with the doll’s face and the brim­less hat com­ing to­wards him down the slope of the bridge with little steps, tightly buttoned in­to his chocol­ate over­coat, and hold­ing his furled um­brella a span or two from him like a divin­ing rod. It must be el­ev­en, he thought, and peered in­to a dairy to see the time. The clock in the dairy told him that it was five minutes to five but, as he turned away, he heard a clock some­where near him, but un­seen, beat­ing el­ev­en strokes in swift pre­ci­sion. He laughed as he heard it for it made him think of Mac­Cann; and he saw him a squat fig­ure in a shoot­ing jack­et and breeches and with a fair goat­ee, stand­ing in the wind at Hop­kins’ corner, and heard him say:

			—Dedalus, you’re an an­ti­so­cial be­ing, wrapped up in your­self. I’m not. I’m a demo­crat and I’ll work and act for so­cial liberty and equal­ity among all classes and sexes in the United States of the Europe of the fu­ture.

			El­ev­en! Then he was late for that lec­ture too. What day of the week was it? He stopped at a news­agent’s to read the head­line of a plac­ard. Thursday. Ten to el­ev­en, Eng­lish; el­ev­en to twelve, French; twelve to one, phys­ics. He fan­cied to him­self the Eng­lish lec­ture and felt, even at that dis­tance, rest­less and help­less. He saw the heads of his class­mates meekly bent as they wrote in their note­books the points they were bid­den to note, nom­in­al defin­i­tions, es­sen­tial defin­i­tions and ex­amples or dates of birth or death, chief works, a fa­vour­able and an un­fa­vour­able cri­ti­cism side by side. His own head was un­bent for his thoughts wandered abroad and wheth­er he looked around the little class of stu­dents or out of the win­dow across the des­ol­ate gar­dens of the green an odour as­sailed him of cheer­less cel­lar­damp and de­cay. An­oth­er head than his, right be­fore him in the first benches, was poised squarely above its bend­ing fel­lows like the head of a priest ap­peal­ing without hu­mil­ity to the tab­er­nacle for the humble wor­ship­pers about him. Why was it that when he thought of Cranly he could nev­er raise be­fore his mind the en­tire im­age of his body but only the im­age of the head and face? Even now against the grey cur­tain of the morn­ing he saw it be­fore him like the phantom of a dream, the face of a severed head or death mask, crowned on the brows by its stiff black up­right hair as by an iron crown. It was a priest­like face, priest­like in its pal­lor, in the wide winged nose, in the shad­ow­ings be­low the eyes and along the jaws, priest­like in the lips that were long and blood­less and faintly smil­ing; and Steph­en, re­mem­ber­ing swiftly how he had told Cranly of all the tu­mults and un­rest and long­ings in his soul, day after day and night by night, only to be answered by his friend’s listen­ing si­lence, would have told him­self that it was the face of a guilty priest who heard con­fes­sions of those whom he had not power to ab­solve but that he felt again in memory the gaze of its dark wo­man­ish eyes.

			Through this im­age he had a glimpse of a strange dark cav­ern of spec­u­la­tion but at once turned away from it, feel­ing that it was not yet the hour to enter it. But the night­shade of his friend’s list­less­ness seemed to be dif­fus­ing in the air around him a tenu­ous and deadly ex­hal­a­tion and he found him­self glan­cing from one cas­u­al word to an­oth­er on his right or left in stol­id won­der that they had been so si­lently emp­tied of in­stant­an­eous sense un­til every mean shop le­gend bound his mind like the words of a spell and his soul shriv­elled up sigh­ing with age as he walked on in a lane among heaps of dead lan­guage. His own con­scious­ness of lan­guage was ebbing from his brain and trick­ling in­to the very words them­selves which set to band and dis­band them­selves in way­ward rhythms:

			
				
					The ivy whines upon the wall,
					

					And whines and twines upon the wall,
					

					The yel­low ivy upon the wall,
					

					Ivy, ivy up the wall.
				

			

			Did any­one ever hear such driv­el? Lord Almighty! Who ever heard of ivy whin­ing on a wall? Yel­low ivy; that was all right. Yel­low ivory also. And what about ivory ivy?

			The word now shone in his brain, clear­er and bright­er than any ivory sawn from the mottled tusks of ele­phants. Ivory, ivoire, avorio, ebur. One of the first ex­amples that he had learnt in Lat­in had run: In­dia mittit ebur; and he re­called the shrewd north­ern face of the rect­or who had taught him to con­strue the Meta­morph­oses of Ovid in a courtly Eng­lish, made whim­sic­al by the men­tion of pork­ers and pot­sherds and chines of ba­con. He had learnt what little he knew of the laws of Lat­in verse from a ragged book writ­ten by a Por­tuguese priest.

			
				
					Con­trahit orator, vari­ant in car­mine vates.
				

			

			The crises and vic­tor­ies and se­ces­sions in Ro­man his­tory were handed on to him in the trite words in tanto dis­crimine and he had tried to peer in­to the so­cial life of the city of cit­ies through the words im­plere ol­lam den­ari­or­um which the rect­or had rendered son­or­ously as the filling of a pot with den­ar­ies. The pages of his time­worn Hor­ace nev­er felt cold to the touch even when his own fin­gers were cold; they were hu­man pages and fifty years be­fore they had been turned by the hu­man fin­gers of John Duncan In­ver­ar­ity and by his broth­er, Wil­li­am Mal­colm In­ver­ar­ity. Yes, those were noble names on the dusky flyleaf and, even for so poor a Lat­in­ist as he, the dusky verses were as fra­grant as though they had lain all those years in myrtle and lav­ender and ver­vain; but yet it wounded him to think that he would nev­er be but a shy guest at the feast of the world’s cul­ture and that the monk­ish learn­ing, in terms of which he was striv­ing to forge out an es­thet­ic philo­sophy, was held no high­er by the age he lived in than the subtle and curi­ous jar­gons of her­aldry and fal­conry.

			The grey block of Trin­ity on his left, set heav­ily in the city’s ig­nor­ance like a dull stone set in a cum­brous ring, pulled his mind down­ward and while he was striv­ing this way and that to free his feet from the fet­ters of the re­formed con­science he came upon the droll statue of the na­tion­al poet of Ire­land.

			He looked at it without an­ger; for, though sloth of the body and of the soul crept over it like un­seen ver­min, over the shuff­ling feet and up the folds of the cloak and around the servile head, it seemed humbly con­scious of its in­dig­nity. It was a Fir­bolg in the bor­rowed cloak of a Milesian; and he thought of his friend Dav­in, the peas­ant stu­dent. It was a jest­ing name between them, but the young peas­ant bore with it lightly:

			—Go on, Stevie, I have a hard head, you tell me. Call me what you will.

			The homely ver­sion of his chris­ti­an name on the lips of his friend had touched Steph­en pleas­antly when first heard for he was as form­al in speech with oth­ers as they were with him. Of­ten, as he sat in Dav­in’s rooms in Grantham Street, won­der­ing at his friend’s well-made boots that flanked the wall pair by pair and re­peat­ing for his friend’s simple ear the verses and ca­dences of oth­ers which were the veils of his own long­ing and de­jec­tion, the rude Fir­bolg mind of his listen­er had drawn his mind to­wards it and flung it back again, draw­ing it by a quiet in­bred cour­tesy of at­ten­tion or by a quaint turn of old Eng­lish speech or by the force of its de­light in rude bod­ily skill—for Dav­in had sat at the feet of Mi­chael Cu­s­ack, the Gael—re­pelling swiftly and sud­denly by a gross­ness of in­tel­li­gence or by a blunt­ness of feel­ing or by a dull stare of ter­ror in the eyes, the ter­ror of soul of a starving Ir­ish vil­lage in which the curfew was still a nightly fear.

			Side by side with his memory of the deeds of prowess of his uncle Mat Dav­in, the ath­lete, the young peas­ant wor­shipped the sor­row­ful le­gend of Ire­land. The gos­sip of his fel­low-stu­dents which strove to render the flat life of the col­lege sig­ni­fic­ant at any cost loved to think of him as a young feni­an. His nurse had taught him Ir­ish and shaped his rude ima­gin­a­tion by the broken lights of Ir­ish myth. He stood to­wards the myth upon which no in­di­vidu­al mind had ever drawn out a line of beauty and to its un­wieldy tales that di­vided them­selves as they moved down the cycles in the same at­ti­tude as to­wards the Ro­man cath­ol­ic re­li­gion, the at­ti­tude of a dull­wit­ted loy­al serf. What­so­ever of thought or of feel­ing came to him from Eng­land or by way of Eng­lish cul­ture his mind stood armed against in obed­i­ence to a pass­word; and of the world that lay bey­ond Eng­land he knew only the for­eign le­gion of France in which he spoke of serving.

			Coup­ling this am­bi­tion with the young man’s hu­mour Steph­en had of­ten called him one of the tame geese and there was even a point of ir­rit­a­tion in the name poin­ted against that very re­luct­ance of speech and deed in his friend which seemed so of­ten to stand between Steph­en’s mind, eager of spec­u­la­tion, and the hid­den ways of Ir­ish life.

			One night the young peas­ant, his spir­it stung by the vi­ol­ent or lux­uri­ous lan­guage in which Steph­en es­caped from the cold si­lence of in­tel­lec­tu­al re­volt, had called up be­fore Steph­en’s mind a strange vis­ion. The two were walk­ing slowly to­wards Dav­in’s rooms through the dark nar­row streets of the poorer jews.

			—A thing happened to my­self, Stevie, last au­tumn, com­ing on winter, and I nev­er told it to a liv­ing soul and you are the first per­son now I ever told it to. I dis­re­mem­ber if it was Oc­to­ber or Novem­ber. It was Oc­to­ber be­cause it was be­fore I came up here to join the ma­tric­u­la­tion class.

			Steph­en had turned his smil­ing eyes to­wards his friend’s face, flattered by his con­fid­ence and won over to sym­pathy by the speak­er’s simple ac­cent.

			—I was away all that day from my own place over in But­tevant—I don’t know if you know where that is—at a hurl­ing match between the Croke’s Own Boys and the Fear­less Thurles and by God, Stevie, that was the hard fight. My first cous­in, Fonsy Dav­in, was stripped to his buff that day mind­ing cool for the Lim­er­icks but he was up with the for­wards half the time and shout­ing like mad. I nev­er will for­get that day. One of the Crokes made a woe­ful wipe at him one time with his ca­man and I de­clare to God he was with­in an aim’s ace of get­ting it at the side of his temple. Oh, hon­est to God, if the crook of it caught him that time he was done for.

			—I am glad he es­caped, Steph­en had said with a laugh, but surely that’s not the strange thing that happened you?

			—Well, I sup­pose that doesn’t in­terest you, but least­ways there was such noise after the match that I missed the train home and I couldn’t get any kind of a yoke to give me a lift for, as luck would have it, there was a mass meet­ing that same day over in Castletown­roche and all the cars in the coun­try were there. So there was noth­ing for it only to stay the night or to foot it out. Well, I star­ted to walk and on I went and it was com­ing on night when I got in­to the Bal­ly­houra hills, that’s bet­ter than ten miles from Kil­mal­lock and there’s a long lonely road after that. You wouldn’t see the sign of a chris­ti­an house along the road or hear a sound. It was pitch dark al­most. Once or twice I stopped by the way un­der a bush to red­den my pipe and only for the dew was thick I’d have stretched out there and slept. At last, after a bend of the road, I spied a little cot­tage with a light in the win­dow. I went up and knocked at the door. A voice asked who was there and I answered I was over at the match in But­tevant and was walk­ing back and that I’d be thank­ful for a glass of wa­ter. After a while a young wo­man opened the door and brought me out a big mug of milk. She was half un­dressed as if she was go­ing to bed when I knocked and she had her hair hanging and I thought by her fig­ure and by some­thing in the look of her eyes that she must be car­ry­ing a child. She kept me in talk a long while at the door and I thought it strange be­cause her breast and her shoulders were bare. She asked me was I tired and would I like to stop the night there. She said she was all alone in the house and that her hus­band had gone that morn­ing to Queen­stown with his sis­ter to see her off. And all the time she was talk­ing, Stevie, she had her eyes fixed on my face and she stood so close to me I could hear her breath­ing. When I handed her back the mug at last she took my hand to draw me in over the threshold and said: Come in and stay the night here. You’ve no call to be frightened. There’s no one in it but ourselves. … I didn’t go in, Stevie. I thanked her and went on my way again, all in a fever. At the first bend of the road I looked back and she was stand­ing at the door.

			The last words of Dav­in’s story sang in his memory and the fig­ure of the wo­man in the story stood forth re­flec­ted in oth­er fig­ures of the peas­ant wo­men whom he had seen stand­ing in the door­ways at Clane as the col­lege cars drove by, as a type of her race and of his own, a bat­like soul wak­ing to the con­scious­ness of it­self in dark­ness and secrecy and loneli­ness and, through the eyes and voice and ges­ture of a wo­man without guile, call­ing the stranger to her bed.

			A hand was laid on his arm and a young voice cried:

			—Ah, gen­tle­man, your own girl, sir! The first hand­sel today, gen­tle­man. Buy that lovely bunch. Will you, gen­tle­man?

			The blue flowers which she lif­ted to­wards him and her young blue eyes seemed to him at that in­stant im­ages of guile­less­ness, and he hal­ted till the im­age had van­ished and he saw only her ragged dress and damp coarse hair and hoy­den­ish face.

			—Do, gen­tle­man! Don’t for­get your own girl, sir!

			—I have no money, said Steph­en.

			—Buy them lovely ones, will you, sir? Only a penny.

			—Did you hear what I said? asked Steph­en, bend­ing to­wards her. I told you I had no money. I tell you again now.

			—Well, sure, you will some day, sir, please God, the girl answered after an in­stant.

			—Pos­sibly, said Steph­en, but I don’t think it likely.

			He left her quickly, fear­ing that her in­tim­acy might turn to gib­ing and wish­ing to be out of the way be­fore she offered her ware to an­oth­er, a tour­ist from Eng­land or a stu­dent of Trin­ity. Grafton Street, along which he walked, pro­longed that mo­ment of dis­cour­aged poverty. In the road­way at the head of the street a slab was set to the memory of Wolfe Tone and he re­membered hav­ing been present with his fath­er at its lay­ing. He re­membered with bit­ter­ness that scene of taw­dry trib­ute. There were four French del­eg­ates in a brake and one, a plump smil­ing young man, held, wedged on a stick, a card on which were prin­ted the words: Vive l’Ir­lande!

			But the trees in Steph­en’s Green were fra­grant of rain and the rains­od­den earth gave forth its mor­tal odour, a faint in­cense rising up­ward through the mould from many hearts. The soul of the gal­lant venal city which his eld­ers had told him of had shrunk with time to a faint mor­tal odour rising from the earth and he knew that in a mo­ment when he entered the sombre col­lege he would be con­scious of a cor­rup­tion oth­er than that of Buck Egan and Burn­chapel Whaley.

			It was too late to go up­stairs to the French class. He crossed the hall and took the cor­ridor to the left which led to the phys­ics theatre. The cor­ridor was dark and si­lent but not un­watch­ful. Why did he feel that it was not un­watch­ful? Was it be­cause he had heard that in Buck Whaley’s time there was a secret stair­case there? Or was the je­suit house ex­tra­ter­rit­ori­al and was he walk­ing among ali­ens? The Ire­land of Tone and of Par­nell seemed to have re­ceded in space.

			He opened the door of the theatre and hal­ted in the chilly grey light that struggled through the dusty win­dows. A fig­ure was crouch­ing be­fore the large grate and by its lean­ness and grey­ness he knew that it was the dean of stud­ies light­ing the fire. Steph­en closed the door quietly and ap­proached the fire­place.

			—Good morn­ing, sir! Can I help you?

			The priest looked up quickly and said:

			—One mo­ment now, Mr. Dedalus, and you will see. There is an art in light­ing a fire. We have the lib­er­al arts and we have the use­ful arts. This is one of the use­ful arts.

			—I will try to learn it, said Steph­en.

			—Not too much coal, said the dean, work­ing briskly at his task, that is one of the secrets.

			He pro­duced four candle-butts from the side­pock­ets of his sou­tane and placed them deftly among the coals and twis­ted pa­pers. Steph­en watched him in si­lence. Kneel­ing thus on the flag­stone to kindle the fire and busied with the dis­pos­i­tion of his wisps of pa­per and candle-butts he seemed more than ever a humble serv­er mak­ing ready the place of sac­ri­fice in an empty temple, a levite of the Lord. Like a levite’s robe of plain lin­en the faded worn sou­tane draped the kneel­ing fig­ure of one whom the ca­non­ic­als or the bell­bordered eph­od would irk and trouble. His very body had waxed old in lowly ser­vice of the Lord—in tend­ing the fire upon the al­tar, in bear­ing tid­ings secretly, in wait­ing upon world­lings, in strik­ing swiftly when bid­den—and yet had re­mained un­graced by aught of saintly or of pre­lat­ic beauty. Nay, his very soul had waxed old in that ser­vice without grow­ing to­wards light and beauty or spread­ing abroad a sweet odour of her sanc­tity—a mor­ti­fied will no more re­spons­ive to the thrill of its obed­i­ence than was to the thrill of love or com­bat his age­ing body, spare and sinewy, greyed with a sil­ver-poin­ted down.

			The dean res­ted back on his hunkers and watched the sticks catch. Steph­en, to fill the si­lence, said:

			—I am sure I could not light a fire.

			—You are an artist, are you not, Mr. Dedalus? said the dean, glan­cing up and blink­ing his pale eyes. The ob­ject of the artist is the cre­ation of the beau­ti­ful. What the beau­ti­ful is is an­oth­er ques­tion.

			He rubbed his hands slowly and drily over the dif­fi­culty.

			—Can you solve that ques­tion now? he asked.

			—Aqui­nas, answered Steph­en, says pul­cra sunt quæ visa pla­cent.

			—This fire be­fore us, said the dean, will be pleas­ing to the eye. Will it there­fore be beau­ti­ful?

			—In so far as it is ap­pre­hen­ded by the sight, which I sup­pose means here es­thet­ic in­tel­lec­tion, it will be beau­ti­ful. But Aqui­nas also says Bonum est in quod tendit ap­pet­it­us. In so far as it sat­is­fies the an­im­al crav­ing for warmth fire is a good. In hell, how­ever, it is an evil.

			—Quite so, said the dean, you have cer­tainly hit the nail on the head.

			He rose nimbly and went to­wards the door, set it ajar and said:

			—A draught is said to be a help in these mat­ters.

			As he came back to the hearth, limp­ing slightly but with a brisk step, Steph­en saw the si­lent soul of a je­suit look out at him from the pale love­less eyes. Like Ig­na­tius he was lame but in his eyes burned no spark of Ig­na­tius’ en­thu­si­asm. Even the le­gendary craft of the com­pany, a craft subtler and more secret than its fabled books of secret subtle wis­dom, had not fired his soul with the en­ergy of apostle­ship. It seemed as if he used the shifts and lore and cun­ning of the world, as bid­den to do, for the great­er glory of God, without joy in their hand­ling or hatred of that in them which was evil but turn­ing them, with a firm ges­ture of obed­i­ence back upon them­selves and for all this si­lent ser­vice it seemed as if he loved not at all the mas­ter and little, if at all, the ends he served. Simi­liter atque senis bacu­lus, he was, as the founder would have had him, like a staff in an old man’s hand, to be leaned on in the road at night­fall or in stress of weath­er, to lie with a lady’s nose­gay on a garden seat, to be raised in men­ace.

			The dean re­turned to the hearth and began to stroke his chin.

			—When may we ex­pect to have some­thing from you on the es­thet­ic ques­tion? he asked.

			—From me! said Steph­en in as­ton­ish­ment. I stumble on an idea once a fort­night if I am lucky.

			—These ques­tions are very pro­found, Mr. Dedalus, said the dean. It is like look­ing down from the cliffs of Mo­her in­to the depths. Many go down in­to the depths and nev­er come up. Only the trained diver can go down in­to those depths and ex­plore them and come to the sur­face again.

			—If you mean spec­u­la­tion, sir, said Steph­en, I also am sure that there is no such thing as free think­ing inas­much as all think­ing must be bound by its own laws.

			—Ha!

			—For my pur­pose I can work on at present by the light of one or two ideas of Ar­is­totle and Aqui­nas.

			—I see. I quite see your point.

			—I need them only for my own use and guid­ance un­til I have done some­thing for my­self by their light. If the lamp smokes or smells I shall try to trim it. If it does not give light enough I shall sell it and buy an­oth­er.

			—Epic­t­etus also had a lamp, said the dean, which was sold for a fancy price after his death. It was the lamp he wrote his philo­soph­ic­al dis­ser­ta­tions by. You know Epic­t­etus?

			—An old gen­tle­man, said Steph­en coarsely, who said that the soul is very like a buck­et­ful of wa­ter.

			—He tells us in his homely way, the dean went on, that he put an iron lamp be­fore a statue of one of the gods and that a thief stole the lamp. What did the philo­soph­er do? He re­flec­ted that it was in the char­ac­ter of a thief to steal and de­term­ined to buy an earthen lamp next day in­stead of the iron lamp.

			A smell of mol­ten tal­low came up from the dean’s candle butts and fused it­self in Steph­en’s con­scious­ness with the jingle of the words, buck­et and lamp and lamp and buck­et. The priest’s voice, too, had a hard jingling tone. Steph­en’s mind hal­ted by in­stinct, checked by the strange tone and the im­agery and by the priest’s face which seemed like an un­lit lamp or a re­flect­or hung in a false fo­cus. What lay be­hind it or with­in it? A dull tor­por of the soul or the dull­ness of the thun­der­cloud, charged with in­tel­lec­tion and cap­able of the gloom of God?

			—I meant a dif­fer­ent kind of lamp, sir, said Steph­en.

			—Un­doubtedly, said the dean.

			—One dif­fi­culty, said Steph­en, in es­thet­ic dis­cus­sion is to know wheth­er words are be­ing used ac­cord­ing to the lit­er­ary tra­di­tion or ac­cord­ing to the tra­di­tion of the mar­ket­place. I re­mem­ber a sen­tence of New­man’s in which he says of the Blessed Vir­gin that she was de­tained in the full com­pany of the saints. The use of the word in the mar­ket­place is quite dif­fer­ent. I hope I am not de­tain­ing you.

			—Not in the least, said the dean po­litely.

			—No, no, said Steph­en, smil­ing, I mean …

			—Yes, yes; I see, said the dean quickly, I quite catch the point: de­tain.

			He thrust for­ward his un­der jaw and uttered a dry short cough.

			—To re­turn to the lamp, he said, the feed­ing of it is also a nice prob­lem. You must choose the pure oil and you must be care­ful when you pour it in not to over­flow it, not to pour in more than the fun­nel can hold.

			—What fun­nel? asked Steph­en.

			—The fun­nel through which you pour the oil in­to your lamp.

			—That? said Steph­en. Is that called a fun­nel? Is it not a tun­dish?

			—What is a tun­dish?

			—That. The … the fun­nel.

			—Is that called a tun­dish in Ire­land? asked the dean. I nev­er heard the word in my life.

			—It is called a tun­dish in Lower Drum­con­dra, said Steph­en, laugh­ing, where they speak the best Eng­lish.

			—A tun­dish, said the dean re­flect­ively. That is a most in­ter­est­ing word. I must look that word up. Upon my word I must.

			His cour­tesy of man­ner rang a little false and Steph­en looked at the Eng­lish con­vert with the same eyes as the eld­er broth­er in the par­able may have turned on the prod­ig­al. A humble fol­low­er in the wake of clam­or­ous con­ver­sions, a poor Eng­lish­man in Ire­land, he seemed to have entered on the stage of je­suit his­tory when that strange play of in­trigue and suf­fer­ing and envy and struggle and in­dig­nity had been all but giv­en through—a late­comer, a tardy spir­it. From what had he set out? Per­haps he had been born and bred among ser­i­ous dis­sent­ers, see­ing sal­va­tion in Je­sus only and ab­hor­ring the vain pomps of the es­tab­lish­ment. Had he felt the need of an im­pli­cit faith amid the wel­ter of sec­tari­an­ism and the jar­gon of its tur­bu­lent schisms, six prin­ciple men, pe­cu­li­ar people, seed and snake baptists, supra­lapsari­an dog­mat­ists? Had he found the true church all of a sud­den in wind­ing up to the end like a reel of cot­ton some finespun line of reas­on­ing upon in­suf­fla­tion on the im­pos­i­tion of hands or the pro­ces­sion of the Holy Ghost? Or had Lord Christ touched him and bid­den him fol­low, like that dis­ciple who had sat at the re­ceipt of cus­tom, as he sat by the door of some zin­croofed chapel, yawn­ing and telling over his church pence?

			The dean re­peated the word yet again.

			—Tun­dish! Well now, that is in­ter­est­ing!

			—The ques­tion you asked me a mo­ment ago seems to me more in­ter­est­ing. What is that beauty which the artist struggles to ex­press from lumps of earth, said Steph­en coldly.

			The little word seemed to have turned a rapi­er point of his sens­it­ive­ness against this cour­teous and vi­gil­ant foe. He felt with a smart of de­jec­tion that the man to whom he was speak­ing was a coun­try­man of Ben Jon­son. He thought:

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

			—And to dis­tin­guish between the beau­ti­ful and the sub­lime, the dean ad­ded, to dis­tin­guish between mor­al beauty and ma­ter­i­al beauty. And to in­quire what kind of beauty is prop­er to each of the vari­ous arts. These are some in­ter­est­ing points we might take up.

			Steph­en, dis­heartened sud­denly by the dean’s firm, dry tone, was si­lent; and through the si­lence a dis­tant noise of many boots and con­fused voices came up the stair­case.

			—In pur­su­ing these spec­u­la­tions, said the dean con­clus­ively, there is, how­ever, the danger of per­ish­ing of in­an­i­tion. First you must take your de­gree. Set that be­fore you as your first aim. Then, little by little, you will see your way. I mean in every sense, your way in life and in think­ing. It may be up­hill ped­alling at first. Take Mr. Moon­an. He was a long time be­fore he got to the top. But he got there.

			—I may not have his tal­ent, said Steph­en quietly.

			—You nev­er know, said the dean brightly. We nev­er can say what is in us. I most cer­tainly should not be des­pond­ent. Per as­pera ad as­tra.

			He left the hearth quickly and went to­wards the land­ing to over­see the ar­rival of the first arts’ class.

			Lean­ing against the fire­place Steph­en heard him greet briskly and im­par­tially every stu­dent of the class and could al­most see the frank smiles of the coars­er stu­dents. A des­ol­at­ing pity began to fall like dew upon his eas­ily em­bittered heart for this faith­ful serving­man of the knightly Loy­ola, for this half­broth­er of the clergy, more venal than they in speech, more stead­fast of soul than they, one whom he would nev­er call his ghostly fath­er; and he thought how this man and his com­pan­ions had earned the name of world­lings at the hands not of the un­worldly only but of the worldly also for hav­ing pleaded, dur­ing all their his­tory, at the bar of God’s justice for the souls of the lax and the luke­warm and the prudent.

			The entry of the pro­fess­or was sig­nalled by a few rounds of Kentish fire from the heavy boots of those stu­dents who sat on the highest tier of the gloomy theatre un­der the grey cob­webbed win­dows. The call­ing of the roll began and the re­sponses to the names were giv­en out in all tones un­til the name of Peter Byrne was reached.

			—Here!

			A deep bass note in re­sponse came from the up­per tier, fol­lowed by coughs of protest along the oth­er benches.

			The pro­fess­or paused in his read­ing and called the next name:

			—Cranly!

			No an­swer.

			—Mr. Cranly!

			A smile flew across Steph­en’s face as he thought of his friend’s stud­ies.

			—Try Leo­pard­stown! said a voice from the bench be­hind.

			Steph­en glanced up quickly but Moyni­han’s snout­ish face, out­lined on the grey light, was im­pass­ive. A for­mula was giv­en out. Amid the rust­ling of the note­books Steph­en turned back again and said:

			—Give me some pa­per for God’s sake.

			—Are you as bad as that? asked Moyni­han with a broad grin.

			He tore a sheet from his scrib­bler and passed it down, whis­per­ing:

			—In case of ne­ces­sity any lay­man or wo­man can do it.

			The for­mula which he wrote obed­i­ently on the sheet of pa­per, the coil­ing and un­coil­ing cal­cu­la­tions of the pro­fess­or, the spectre­like sym­bols of force and ve­lo­city fas­cin­ated and jaded Steph­en’s mind. He had heard some say that the old pro­fess­or was an athe­ist free­ma­son. O the grey dull day! It seemed a limbo of pain­less pa­tient con­scious­ness through which souls of math­em­aticians might wander, pro­ject­ing long slender fab­rics from plane to plane of ever rarer and paler twi­light, ra­di­at­ing swift ed­dies to the last verges of a uni­verse ever vaster, farther and more im­palp­able.

			—So we must dis­tin­guish between el­lipt­ic­al and el­lips­oid­al. Per­haps some of you gen­tle­men may be fa­mil­i­ar with the works of Mr. W. S. Gil­bert. In one of his songs he speaks of the bil­liard sharp who is con­demned to play:

			
				
					On a cloth un­true
					

					With a twis­ted cue
					

					And el­lipt­ic­al bil­liard balls.
				

			

			—He means a ball hav­ing the form of the el­lips­oid of the prin­cip­al axes of which I spoke a mo­ment ago.

			Moyni­han leaned down to­wards Steph­en’s ear and mur­mured:

			—What price el­lips­oid­al balls! chase me, ladies, I’m in the cav­alry!

			His fel­low stu­dent’s rude hu­mour ran like a gust through the cloister of Steph­en’s mind, shak­ing in­to gay life limp priestly vest­ments that hung upon the walls, set­ting them to sway and caper in a sab­bath of mis­rule. The forms of the com­munity emerged from the gust-blown vest­ments, the dean of stud­ies, the portly flor­id bursar with his cap of grey hair, the pres­id­ent, the little priest with feath­ery hair who wrote de­vout verses, the squat peas­ant form of the pro­fess­or of eco­nom­ics, the tall form of the young pro­fess­or of men­tal sci­ence dis­cuss­ing on the land­ing a case of con­science with his class like a gir­affe crop­ping high leaf­age among a herd of ante­lopes, the grave troubled pre­fect of the sodal­ity, the plump round­headed pro­fess­or of Itali­an with his rogue’s eyes. They came am­bling and stum­bling, tum­bling and caper­ing, kilt­ing their gowns for leap frog, hold­ing one an­oth­er back, shaken with deep false laughter, smack­ing one an­oth­er be­hind and laugh­ing at their rude malice, call­ing to one an­oth­er by fa­mil­i­ar nick­names, protest­ing with sud­den dig­nity at some rough us­age, whis­per­ing two and two be­hind their hands.

			The pro­fess­or had gone to the glass cases on the side­wall, from a shelf of which he took down a set of coils, blew away the dust from many points and, bear­ing it care­fully to the table, held a fin­ger on it while he pro­ceeded with his lec­ture. He ex­plained that the wires in mod­ern coils were of a com­pound called plat­in­oid lately dis­covered by F. W. Mar­tino.

			He spoke clearly the ini­tials and sur­name of the dis­cover­er. Moyni­han whispered from be­hind:

			—Good old Fresh Wa­ter Mar­tin!

			—Ask him, Steph­en whispered back with weary hu­mour, if he wants a sub­ject for elec­tro­cu­tion. He can have me.

			Moyni­han, see­ing the pro­fess­or bend over the coils, rose in his bench and, clack­ing noise­lessly the fin­gers of his right hand, began to call with the voice of a slob­ber­ing urchin:

			—Please teach­er! This boy is after say­ing a bad word, teach­er.

			—Plat­in­oid, the pro­fess­or said sol­emnly, is pre­ferred to Ger­man sil­ver be­cause it has a lower coef­fi­cient of res­ist­ance by changes of tem­per­at­ure. The plat­in­oid wire is in­su­lated and the cov­er­ing of silk that in­su­lates it is wound on the ebon­ite bob­bins just where my fin­ger is. If it were wound single an ex­tra cur­rent would be in­duced in the coils. The bob­bins are sat­ur­ated in hot par­affin wax …

			A sharp Ul­ster voice said from the bench be­low Steph­en:

			—Are we likely to be asked ques­tions on ap­plied sci­ence?

			The pro­fess­or began to juggle gravely with the terms pure sci­ence and ap­plied sci­ence. A heavy­built stu­dent, wear­ing gold spec­tacles, stared with some won­der at the ques­tion­er. Moyni­han mur­mured from be­hind in his nat­ur­al voice:

			—Isn’t Mac­Al­ister a dev­il for his pound of flesh?

			Steph­en looked coldly on the ob­long skull be­neath him over­grown with tangled twine­col­oured hair. The voice, the ac­cent, the mind of the ques­tion­er of­fen­ded him and he al­lowed the of­fence to carry him to­wards wil­ful un­kind­ness, bid­ding his mind think that the stu­dent’s fath­er would have done bet­ter had he sent his son to Bel­fast to study and have saved some­thing on the train fare by so do­ing.

			The ob­long skull be­neath did not turn to meet this shaft of thought and yet the shaft came back to its bow­string; for he saw in a mo­ment the stu­dent’s wheyp­ale face.

			—That thought is not mine, he said to him­self quickly. It came from the com­ic Ir­ish­man in the bench be­hind. Pa­tience. Can you say with cer­ti­tude by whom the soul of your race was bartered and its elect be­trayed—by the ques­tion­er or by the mock­er? Pa­tience. Re­mem­ber Epic­t­etus. It is prob­ably in his char­ac­ter to ask such a ques­tion at such a mo­ment in such a tone and to pro­nounce the word sci­ence as a mono­syl­lable.

			The dron­ing voice of the pro­fess­or con­tin­ued to wind it­self slowly round and round the coils it spoke of, doub­ling, trebling, quad­rupling its som­no­lent en­ergy as the coil mul­ti­plied its ohms of res­ist­ance.

			Moyni­han’s voice called from be­hind in echo to a dis­tant bell:

			—Clos­ing time, gents!

			The en­trance hall was crowded and loud with talk. On a table near the door were two pho­to­graphs in frames and between them a long roll of pa­per bear­ing an ir­reg­u­lar tail of sig­na­tures. Mac­Cann went briskly to and fro among the stu­dents, talk­ing rap­idly, an­swer­ing re­buffs and lead­ing one after an­oth­er to the table. In the in­ner hall the dean of stud­ies stood talk­ing to a young pro­fess­or, strok­ing his chin gravely and nod­ding his head.

			Steph­en, checked by the crowd at the door, hal­ted ir­res­ol­utely. From un­der the wide fall­ing leaf of a soft hat Cranly’s dark eyes were watch­ing him.

			—Have you signed? Steph­en asked.

			Cranly closed his long thin­lipped mouth, com­muned with him­self an in­stant and answered:

			—Ego habeo.

			—What is it for?

			—Quod?

			—What is it for?

			Cranly turned his pale face to Steph­en and said blandly and bit­terly:

			—Per pax uni­ver­sal­is.

			Steph­en poin­ted to the Tsar’s pho­to­graph and said:

			—He has the face of a be­sot­ted Christ.

			The scorn and an­ger in his voice brought Cranly’s eyes back from a calm sur­vey of the walls of the hall.

			—Are you an­noyed? he asked.

			—No, answered Steph­en.

			—Are you in bad hu­mour?

			—No.

			—Credo ut vos san­guin­ari­us mendax es­tis, said Cranly, quia fa­cies vostra mon­strat ut vos in damno malo hu­more es­tis.

			Moyni­han, on his way to the table, said in Steph­en’s ear:

			—Mac­Cann is in tiptop form. Ready to shed the last drop. Brand new world. No stim­u­lants and votes for the bitches.

			Steph­en smiled at the man­ner of this con­fid­ence and, when Moyni­han had passed, turned again to meet Cranly’s eyes.

			—Per­haps you can tell me, he said, why he pours his soul so freely in­to my ear. Can you?

			A dull scowl ap­peared on Cranly’s fore­head. He stared at the table where Moyni­han had bent to write his name on the roll, and then said flatly:

			—A sug­ar!

			—Quis est in malo hu­more, said Steph­en, ego aut vos?

			Cranly did not take up the taunt. He brooded sourly on his judge­ment and re­peated with the same flat force:

			—A flam­ing bloody sug­ar, that’s what he is!

			It was his epi­taph for all dead friend­ships and Steph­en wondered wheth­er it would ever be spoken in the same tone over his memory. The heavy lump­ish phrase sank slowly out of hear­ing like a stone through a quag­mire. Steph­en saw it sink as he had seen many an­oth­er, feel­ing its heav­i­ness de­press his heart. Cranly’s speech, un­like that of Dav­in, had neither rare phrases of Eliza­beth­an Eng­lish nor quaintly turned ver­sions of Ir­ish idioms. Its drawl was an echo of the quays of Dub­lin giv­en back by a bleak de­cay­ing sea­port, its en­ergy an echo of the sac­red elo­quence of Dub­lin giv­en back flatly by a Wick­low pul­pit.

			The heavy scowl faded from Cranly’s face as Mac­Cann marched briskly to­wards them from the oth­er side of the hall.

			—Here you are! said Mac­Cann cheer­ily.

			—Here I am! said Steph­en.

			—Late as usu­al. Can you not com­bine the pro­gress­ive tend­ency with a re­spect for punc­tu­al­ity?

			—That ques­tion is out of or­der, said Steph­en. Next busi­ness.

			His smil­ing eyes were fixed on a sil­ver-wrapped tab­let of milk chocol­ate which peeped out of the pro­pa­gand­ist’s breast-pock­et. A little ring of listen­ers closed round to hear the war of wits. A lean stu­dent with olive skin and lank black hair thrust his face between the two, glan­cing from one to the oth­er at each phrase and seem­ing to try to catch each fly­ing phrase in his open moist mouth. Cranly took a small grey hand­ball from his pock­et and began to ex­am­ine it closely, turn­ing it over and over.

			—Next busi­ness? said Mac­Cann. Hom!

			He gave a loud cough of laughter, smiled broadly and tugged twice at the straw­col­oured goat­ee which hung from his blunt chin.

			—The next busi­ness is to sign the testi­mo­ni­al.

			—Will you pay me any­thing if I sign? asked Steph­en.

			—I thought you were an ideal­ist, said Mac­Cann.

			The gip­sy­like stu­dent looked about him and ad­dressed the on­look­ers in an in­dis­tinct bleat­ing voice.

			—By hell, that’s a queer no­tion. I con­sider that no­tion to be a mer­cen­ary no­tion.

			His voice faded in­to si­lence. No heed was paid to his words. He turned his olive face, equine in ex­pres­sion, to­wards Steph­en, in­vit­ing him to speak again.

			Mac­Cann began to speak with flu­ent en­ergy of the Tsar’s re­script, of Stead, of gen­er­al dis­arm­a­ment, ar­bit­ra­tion in cases of in­ter­na­tion­al dis­putes, of the signs of the times, of the new hu­man­ity and the new gos­pel of life which would make it the busi­ness of the com­munity to se­cure as cheaply as pos­sible the greatest pos­sible hap­pi­ness of the greatest pos­sible num­ber.

			The gipsy stu­dent re­spon­ded to the close of the peri­od by cry­ing:

			—Three cheers for uni­ver­sal broth­er­hood!

			—Go on, Temple, said a stout ruddy stu­dent near him. I’ll stand you a pint after.

			—I’m a be­liev­er in uni­ver­sal broth­er­hood, said Temple, glan­cing about him out of his dark oval eyes. Marx is only a bloody cod.

			Cranly gripped his arm tightly to check his tongue, smil­ing un­eas­ily, and re­peated:

			—Easy, easy, easy!

			Temple struggled to free his arm but con­tin­ued, his mouth flecked by a thin foam:

			—So­cial­ism was foun­ded by an Ir­ish­man and the first man in Europe who preached the free­dom of thought was Collins. Two hun­dred years ago. He de­nounced priest­craft, the philo­soph­er of Middle­sex. Three cheers for John An­thony Collins!

			A thin voice from the verge of the ring replied:

			—Pip! pip!

			Moyni­han mur­mured be­side Steph­en’s ear:

			—And what about John An­thony’s poor little sis­ter:

			
				
					Lot­tie Collins lost her draw­ers;
					

					Won’t you kindly lend her yours?
				

			

			Steph­en laughed and Moyni­han, pleased with the res­ult, mur­mured again:

			—We’ll have five bob each way on John An­thony Collins.

			—I am wait­ing for your an­swer, said Mac­Cann briefly.

			—The af­fair doesn’t in­terest me in the least, said Steph­en wear­ily. You know that well. Why do you make a scene about it?

			—Good! said Mac­Cann, smack­ing his lips. You are a re­ac­tion­ary, then?

			—Do you think you im­press me, Steph­en asked, when you flour­ish your wooden sword?

			—Meta­phors! said Mac­Cann bluntly. Come to facts.

			Steph­en blushed and turned aside. Mac­Cann stood his ground and said with hos­tile hu­mour:

			—Minor po­ets, I sup­pose, are above such trivi­al ques­tions as the ques­tion of uni­ver­sal peace.

			Cranly raised his head and held the hand­ball between the two stu­dents by way of a peaceoffer­ing, say­ing:

			—Pax su­per tot­um san­guin­ari­um globum.

			Steph­en, mov­ing away the bystand­ers, jerked his shoulder an­grily in the dir­ec­tion of the Tsar’s im­age, say­ing:

			—Keep your icon. If we must have a Je­sus let us have a le­git­im­ate Je­sus.

			—By hell, that’s a good one! said the gipsy stu­dent to those about him, that’s a fine ex­pres­sion. I like that ex­pres­sion im­mensely.

			He gulped down the spittle in his throat as if he were gulp­ing down the phrase and, fum­bling at the peak of his tweed cap, turned to Steph­en, say­ing:

			—Ex­cuse me, sir, what do you mean by that ex­pres­sion you uttered just now?

			Feel­ing him­self jostled by the stu­dents near him, he said to them:

			—I am curi­ous to know now what he meant by that ex­pres­sion.

			He turned again to Steph­en and said in a whis­per:

			—Do you be­lieve in Je­sus? I be­lieve in man. Of course, I don’t know if you be­lieve in man. I ad­mire you, sir. I ad­mire the mind of man in­de­pend­ent of all re­li­gions. Is that your opin­ion about the mind of Je­sus?

			—Go on, Temple, said the stout ruddy stu­dent, re­turn­ing, as was his wont, to his first idea, that pint is wait­ing for you.

			—He thinks I’m an im­be­cile, Temple ex­plained to Steph­en, be­cause I’m a be­liev­er in the power of mind.

			Cranly linked his arms in­to those of Steph­en and his ad­mirer and said:

			—Nos ad man­um bal­lum jocabimus.

			Steph­en, in the act of be­ing led away, caught sight of Mac­Cann’s flushed blunt­fea­tured face.

			—My sig­na­ture is of no ac­count, he said po­litely. You are right to go your way. Leave me to go mine.

			—Dedalus, said Mac­Cann crisply, I be­lieve you’re a good fel­low but you have yet to learn the dig­nity of al­tru­ism and the re­spons­ib­il­ity of the hu­man in­di­vidu­al.

			A voice said:

			—In­tel­lec­tu­al crankery is bet­ter out of this move­ment than in it.

			Steph­en, re­cog­nising the harsh tone of Mac­Al­ister’s voice, did not turn in the dir­ec­tion of the voice. Cranly pushed sol­emnly through the throng of stu­dents, link­ing Steph­en and Temple like a cel­eb­rant at­ten­ded by his min­is­ters on his way to the al­tar.

			Temple bent eagerly across Cranly’s breast and said:

			—Did you hear Mac­Al­ister what he said? That youth is jeal­ous of you. Did you see that? I bet Cranly didn’t see that. By hell, I saw that at once.

			As they crossed the in­ner hall, the dean of stud­ies was in the act of es­cap­ing from the stu­dent with whom he had been con­vers­ing. He stood at the foot of the stair­case, a foot on the low­est step, his thread­bare sou­tane gathered about him for the as­cent with wo­man­ish care, nod­ding his head of­ten and re­peat­ing:

			—Not a doubt of it, Mr. Hack­ett! Very fine! Not a doubt of it!

			In the middle of the hall the pre­fect of the col­lege sodal­ity was speak­ing earn­estly, in a soft quer­ulous voice, with a boarder. As he spoke he wrinkled a little his freckled brow and bit, between his phrases, at a tiny bone pen­cil.

			—I hope the mat­ric men will all come. The first arts men are pretty sure. Second arts, too. We must make sure of the new­comers.

			Temple bent again across Cranly, as they were passing through the door­way, and said in a swift whis­per:

			—Do you know that he is a mar­ried man? He was a mar­ried man be­fore they con­ver­ted him. He has a wife and chil­dren some­where. By hell, I think that’s the queerest no­tion I ever heard! Eh?

			His whis­per trailed off in­to sly cack­ling laughter. The mo­ment they were through the door­way Cranly seized him rudely by the neck and shook him, say­ing:

			—You flam­ing flounder­ing fool! I’ll take my dy­ing bible there isn’t a big­ger bloody ape, do you know, than you in the whole flam­ing bloody world!

			Temple wriggled in his grip, laugh­ing still with sly con­tent, while Cranly re­peated flatly at every rude shake:

			—A flam­ing flar­ing bloody idi­ot!

			They crossed the weedy garden to­geth­er. The pres­id­ent, wrapped in a heavy loose cloak, was com­ing to­wards them along one of the walks, read­ing his of­fice. At the end of the walk he hal­ted be­fore turn­ing and raised his eyes. The stu­dents sa­luted, Temple fum­bling as be­fore at the peak of his cap. They walked for­ward in si­lence. As they neared the al­ley Steph­en could hear the thuds of the play­ers’ hands and the wet smacks of the ball and Dav­in’s voice cry­ing out ex­citedly at each stroke.

			The three stu­dents hal­ted round the box on which Dav­in sat to fol­low the game. Temple, after a few mo­ments, sidled across to Steph­en and said:

			—Ex­cuse me, I wanted to ask you, do you be­lieve that Jean Jacques Rousseau was a sin­cere man?

			Steph­en laughed out­right. Cranly, pick­ing up the broken stave of a cask from the grass at his feet, turned swiftly and said sternly:

			—Temple, I de­clare to the liv­ing God if you say an­oth­er word, do you know, to any­body on any sub­ject, I’ll kill you su­per spottum.

			—He was like you, I fancy, said Steph­en, an emo­tion­al man.

			—Blast him, curse him! said Cranly broadly. Don’t talk to him at all. Sure, you might as well be talk­ing, do you know, to a flam­ing cham­ber­pot as talk­ing to Temple. Go home, Temple. For God’s sake, go home.

			—I don’t care a damn about you, Cranly, answered Temple, mov­ing out of reach of the up­lif­ted stave and point­ing at Steph­en. He’s the only man I see in this in­sti­tu­tion that has an in­di­vidu­al mind.

			—In­sti­tu­tion! In­di­vidu­al! cried Cranly. Go home, blast you, for you’re a hope­less bloody man.

			—I’m an emo­tion­al man, said Temple. That’s quite rightly ex­pressed. And I’m proud that I’m an emo­tion­al­ist.

			He sidled out of the al­ley, smil­ing slyly. Cranly watched him with a blank ex­pres­sion­less face.

			—Look at him! he said. Did you ever see such a go-by-the-wall?

			His phrase was greeted by a strange laugh from a stu­dent who lounged against the wall, his peaked cap down on his eyes. The laugh, pitched in a high key and com­ing from a so mus­cu­lar frame, seemed like the whinny of an ele­phant. The stu­dent’s body shook all over and, to ease his mirth, he rubbed both his hands de­lightedly over his groins.

			—Lynch is awake, said Cranly.

			Lynch, for an­swer, straightened him­self and thrust for­ward his chest.

			—Lynch puts out his chest, said Steph­en, as a cri­ti­cism of life.

			Lynch smote him­self son­or­ously on the chest and said:

			—Who has any­thing to say about my girth?

			Cranly took him at the word and the two began to tussle. When their faces had flushed with the struggle they drew apart, pant­ing. Steph­en bent down to­wards Dav­in who, in­tent on the game, had paid no heed to the talk of the oth­ers.

			—And how is my little tame goose? he asked. Did he sign, too?

			Dav­in nod­ded and said:

			—And you, Stevie?

			Steph­en shook his head.

			—You’re a ter­rible man, Stevie, said Dav­in, tak­ing the short pipe from his mouth, al­ways alone.

			—Now that you have signed the pe­ti­tion for uni­ver­sal peace, said Steph­en, I sup­pose you will burn that little copy­book I saw in your room.

			As Dav­in did not an­swer, Steph­en began to quote:

			—Long pace, fianna! Right in­cline, fianna! Fianna, by num­bers, sa­lute, one, two!

			—That’s a dif­fer­ent ques­tion, said Dav­in. I’m an Ir­ish na­tion­al­ist, first and fore­most. But that’s you all out. You’re a born sneer­er, Stevie.

			—When you make the next re­bel­lion with hur­ley­sticks, said Steph­en, and want the in­dis­pens­able in­form­er, tell me. I can find you a few in this col­lege.

			—I can’t un­der­stand you, said Dav­in. One time I hear you talk against Eng­lish lit­er­at­ure. Now you talk against the Ir­ish in­form­ers. What with your name and your ideas … Are you Ir­ish at all?

			—Come with me now to the of­fice of arms and I will show you the tree of my fam­ily, said Steph­en.

			—Then be one of us, said Dav­in. Why don’t you learn Ir­ish? Why did you drop out of the league class after the first les­son?

			—You know one reas­on why, answered Steph­en.

			Dav­in tossed his head and laughed.

			—Oh, come now, he said. Is it on ac­count of that cer­tain young lady and Fath­er Mor­an? But that’s all in your own mind, Stevie. They were only talk­ing and laugh­ing.

			Steph­en paused and laid a friendly hand upon Dav­in’s shoulder.

			—Do you re­mem­ber, he said, when we knew each oth­er first? The first morn­ing we met you asked me to show you the way to the ma­tric­u­la­tion class, put­ting a very strong stress on the first syl­lable. You re­mem­ber? Then you used to ad­dress the je­suits as fath­er, you re­mem­ber? I ask my­self about you: Is he as in­no­cent as his speech?

			—I’m a simple per­son, said Dav­in. You know that. When you told me that night in Har­court Street those things about your private life, hon­est to God, Stevie, I was not able to eat my din­ner. I was quite bad. I was awake a long time that night. Why did you tell me those things?

			—Thanks, said Steph­en. You mean I am a mon­ster.

			—No, said Dav­in. But I wish you had not told me.

			A tide began to surge be­neath the calm sur­face of Steph­en’s friend­li­ness.

			—This race and this coun­try and this life pro­duced me, he said. I shall ex­press my­self as I am.

			—Try to be one of us, re­peated Dav­in. In heart you are an Ir­ish­man but your pride is too power­ful.

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

			—For our free­dom, said Dav­in.

			—No hon­our­able and sin­cere man, said Steph­en, has giv­en up to you his life and his youth and his af­fec­tions from the days of Tone to those of Par­nell, but you sold him to the en­emy or failed him in need or re­viled him and left him for an­oth­er. And you in­vite me to be one of you. I’d see you damned first.

			—They died for their ideals, Stevie, said Dav­in. Our day will come yet, be­lieve me.

			Steph­en, fol­low­ing his own thought, was si­lent for an in­stant.

			—The soul is born, he said vaguely, first in those mo­ments I told you of. It has a slow and dark birth, more mys­ter­i­ous than the birth of the body. When the soul of a man is born in this coun­try there are nets flung at it to hold it back from flight. You talk to me of na­tion­al­ity, lan­guage, re­li­gion. I shall try to fly by those nets.

			Dav­in knocked the ashes from his pipe.

			—Too deep for me, Stevie, he said. But a man’s coun­try comes first. Ire­land first, Stevie. You can be a poet or a mys­tic after.

			—Do you know what Ire­land is? asked Steph­en with cold vi­ol­ence. Ire­land is the old sow that eats her far­row.

			Dav­in rose from his box and went to­wards the play­ers, shak­ing his head sadly. But in a mo­ment his sad­ness left him and he was hotly dis­put­ing with Cranly and the two play­ers who had fin­ished their game. A match of four was ar­ranged, Cranly in­sist­ing, how­ever, that his ball should be used. He let it re­bound twice or thrice to his hand and struck it strongly and swiftly to­wards the base of the al­ley, ex­claim­ing in an­swer to its thud:

			—Your soul!

			Steph­en stood with Lynch till the score began to rise. Then he plucked him by the sleeve to come away. Lynch obeyed, say­ing:

			—Let us eke go, as Cranly has it.

			Steph­en smiled at this side­thrust.

			They passed back through the garden and out through the hall where the dod­der­ing port­er was pin­ning up a hall no­tice in the frame. At the foot of the steps they hal­ted and Steph­en took a pack­et of ci­gar­ettes from his pock­et and offered it to his com­pan­ion.

			—I know you are poor, he said.

			—Damn your yel­low in­solence, answered Lynch.

			This second proof of Lynch’s cul­ture made Steph­en smile again.

			—It was a great day for European cul­ture, he said, when you made up your mind to swear in yel­low.

			They lit their ci­gar­ettes and turned to the right. After a pause Steph­en began:

			—Ar­is­totle has not defined pity and ter­ror. I have. I say …

			Lynch hal­ted and said bluntly:

			—Stop! I won’t listen! I am sick. I was out last night on a yel­low drunk with Hor­an and Gog­gins.

			Steph­en went on:

			—Pity is the feel­ing which ar­rests the mind in the pres­ence of what­so­ever is grave and con­stant in hu­man suf­fer­ings and unites it with the hu­man suf­fer­er. Ter­ror is the feel­ing which ar­rests the mind in the pres­ence of what­so­ever is grave and con­stant in hu­man suf­fer­ings and unites it with the secret cause.

			—Re­peat, said Lynch.

			Steph­en re­peated the defin­i­tions slowly.

			—A girl got in­to a hansom a few days ago, he went on, in Lon­don. She was on her way to meet her moth­er whom she had not seen for many years. At the corner of a street the shaft of a lorry shivered the win­dow of the hansom in the shape of a star. A long fine needle of the shivered glass pierced her heart. She died on the in­stant. The re­port­er called it a tra­gic death. It is not. It is re­mote from ter­ror and pity ac­cord­ing to the terms of my defin­i­tions.

			—The tra­gic emo­tion, in fact, is a face look­ing two ways, to­wards ter­ror and to­wards pity, both of which are phases of it. You see I use the word ar­rest. I mean that the tra­gic emo­tion is stat­ic. Or rather the dra­mat­ic emo­tion is. The feel­ings ex­cited by im­prop­er art are kin­et­ic, de­sire or loath­ing. De­sire urges us to pos­sess, to go to some­thing; loath­ing urges us to aban­don, to go from some­thing. The arts which ex­cite them, por­no­graph­ic­al or di­dact­ic, are there­fore im­prop­er arts. The es­thet­ic emo­tion (I used the gen­er­al term) is there­fore stat­ic. The mind is ar­res­ted and raised above de­sire and loath­ing.

			—You say that art must not ex­cite de­sire, said Lynch. I told you that one day I wrote my name in pen­cil on the back­side of the Venus of Prax­iteles in the Mu­seum. Was that not de­sire?

			—I speak of nor­mal natures, said Steph­en. You also told me that when you were a boy in that charm­ing car­mel­ite school you ate pieces of dried cow­dung.

			Lynch broke again in­to a whinny of laughter and again rubbed both his hands over his groins but without tak­ing them from his pock­ets.

			—O, I did! I did! he cried.

			Steph­en turned to­wards his com­pan­ion and looked at him for a mo­ment boldly in the eyes. Lynch, re­cov­er­ing from his laughter, answered his look from his humbled eyes. The long slender flattened skull be­neath the long poin­ted cap brought be­fore Steph­en’s mind the im­age of a hooded rep­tile. The eyes, too, were rep­tile-like in glint and gaze. Yet at that in­stant, humbled and alert in their look, they were lit by one tiny hu­man point, the win­dow of a shriv­elled soul, poignant and selfem­bittered.

			—As for that, Steph­en said in po­lite par­en­thes­is, we are all an­im­als. I also am an an­im­al.

			—You are, said Lynch.

			—But we are just now in a men­tal world, Steph­en con­tin­ued. The de­sire and loath­ing ex­cited by im­prop­er es­thet­ic means are really not es­thet­ic emo­tions not only be­cause they are kin­et­ic in char­ac­ter but also be­cause they are not more than phys­ic­al. Our flesh shrinks from what it dreads and re­sponds to the stim­u­lus of what it de­sires by a purely re­flex ac­tion of the nervous sys­tem. Our eye­lid closes be­fore we are aware that the fly is about to enter our eye.

			—Not al­ways, said Lynch crit­ic­ally.

			—In the same way, said Steph­en, your flesh re­spon­ded to the stim­u­lus of a na­ked statue, but it was, I say, simply a re­flex ac­tion of the nerves. Beauty ex­pressed by the artist can­not awaken in us an emo­tion which is kin­et­ic or a sen­sa­tion which is purely phys­ic­al. It awakens, or ought to awaken, or in­duces, or ought to in­duce, an es­thet­ic stas­is, an ideal pity or an ideal ter­ror, a stas­is called forth, pro­longed, and at last dis­solved by what I call the rhythm of beauty.

			—What is that ex­actly? asked Lynch.

			—Rhythm, said Steph­en, is the first form­al es­thet­ic re­la­tion of part to part in any es­thet­ic whole or of an es­thet­ic whole to its part or parts or of any part to the es­thet­ic whole of which it is a part.

			—If that is rhythm, said Lynch, let me hear what you call beauty; and, please re­mem­ber, though I did eat a cake of cow­dung once, that I ad­mire only beauty.

			Steph­en raised his cap as if in greet­ing. Then, blush­ing slightly, he laid his hand on Lynch’s thick tweed sleeve.

			—We are right, he said, and the oth­ers are wrong. To speak of these things and to try to un­der­stand their nature and, hav­ing un­der­stood it, to try slowly and humbly and con­stantly to ex­press, to press out again, from the gross earth or what it brings forth, from sound and shape and col­our which are the pris­on gates of our soul, an im­age of the beauty we have come to un­der­stand—that is art.

			They had reached the canal bridge and, turn­ing from their course, went on by the trees. A crude grey light, mirrored in the slug­gish wa­ter and a smell of wet branches over their heads seemed to war against the course of Steph­en’s thought.

			—But you have not answered my ques­tion, said Lynch. What is art? What is the beauty it ex­presses?

			—That was the first defin­i­tion I gave you, you sleepy­headed wretch, said Steph­en, when I began to try to think out the mat­ter for my­self. Do you re­mem­ber the night? Cranly lost his tem­per and began to talk about Wick­low ba­con.

			—I re­mem­ber, said Lynch. He told us about them flam­ing fat dev­ils of pigs.

			—Art, said Steph­en, is the hu­man dis­pos­i­tion of sens­ible or in­tel­li­gible mat­ter for an es­thet­ic end. You re­mem­ber the pigs and for­get that. You are a dis­tress­ing pair, you and Cranly.

			Lynch made a grim­ace at the raw grey sky and said:

			—If I am to listen to your es­thet­ic philo­sophy give me at least an­oth­er ci­gar­ette. I don’t care about it. I don’t even care about wo­men. Damn you and damn everything. I want a job of five hun­dred a year. You can’t get me one.

			Steph­en handed him the pack­et of ci­gar­ettes. Lynch took the last one that re­mained, say­ing simply:

			—Pro­ceed!

			—Aqui­nas, said Steph­en, says that is beau­ti­ful the ap­pre­hen­sion of which pleases.

			Lynch nod­ded.

			—I re­mem­ber that, he said, Pul­cra sunt quæ visa pla­cent.

			—He uses the word visa, said Steph­en, to cov­er es­thet­ic ap­pre­hen­sions of all kinds, wheth­er through sight or hear­ing or through any oth­er av­en­ue of ap­pre­hen­sion. This word, though it is vague, is clear enough to keep away good and evil which ex­cite de­sire and loath­ing. It means cer­tainly a stas­is and not a kin­es­is. How about the true? It pro­duces also a stas­is of the mind. You would not write your name in pen­cil across the hy­po­tenuse of a rightangled tri­angle.

			—No, said Lynch, give me the hy­po­tenuse of the Venus of Prax­iteles.

			—Stat­ic there­fore, said Steph­en. Pla­to, I be­lieve, said that beauty is the splend­our of truth. I don’t think that it has a mean­ing, but the true and the beau­ti­ful are akin. Truth is be­held by the in­tel­lect which is ap­peased by the most sat­is­fy­ing re­la­tions of the in­tel­li­gible; beauty is be­held by the ima­gin­a­tion which is ap­peased by the most sat­is­fy­ing re­la­tions of the sens­ible. The first step in the dir­ec­tion of truth is to un­der­stand the frame and scope of the in­tel­lect it­self, to com­pre­hend the act it­self of in­tel­lec­tion. Ar­is­totle’s en­tire sys­tem of philo­sophy rests upon his book of psy­cho­logy and that, I think, rests on his state­ment that the same at­trib­ute can­not at the same time and in the same con­nec­tion be­long to and not be­long to the same sub­ject. The first step in the dir­ec­tion of beauty is to un­der­stand the frame and scope of the ima­gin­a­tion, to com­pre­hend the act it­self of es­thet­ic ap­pre­hen­sion. Is that clear?

			—But what is beauty? asked Lynch im­pa­tiently. Out with an­oth­er defin­i­tion. Some­thing we see and like! Is that the best you and Aqui­nas can do?

			—Let us take wo­man, said Steph­en.

			—Let us take her! said Lynch fer­vently.

			—The Greek, the Turk, the Chinese, the Copt, the Hot­tentot, said Steph­en, all ad­mire a dif­fer­ent type of fe­male beauty. That seems to be a maze out of which we can­not es­cape. I see, how­ever, two ways out. One is this hy­po­thes­is: that every phys­ic­al qual­ity ad­mired by men in wo­men is in dir­ect con­nec­tion with the man­i­fold func­tions of wo­men for the propaga­tion of the spe­cies. It may be so. The world, it seems, is drear­i­er than even you, Lynch, ima­gined. For my part I dis­like that way out. It leads to eu­gen­ics rather than to es­thet­ic. It leads you out of the maze in­to a new gaudy lec­ture­room where Mac­Cann, with one hand on The Ori­gin of Spe­cies and the oth­er hand on the new test­a­ment, tells you that you ad­mired the great flanks of Venus be­cause you felt that she would bear you burly off­spring and ad­mired her great breasts be­cause you felt that she would give good milk to her chil­dren and yours.

			—Then Mac­Cann is a sul­phuryel­low li­ar, said Lynch en­er­get­ic­ally.

			—There re­mains an­oth­er way out, said Steph­en, laugh­ing.

			—To wit? said Lynch.

			—This hy­po­thes­is, Steph­en began.

			A long dray laden with old iron came round the corner of Sir Patrick Dun’s hos­pit­al cov­er­ing the end of Steph­en’s speech with the harsh roar of jangled and rat­tling met­al. Lynch closed his ears and gave out oath after oath till the dray had passed. Then he turned on his heel rudely. Steph­en turned also and waited for a few mo­ments till his com­pan­ion’s ill-hu­mour had had its vent.

			—This hy­po­thes­is, Steph­en re­peated, is the oth­er way out: that, though the same ob­ject may not seem beau­ti­ful to all people, all people who ad­mire a beau­ti­ful ob­ject find in it cer­tain re­la­tions which sat­is­fy and co­in­cide with the stages them­selves of all es­thet­ic ap­pre­hen­sion. These re­la­tions of the sens­ible, vis­ible to you through one form and to me through an­oth­er, must be there­fore the ne­ces­sary qual­it­ies of beauty. Now, we can re­turn to our old friend saint Thomas for an­oth­er penny­worth of wis­dom.

			Lynch laughed.

			—It amuses me vastly, he said, to hear you quot­ing him time after time like a jolly round fri­ar. Are you laugh­ing in your sleeve?

			—Mac­Al­ister, answered Steph­en, would call my es­thet­ic the­ory ap­plied Aqui­nas. So far as this side of es­thet­ic philo­sophy ex­tends, Aqui­nas will carry me all along the line. When we come to the phe­nom­ena of artist­ic con­cep­tion, artist­ic gest­a­tion, and artist­ic re­pro­duc­tion I re­quire a new ter­min­o­logy and a new per­son­al ex­per­i­ence.

			—Of course, said Lynch. After all Aqui­nas, in spite of his in­tel­lect, was ex­actly a good round fri­ar. But you will tell me about the new per­son­al ex­per­i­ence and new ter­min­o­logy some oth­er day. Hurry up and fin­ish the first part.

			—Who knows? said Steph­en, smil­ing. Per­haps Aqui­nas would un­der­stand me bet­ter than you. He was a poet him­self. He wrote a hymn for Maun­dy Thursday. It be­gins with the words Pange lin­gua glor­i­osi. They say it is the highest glory of the hym­nal. It is an in­tric­ate and sooth­ing hymn. I like it; but there is no hymn that can be put be­side that mourn­ful and majest­ic pro­ces­sion­al song, the Vex­illa Re­gis of Ven­an­ti­us For­tu­natus.

			Lynch began to sing softly and sol­emnly in a deep bass voice:

			
				
					In­pleta sunt quæ con­cin­it
					

					Dav­id fi­deli car­mine
					

					Dicendo na­tionibus
					

					Reg­navit a ligno Deus.
				

			

			—That’s great! he said, well pleased. Great mu­sic!

			They turned in­to Lower Mount Street. A few steps from the corner a fat young man, wear­ing a silk neck­cloth, sa­luted them and stopped.

			—Did you hear the res­ults of the ex­ams? he asked. Griffin was plucked. Halpin and O’Flynn are through the home civil. Moon­an got fifth place in the In­di­an. O’Shaugh­nessy got four­teenth. The Ir­ish fel­lows in Clark’s gave them a feed last night. They all ate curry.

			His pal­lid bloated face ex­pressed be­ne­vol­ent malice and, as he had ad­vanced through his tid­ings of suc­cess, his small fat-en­circled eyes van­ished out of sight and his weak wheez­ing voice out of hear­ing.

			In reply to a ques­tion of Steph­en’s his eyes and his voice came forth again from their lurk­ing­places.

			—Yes, Mac­Cul­lagh and I, he said. He’s tak­ing pure math­em­at­ics and I’m tak­ing con­sti­tu­tion­al his­tory. There are twenty sub­jects. I’m tak­ing bot­any too. You know I’m a mem­ber of the field club.

			He drew back from the oth­er two in a stately fash­ion and placed a plump wool­len-gloved hand on his breast from which muttered wheez­ing laughter at once broke forth.

			—Bring us a few turnips and onions the next time you go out, said Steph­en drily, to make a stew.

			The fat stu­dent laughed in­dul­gently and said:

			—We are all highly re­spect­able people in the field club. Last Sat­urday we went out to Glen­malure, sev­en of us.

			—With wo­men, Donovan? said Lynch.

			Donovan again laid his hand on his chest and said:

			—Our end is the ac­quis­i­tion of know­ledge.

			Then he said quickly:

			—I hear you are writ­ing some es­says about es­thet­ics.

			Steph­en made a vague ges­ture of deni­al.

			—Goethe and Less­ing, said Donovan, have writ­ten a lot on that sub­ject, the clas­sic­al school and the ro­mantic school and all that. The Lao­coön in­ter­ested me very much when I read it. Of course it is ideal­ist­ic, Ger­man, ul­tra-pro­found.

			Neither of the oth­ers spoke. Donovan took leave of them urbanely.

			—I must go, he said softly and be­ne­vol­ently, I have a strong sus­pi­cion, amount­ing al­most to a con­vic­tion, that my sis­ter in­ten­ded to make pan­cakes today for the din­ner of the Donovan fam­ily.

			—Good­bye, Steph­en said in his wake. Don’t for­get the turnips for me and my mate.

			Lynch gazed after him, his lip curl­ing in slow scorn till his face re­sembled a dev­il’s mask:

			—To think that that yel­low pan­cake-eat­ing ex­cre­ment can get a good job, he said at length, and I have to smoke cheap ci­gar­ettes!

			They turned their faces to­wards Mer­ri­on Square and went for a little in si­lence.

			—To fin­ish what I was say­ing about beauty, said Steph­en, the most sat­is­fy­ing re­la­tions of the sens­ible must there­fore cor­res­pond to the ne­ces­sary phases of artist­ic ap­pre­hen­sion. Find these and you find the qual­it­ies of uni­ver­sal beauty. Aqui­nas says: Ad pul­critud­inem tria re­quirun­tur, in­teg­ritas, con­son­an­tia, clar­itas. I trans­late it so: Three things are needed for beauty, whole­ness, har­mony and ra­di­ance. Do these cor­res­pond to the phases of ap­pre­hen­sion? Are you fol­low­ing?

			—Of course, I am, said Lynch. If you think I have an ex­cre­men­ti­tious in­tel­li­gence run after Donovan and ask him to listen to you.

			Steph­en poin­ted to a bas­ket which a butcher’s boy had slung in­ver­ted on his head.

			—Look at that bas­ket, he said.

			—I see it, said Lynch.

			—In or­der to see that bas­ket, said Steph­en, your mind first of all sep­ar­ates the bas­ket from the rest of the vis­ible uni­verse which is not the bas­ket. The first phase of ap­pre­hen­sion is a bound­ing line drawn about the ob­ject to be ap­pre­hen­ded. An es­thet­ic im­age is presen­ted to us either in space or in time. What is aud­ible is presen­ted in time, what is vis­ible is presen­ted in space. But tem­por­al or spa­tial, the es­thet­ic im­age is first lu­min­ously ap­pre­hen­ded as self­boun­ded and self­con­tained upon the im­meas­ur­able back­ground of space or time which is not it. You ap­pre­hen­ded it as one thing. You see it as one whole. You ap­pre­hend its whole­ness. That is in­teg­ritas.

			—Bull’s eye! said Lynch, laugh­ing. Go on.

			—Then, said Steph­en, you pass from point to point, led by its form­al lines; you ap­pre­hend it as bal­anced part against part with­in its lim­its; you feel the rhythm of its struc­ture. In oth­er words, the syn­thes­is of im­me­di­ate per­cep­tion is fol­lowed by the ana­lys­is of ap­pre­hen­sion. Hav­ing first felt that it is one thing you feel now that it is a thing. You ap­pre­hend it as com­plex, mul­tiple, di­vis­ible, sep­ar­able, made up of its parts, the res­ult of its parts and their sum, har­mo­ni­ous. That is con­son­an­tia.

			—Bull’s eye again! said Lynch wit­tily. Tell me now what is clar­itas and you win the ci­gar.

			—The con­nota­tion of the word, Steph­en said, is rather vague. Aqui­nas uses a term which seems to be in­ex­act. It baffled me for a long time. It would lead you to be­lieve that he had in mind sym­bol­ism or ideal­ism, the su­preme qual­ity of beauty be­ing a light from some oth­er world, the idea of which the mat­ter is but the shad­ow, the real­ity of which it is but the sym­bol. I thought he might mean that clar­itas is the artist­ic dis­cov­ery and rep­res­ent­a­tion of the di­vine pur­pose in any­thing or a force of gen­er­al­iz­a­tion which would make the es­thet­ic im­age a uni­ver­sal one, make it out­shine its prop­er con­di­tions. But that is lit­er­ary talk. I un­der­stand it so. When you have ap­pre­hen­ded that bas­ket as one thing and have then ana­lysed it ac­cord­ing to its form and ap­pre­hen­ded it as a thing you make the only syn­thes­is which is lo­gic­ally and es­thet­ic­ally per­miss­ible. You see that it is that thing which it is and no oth­er thing. The ra­di­ance of which he speaks in the schol­ast­ic quid­ditas, the what­ness of a thing. This su­preme qual­ity is felt by the artist when the es­thet­ic im­age is first con­ceived in his ima­gin­a­tion. The mind in that mys­ter­i­ous in­stant Shel­ley likened beau­ti­fully to a fad­ing coal. The in­stant wherein that su­preme qual­ity of beauty, the clear ra­di­ance of the es­thet­ic im­age, is ap­pre­hen­ded lu­min­ously by the mind which has been ar­res­ted by its whole­ness and fas­cin­ated by its har­mony is the lu­min­ous si­lent stas­is of es­thet­ic pleas­ure, a spir­itu­al state very like to that car­di­ac con­di­tion which the Itali­an physiolo­gist Luigi Gal­vani, us­ing a phrase al­most as beau­ti­ful as Shel­ley’s, called the en­chant­ment of the heart.

			Steph­en paused and, though his com­pan­ion did not speak, felt that his words had called up around them a thought-en­chanted si­lence.

			—What I have said, he began again, refers to beauty in the wider sense of the word, in the sense which the word has in the lit­er­ary tra­di­tion. In the mar­ket­place it has an­oth­er sense. When we speak of beauty in the second sense of the term our judge­ment is in­flu­enced in the first place by the art it­self and by the form of that art. The im­age, it is clear, must be set between the mind or senses of the artist him­self and the mind or senses of oth­ers. If you bear this in memory you will see that art ne­ces­sar­ily di­vides it­self in­to three forms pro­gress­ing from one to the next. These forms are: the lyr­ic­al form, the form wherein the artist presents his im­age in im­me­di­ate re­la­tion to him­self; the ep­ic­al form, the form wherein he presents his im­age in im­me­di­ate re­la­tion to him­self and to oth­ers; the dra­mat­ic form, the form wherein he presents his im­age in im­me­di­ate re­la­tion to oth­ers.

			—That you told me a few nights ago, said Lynch, and we began the fam­ous dis­cus­sion.

			—I have a book at home, said Steph­en, in which I have writ­ten down ques­tions which are more amus­ing than yours were. In find­ing the an­swers to them I found the the­ory of es­thet­ic which I am try­ing to ex­plain. Here are some ques­tions I set my­self: Is a chair finely made tra­gic or com­ic? Is the por­trait of Mona Lisa good if I de­sire to see it? Is the bust of Sir Philip Cramp­ton lyr­ic­al, ep­ic­al or dra­mat­ic. If not, why not?

			—Why not, in­deed? said Lynch, laugh­ing.

			—If a man hack­ing in fury at a block of wood, Steph­en con­tin­ued, make there an im­age of a cow, is that im­age a work of art? If not, why not?

			—That’s a lovely one, said Lynch, laugh­ing again. That has the true schol­ast­ic stink.

			—Less­ing, said Steph­en, should not have taken a group of statues to write of. The art, be­ing in­feri­or, does not present the forms I spoke of dis­tin­guished clearly one from an­oth­er. Even in lit­er­at­ure, the highest and most spir­itu­al art, the forms are of­ten con­fused. The lyr­ic­al form is in fact the simplest verbal ves­ture of an in­stant of emo­tion, a rhyth­mic­al cry such as ages ago cheered on the man who pulled at the oar or dragged stones up a slope. He who ut­ters it is more con­scious of the in­stant of emo­tion than of him­self as feel­ing emo­tion. The simplest ep­ic­al form is seen emer­ging out of lyr­ic­al lit­er­at­ure when the artist pro­longs and broods upon him­self as the centre of an ep­ic­al event and this form pro­gresses till the centre of emo­tion­al grav­ity is equidistant from the artist him­self and from oth­ers. The nar­rat­ive is no longer purely per­son­al. The per­son­al­ity of the artist passes in­to the nar­ra­tion it­self, flow­ing round and round the per­sons and the ac­tion like a vi­tal sea. This pro­gress you will see eas­ily in that old Eng­lish bal­lad Turpin Hero, which be­gins in the first per­son and ends in the third per­son. The dra­mat­ic form is reached when the vi­tal­ity which has flowed and ed­died round each per­son fills every per­son with such vi­tal force that he or she as­sumes a prop­er and in­tan­gible es­thet­ic life. The per­son­al­ity of the artist, at first a cry or a ca­dence or a mood and then a flu­id and lam­bent nar­rat­ive, fi­nally re­fines it­self out of ex­ist­ence, im­per­son­al­izes it­self, so to speak. The es­thet­ic im­age in the dra­mat­ic form is life pur­i­fied in and re­pro­jec­ted from the hu­man ima­gin­a­tion. The mys­tery of es­thet­ic, like that of ma­ter­i­al cre­ation, is ac­com­plished. The artist, like the God of cre­ation, re­mains with­in or be­hind or bey­ond or above his handi­work, in­vis­ible, re­fined out of ex­ist­ence, in­dif­fer­ent, par­ing his fin­ger­nails.

			—Try­ing to re­fine them also out of ex­ist­ence, said Lynch.

			A fine rain began to fall from the high veiled sky and they turned in­to the duke’s lawn to reach the na­tion­al lib­rary be­fore the shower came.

			—What do you mean, Lynch asked sur­lily, by prat­ing about beauty and the ima­gin­a­tion in this miser­able God­for­saken is­land? No won­der the artist re­tired with­in or be­hind his handi­work after hav­ing per­pet­rated this coun­try.

			The rain fell faster. When they passed through the pas­sage be­side Kil­dare house they found many stu­dents shel­ter­ing un­der the ar­cade of the lib­rary. Cranly, lean­ing against a pil­lar, was pick­ing his teeth with a sharpened match, listen­ing to some com­pan­ions. Some girls stood near the en­trance door. Lynch whispered to Steph­en:

			—Your be­loved is here.

			Steph­en took his place si­lently on the step be­low the group of stu­dents, heed­less of the rain which fell fast, turn­ing his eyes to­wards her from time to time. She too stood si­lently among her com­pan­ions. She has no priest to flirt with, he thought with con­scious bit­ter­ness, re­mem­ber­ing how he had seen her last. Lynch was right. His mind emp­tied of the­ory and cour­age, lapsed back in­to a list­less peace.

			He heard the stu­dents talk­ing among them­selves. They spoke of two friends who had passed the fi­nal med­ic­al ex­am­in­a­tion, of the chances of get­ting places on ocean liners, of poor and rich prac­tices.

			—That’s all a bubble. An Ir­ish coun­try prac­tice is bet­ter.

			—Hynes was two years in Liv­er­pool and he says the same. A fright­ful hole he said it was. Noth­ing but mid­wifery cases.

			—Do you mean to say it is bet­ter to have a job here in the coun­try than in a rich city like that? I know a fel­low …

			—Hynes has no brains. He got through by stew­ing, pure stew­ing.

			—Don’t mind him. There’s plenty of money to be made in a big com­mer­cial city.

			—De­pends on the prac­tice.

			—Ego credo ut vita pau­per­um est sim­pli­citer atrox, sim­pli­citer san­guin­ari­us atrox, in Liv­er­poolio.

			Their voices reached his ears as if from a dis­tance in in­ter­rup­ted pulsa­tion. She was pre­par­ing to go away with her com­pan­ions.

			The quick light shower had drawn off, tar­ry­ing in clusters of dia­monds among the shrubs of the quad­rangle where an ex­hal­a­tion was breathed forth by the blackened earth. Their trim boots prattled as they stood on the steps of the colon­nade, talk­ing quietly and gaily, glan­cing at the clouds, hold­ing their um­brel­las at cun­ning angles against the few last rain­drops, clos­ing them again, hold­ing their skirts de­murely.

			And if he had judged her harshly? If her life were a simple ros­ary of hours, her life simple and strange as a bird’s life, gay in the morn­ing, rest­less all day, tired at sun­down? Her heart simple and wil­ful as a bird’s heart?

			

			To­wards dawn he awoke. O what sweet mu­sic! His soul was all dewy wet. Over his limbs in sleep pale cool waves of light had passed. He lay still, as if his soul lay amid cool wa­ters, con­scious of faint sweet mu­sic. His mind was wak­ing slowly to a trem­u­lous morn­ing know­ledge, a morn­ing in­spir­a­tion. A spir­it filled him, pure as the purest wa­ter, sweet as dew, mov­ing as mu­sic. But how faintly it was in­breathed, how pas­sion­lessly, as if the ser­aph­im them­selves were breath­ing upon him! His soul was wak­ing slowly, fear­ing to awake wholly. It was that wind­less hour of dawn when mad­ness wakes and strange plants open to the light and the moth flies forth si­lently.

			An en­chant­ment of the heart! The night had been en­chanted. In a dream or vis­ion he had known the ec­stasy of ser­aph­ic life. Was it an in­stant of en­chant­ment only or long hours and years and ages?

			The in­stant of in­spir­a­tion seemed now to be re­flec­ted from all sides at once from a mul­ti­tude of cloudy cir­cum­stances of what had happened or of what might have happened. The in­stant flashed forth like a point of light and now from cloud on cloud of vague cir­cum­stance con­fused form was veil­ing softly its af­ter­glow. O! In the vir­gin womb of the ima­gin­a­tion the word was made flesh. Gab­ri­el the ser­aph had come to the vir­gin’s cham­ber. An af­ter­glow deepened with­in his spir­it, whence the white flame had passed, deep­en­ing to a rose and ar­dent light. That rose and ar­dent light was her strange wil­ful heart, strange that no man had known or would know, wil­ful from be­fore the be­gin­ning of the world; and lured by that ar­dent rose­like glow the choirs of the ser­aph­im were fall­ing from heav­en.

			
				
					Are you not weary of ar­dent ways,
					

					Lure of the fallen ser­aph­im?
					

					Tell no more of en­chanted days.
				

			

			The verses passed from his mind to his lips and, mur­mur­ing them over, he felt the rhythmic move­ment of a vil­lan­elle pass through them. The rose­like glow sent forth its rays of rhyme; ways, days, blaze, praise, raise. Its rays burned up the world, con­sumed the hearts of men and an­gels: the rays from the rose that was her wil­ful heart.

			
				
					Your eyes have set man’s heart ablaze
					

					And you have had your will of him.
					

					Are you not weary of ar­dent ways?
				

			

			And then? The rhythm died away, ceased, began again to move and beat. And then? Smoke, in­cense as­cend­ing from the al­tar of the world.

			
				
					Above the flame the smoke of praise
					

					Goes up from ocean rim to rim
					

					Tell no more of en­chanted days.
				

			

			Smoke went up from the whole earth, from the va­poury oceans, smoke of her praise. The earth was like a swinging sway­ing censer, a ball of in­cense, an el­lips­oid­al ball. The rhythm died out at once; the cry of his heart was broken. His lips began to mur­mur the first verses over and over; then went on stum­bling through half verses, stam­mer­ing and baffled; then stopped. The heart’s cry was broken.

			The veiled wind­less hour had passed and be­hind the panes of the na­ked win­dow the morn­ing light was gath­er­ing. A bell beat faintly very far away. A bird twittered; two birds, three. The bell and the bird ceased; and the dull white light spread it­self east and west, cov­er­ing the world, cov­er­ing the rose­light in his heart.

			Fear­ing to lose all, he raised him­self sud­denly on his el­bow to look for pa­per and pen­cil. There was neither on the table; only the soup plate he had eaten the rice from for sup­per and the can­dle­stick with its tendrils of tal­low and its pa­per sock­et, singed by the last flame. He stretched his arm wear­ily to­wards the foot of the bed, grop­ing with his hand in the pock­ets of the coat that hung there. His fin­gers found a pen­cil and then a ci­gar­ette pack­et. He lay back and, tear­ing open the pack­et, placed the last ci­gar­ette on the win­dow ledge and began to write out the stan­zas of the vil­lan­elle in small neat let­ters on the rough card­board sur­face.

			Hav­ing writ­ten them out he lay back on the lumpy pil­low, mur­mur­ing them again. The lumps of knot­ted flock un­der his head re­minded him of the lumps of knot­ted horse­hair in the sofa of her par­lour on which he used to sit, smil­ing or ser­i­ous, ask­ing him­self why he had come, dis­pleased with her and with him­self, con­foun­ded by the print of the Sac­red Heart above the un­ten­an­ted side­board. He saw her ap­proach him in a lull of the talk and beg him to sing one of his curi­ous songs. Then he saw him­self sit­ting at the old pi­ano, strik­ing chords softly from its speckled keys and singing, amid the talk which had ris­en again in the room, to her who leaned be­side the man­tel­piece a dainty song of the Eliza­beth­ans, a sad and sweet loth to de­part, the vic­tory chant of Agin­court, the happy air of Greensleeves. While he sang and she listened, or feigned to listen, his heart was at rest but when the quaint old songs had ended and he heard again the voices in the room he re­membered his own sar­casm: the house where young men are called by their chris­ti­an names a little too soon.

			At cer­tain in­stants her eyes seemed about to trust him but he had waited in vain. She passed now dan­cing lightly across his memory as she had been that night at the car­ni­val ball, her white dress a little lif­ted, a white spray nod­ding in her hair. She danced lightly in the round. She was dan­cing to­wards him and, as she came, her eyes were a little aver­ted and a faint glow was on her cheek. At the pause in the chain of hands her hand had lain in his an in­stant, a soft mer­chand­ise.

			—You are a great stranger now.

			—Yes. I was born to be a monk.

			—I am afraid you are a heretic.

			—Are you much afraid?

			For an­swer she had danced away from him along the chain of hands, dan­cing lightly and dis­creetly, giv­ing her­self to none. The white spray nod­ded to her dan­cing and when she was in shad­ow the glow was deep­er on her cheek.

			A monk! His own im­age star­ted forth a pro­fan­er of the cloister, a heretic Fran­cis­can, will­ing and will­ing not to serve, spin­ning like Gher­ardino da Borgo San Don­nino, a lithe web of soph­istry and whis­per­ing in her ear.

			No, it was not his im­age. It was like the im­age of the young priest in whose com­pany he had seen her last, look­ing at him out of dove’s eyes, toy­ing with the pages of her Ir­ish phrase­book.

			—Yes, yes, the ladies are com­ing round to us. I can see it every day. The ladies are with us. The best help­ers the lan­guage has.

			—And the church, Fath­er Mor­an?

			—The church too. Com­ing round too. The work is go­ing ahead there too. Don’t fret about the church.

			Bah! he had done well to leave the room in dis­dain. He had done well not to sa­lute her on the steps of the lib­rary. He had done well to leave her to flirt with her priest, to toy with a church which was the scull­ery-maid of christen­dom.

			Rude bru­tal an­ger routed the last linger­ing in­stant of ec­stasy from his soul. It broke up vi­ol­ently her fair im­age and flung the frag­ments on all sides. On all sides dis­tor­ted re­flec­tions of her im­age star­ted from his memory: the flower girl in the ragged dress with damp coarse hair and a hoy­den’s face who had called her­self his own girl and begged his hand­sel, the kit­chen-girl in the next house who sang over the clat­ter of her plates, with the drawl of a coun­try sing­er, the first bars of By Kil­lar­ney’s Lakes and Fells, a girl who had laughed gaily to see him stumble when the iron grat­ing in the foot­path near Cork Hill had caught the broken sole of his shoe, a girl he had glanced at, at­trac­ted by her small ripe mouth, as she passed out of Jac­ob’s bis­cuit fact­ory, who had cried to him over her shoulder:

			—Do you like what you seen of me, straight hair and curly eye­brows?

			And yet he felt that, how­ever he might re­vile and mock her im­age, his an­ger was also a form of homage. He had left the classroom in dis­dain that was not wholly sin­cere, feel­ing that per­haps the secret of her race lay be­hind those dark eyes upon which her long lashes flung a quick shad­ow. He had told him­self bit­terly as he walked through the streets that she was a fig­ure of the wo­man­hood of her coun­try, a bat­like soul wak­ing to the con­scious­ness of it­self in dark­ness and secrecy and loneli­ness, tar­ry­ing awhile, love­less and sin­less, with her mild lov­er and leav­ing him to whis­per of in­no­cent trans­gres­sions in the lat­ticed ear of a priest. His an­ger against her found vent in coarse rail­ing at her para­mour, whose name and voice and fea­tures of­fen­ded his baffled pride: a priested peas­ant, with a broth­er a po­lice­man in Dub­lin and a broth­er a pot­boy in Moycul­len. To him she would un­veil her soul’s shy na­ked­ness, to one who was but schooled in the dis­char­ging of a form­al rite rather than to him, a priest of the etern­al ima­gin­a­tion, trans­mut­ing the daily bread of ex­per­i­ence in­to the ra­di­ant body of ever­liv­ing life.

			The ra­di­ant im­age of the euchar­ist united again in an in­stant his bit­ter and des­pair­ing thoughts, their cries arising un­broken in a hymn of thanks­giv­ing.

			
				
					Our broken cries and mourn­ful lays
					

					Rise in one euchar­ist­ic hymn
					

					Are you not weary of ar­dent ways?
				

				
					While sac­ri­fi­cing hands up­raise
					

					The chalice flow­ing to the brim
					

					Tell no more of en­chanted days.
				

			

			He spoke the verses aloud from the first lines till the mu­sic and rhythm suf­fused his mind, turn­ing it to quiet in­dul­gence; then copied them pain­fully to feel them the bet­ter by see­ing them; then lay back on his bol­ster.

			The full morn­ing light had come. No sound was to be heard; but he knew that all around him life was about to awaken in com­mon noises, hoarse voices, sleepy pray­ers. Shrink­ing from that life he turned to­wards the wall, mak­ing a cowl of the blanket and star­ing at the great over­blown scar­let flowers of the tattered wall­pa­per. He tried to warm his per­ish­ing joy in their scar­let glow, ima­gin­ing a rose­way from where he lay up­wards to heav­en all strewn with scar­let flowers. Weary! Weary! He too was weary of ar­dent ways.

			A gradu­al warmth, a lan­guor­ous wear­i­ness passed over him des­cend­ing along his spine from his closely cowled head. He felt it des­cend and, see­ing him­self as he lay, smiled. Soon he would sleep.

			He had writ­ten verses for her again after ten years. Ten years be­fore she had worn her shawl cowl­wise about her head, send­ing sprays of her warm breath in­to the night air, tap­ping her foot upon the glassy road. It was the last tram; the lank brown horses knew it and shook their bells to the clear night in ad­mon­i­tion. The con­duct­or talked with the driver, both nod­ding of­ten in the green light of the lamp. They stood on the steps of the tram, he on the up­per, she on the lower. She came up to his step many times between their phrases and went down again and once or twice re­mained be­side him for­get­ting to go down and then went down. Let be! Let be!

			Ten years from that wis­dom of chil­dren to his folly. If he sent her the verses? They would be read out at break­fast amid the tap­ping of egg­shells. Folly in­deed! Her broth­ers would laugh and try to wrest the page from each oth­er with their strong hard fin­gers. The suave priest, her uncle, seated in his arm­chair, would hold the page at arm’s length, read it smil­ing and ap­prove of the lit­er­ary form.

			No, no; that was folly. Even if he sent her the verses she would not show them to oth­ers. No, no; she could not.

			He began to feel that he had wronged her. A sense of her in­no­cence moved him al­most to pity her, an in­no­cence he had nev­er un­der­stood till he had come to the know­ledge of it through sin, an in­no­cence which she too had not un­der­stood while she was in­no­cent or be­fore the strange hu­mi­li­ation of her nature had first come upon her. Then first her soul had be­gun to live as his soul had when he had first sinned, and a tender com­pas­sion filled his heart as he re­membered her frail pal­lor and her eyes, humbled and saddened by the dark shame of wo­man­hood.

			While his soul had passed from ec­stasy to lan­guor where had she been? Might it be, in the mys­ter­i­ous ways of spir­itu­al life, that her soul at those same mo­ments had been con­scious of his homage? It might be.

			A glow of de­sire kindled again his soul and fired and ful­filled all his body. Con­scious of his de­sire she was wak­ing from odor­ous sleep, the temp­tress of his vil­lan­elle. Her eyes, dark and with a look of lan­guor, were open­ing to his eyes. Her na­ked­ness yiel­ded to him, ra­di­ant, warm, odor­ous and lav­ish-limbed, en­fol­ded him like a shin­ing cloud, en­fol­ded him like wa­ter with a li­quid life; and like a cloud of va­pour or like wa­ters cir­cum­flu­ent in space the li­quid let­ters of speech, sym­bols of the ele­ment of mys­tery, flowed forth over his brain.

			
				
					Are you not weary of ar­dent ways,
					

					Lure of the fallen ser­aph­im?
					

					Tell no more of en­chanted days.
				

				
					Your eyes have set man’s heart ablaze
					

					And you have had your will of him.
					

					Are you not weary of ar­dent ways?
				

				
					Above the flame the smoke of praise
					

					Goes up from ocean rim to rim.
					

					Tell no more of en­chanted days.
				

				
					Our broken cries and mourn­ful lays
					

					Rise in one euchar­ist­ic hymn.
					

					Are you not weary of ar­dent ways?
				

				
					While sac­ri­fi­cing hands up­raise
					

					The chalice flow­ing to the brim.
					

					Tell no more of en­chanted days.
				

				
					And still you hold our long­ing gaze
					

					With lan­guor­ous look and lav­ish limb!
					

					Are you not weary of ar­dent ways?
					

					Tell no more of en­chanted days.
				

			

			

			What birds were they? He stood on the steps of the lib­rary to look at them, lean­ing wear­ily on his ash­plant. They flew round and round the jut­ting shoulder of a house in Moles­worth Street. The air of the late March even­ing made clear their flight, their dark dart­ing quiv­er­ing bod­ies fly­ing clearly against the sky as against a limp-hung cloth of smoky tenu­ous blue.

			He watched their flight; bird after bird: a dark flash, a swerve, a flut­ter of wings. He tried to count them be­fore all their dart­ing quiv­er­ing bod­ies passed: six, ten, el­ev­en: and wondered were they odd or even in num­ber. Twelve, thir­teen: for two came wheel­ing down from the up­per sky. They were fly­ing high and low but ever round and round in straight and curving lines and ever fly­ing from left to right, circ­ling about a temple of air.

			He listened to the cries: like the squeak of mice be­hind the wains­cot: a shrill two­fold note. But the notes were long and shrill and whirr­ing, un­like the cry of ver­min, fall­ing a third or a fourth and trilled as the fly­ing beaks clove the air. Their cry was shrill and clear and fine and fall­ing like threads of silken light un­wound from whirr­ing spools.

			The in­hu­man clam­our soothed his ears in which his moth­er’s sobs and re­proaches mur­mured in­sist­ently and the dark frail quiv­er­ing bod­ies wheel­ing and flut­ter­ing and swerving round an airy temple of the tenu­ous sky soothed his eyes which still saw the im­age of his moth­er’s face.

			Why was he gaz­ing up­wards from the steps of the porch, hear­ing their shrill two­fold cry, watch­ing their flight? For an augury of good or evil? A phrase of Cor­neli­us Ag­rippa flew through his mind and then there flew hith­er and thith­er shape­less thoughts from Sweden­borg on the cor­res­pond­ence of birds to things of the in­tel­lect and of how the creatures of the air have their know­ledge and know their times and sea­sons be­cause they, un­like man, are in the or­der of their life and have not per­ver­ted that or­der by reas­on.

			And for ages men had gazed up­ward as he was gaz­ing at birds in flight. The colon­nade above him made him think vaguely of an an­cient temple and the ash­plant on which he leaned wear­ily of the curved stick of an au­gur. A sense of fear of the un­known moved in the heart of his wear­i­ness, a fear of sym­bols and portents, of the hawk­like man whose name he bore soar­ing out of his cap­tiv­ity on os­ier-woven wings, of Thoth, the god of writers, writ­ing with a reed upon a tab­let and bear­ing on his nar­row ibis head the cusped moon.

			He smiled as he thought of the god’s im­age for it made him think of a bottle-nosed judge in a wig, put­ting com­mas in­to a doc­u­ment which he held at arm’s length, and he knew that he would not have re­membered the god’s name but that it was like an Ir­ish oath. It was folly. But was it for this folly that he was about to leave forever the house of pray­er and prudence in­to which he had been born and the or­der of life out of which he had come?

			They came back with shrill cries over the jut­ting shoulder of the house, fly­ing darkly against the fad­ing air. What birds were they? He thought that they must be swal­lows who had come back from the south. Then he was to go away for they were birds ever go­ing and com­ing, build­ing ever an un­last­ing home un­der the eaves of men’s houses and ever leav­ing the homes they had built to wander.

			
				
					Bend down your faces, Oona and Aleel.
					

					I gaze upon them as the swal­low gazes
					

					Upon the nest un­der the eave be­fore
					

					He wander the loud wa­ters.
				

			

			A soft li­quid joy like the noise of many wa­ters flowed over his memory and he felt in his heart the soft peace of si­lent spaces of fad­ing tenu­ous sky above the wa­ters, of ocean­ic si­lence, of swal­lows fly­ing through the seadusk over the flow­ing wa­ters.

			A soft li­quid joy flowed through the words where the soft long vow­els hurtled noise­lessly and fell away, lap­ping and flow­ing back and ever shak­ing the white bells of their waves in mute chime and mute peal, and soft low swoon­ing cry; and he felt that the augury he had sought in the wheel­ing dart­ing birds and in the pale space of sky above him had come forth from his heart like a bird from a tur­ret, quietly and swiftly.

			Sym­bol of de­par­ture or of loneli­ness? The verses crooned in the ear of his memory com­posed slowly be­fore his re­mem­ber­ing eyes the scene of the hall on the night of the open­ing of the na­tion­al theatre. He was alone at the side of the bal­cony, look­ing out of jaded eyes at the cul­ture of Dub­lin in the stalls and at the taw­dry scenecloths and hu­man dolls framed by the gar­ish lamps of the stage. A burly po­lice­man sweated be­hind him and seemed at every mo­ment about to act. The cat­calls and hisses and mock­ing cries ran in rude gusts round the hall from his scattered fel­low stu­dents.

			—A li­bel on Ire­land!

			—Made in Ger­many.

			—Blas­phemy!

			—We nev­er sold our faith!

			—No Ir­ish wo­man ever did it!

			—We want no am­a­teur athe­ists.

			—We want no bud­ding buddhists.

			A sud­den swift hiss fell from the win­dows above him and he knew that the elec­tric lamps had been switched on in the read­er’s room. He turned in­to the pillared hall, now calmly lit, went up the stair­case and passed in through the click­ing turn­stile.

			Cranly was sit­ting over near the dic­tion­ar­ies. A thick book, opened at the frontis­piece, lay be­fore him on the wooden rest. He leaned back in his chair, in­clin­ing his ear like that of a con­fess­or to the face of the med­ic­al stu­dent who was read­ing to him a prob­lem from the chess page of a journ­al. Steph­en sat down at his right and the priest at the oth­er side of the table closed his copy of The Tab­let with an angry snap and stood up.

			Cranly gazed after him blandly and vaguely. The med­ic­al stu­dent went on in a softer voice:

			—Pawn to king’s fourth.

			—We had bet­ter go, Dix­on, said Steph­en in warn­ing. He has gone to com­plain.

			Dix­on fol­ded the journ­al and rose with dig­nity, say­ing:

			—Our men re­tired in good or­der.

			—With guns and cattle, ad­ded Steph­en, point­ing to the title­page of Cranly’s book on which was prin­ted Dis­eases of the Ox.

			As they passed through a lane of the tables Steph­en said:

			—Cranly, I want to speak to you.

			Cranly did not an­swer or turn. He laid his book on the counter and passed out, his well-shod feet sound­ing flatly on the floor. On the stair­case he paused and gaz­ing ab­sently at Dix­on re­peated:

			—Pawn to king’s bloody fourth.

			—Put it that way if you like, Dix­on said.

			He had a quiet tone­less voice and urbane man­ners and on a fin­ger of his plump clean hand he dis­played at mo­ments a signet ring.

			As they crossed the hall a man of dwarfish stature came to­wards them. Un­der the dome of his tiny hat his un­shaven face began to smile with pleas­ure and he was heard to mur­mur. The eyes were mel­an­choly as those of a mon­key.

			—Good even­ing, gen­tle­men, said the stubble-grown mon­key­ish face.

			—Warm weath­er for March, said Cranly. They have the win­dows open up­stairs.

			Dix­on smiled and turned his ring. The black­ish, mon­key-puckered face pursed its hu­man mouth with gentle pleas­ure and its voice purred:

			—De­light­ful weath­er for March. Simply de­light­ful.

			—There are two nice young ladies up­stairs, cap­tain, tired of wait­ing, Dix­on said.

			Cranly smiled and said kindly:

			—The cap­tain has only one love: sir Wal­ter Scott. Isn’t that so, cap­tain?

			—What are you read­ing now, cap­tain? Dix­on asked. The Bride of Lam­mer­moor?

			—I love old Scott, the flex­ible lips said, I think he writes some­thing lovely. There is no writer can touch sir Wal­ter Scott.

			He moved a thin shrunken brown hand gently in the air in time to his praise and his thin quick eye­lids beat of­ten over his sad eyes.

			Sad­der to Steph­en’s ear was his speech: a gen­teel ac­cent, low and moist, marred by er­rors, and, listen­ing to it, he wondered was the story true and was the thin blood that flowed in his shrunken frame noble and come of an in­ces­tu­ous love?

			The park trees were heavy with rain; and rain fell still and ever in the lake, ly­ing grey like a shield. A game of swans flew there and the wa­ter and the shore be­neath were fouled with their green­white slime. They em­braced softly, im­pelled by the grey rainy light, the wet si­lent trees, the shield­like wit­ness­ing lake, the swans. They em­braced without joy or pas­sion, his arm about his sis­ter’s neck. A grey wool­len cloak was wrapped athwart her from her shoulder to her waist and her fair head was bent in will­ing shame. He had loose red­brown hair and tender shapely strong freckled hands. Face? There was no face seen. The broth­er’s face was bent upon her fair rain-fra­grant hair. The hand freckled and strong and shapely and caress­ing was Dav­in’s hand.

			He frowned an­grily upon his thought and on the shriv­elled man­ni­kin who had called it forth. His fath­er’s gibes at the Bantry gang leaped out of his memory. He held them at a dis­tance and brooded un­eas­ily on his own thought again. Why were they not Cranly’s hands? Had Dav­in’s sim­pli­city and in­no­cence stung him more secretly?

			He walked on across the hall with Dix­on, leav­ing Cranly to take leave elab­or­ately of the dwarf.

			Un­der the colon­nade Temple was stand­ing in the midst of a little group of stu­dents. One of them cried:

			—Dix­on, come over till you hear. Temple is in grand form.

			Temple turned on him his dark gipsy eyes.

			—You’re a hy­po­crite, O’Keeffe, he said. And Dix­on is a smiler. By hell, I think that’s a good lit­er­ary ex­pres­sion.

			He laughed slyly, look­ing in Steph­en’s face, re­peat­ing:

			—By hell, I’m de­lighted with that name. A smiler.

			A stout stu­dent who stood be­low them on the steps said:

			—Come back to the mis­tress, Temple. We want to hear about that.

			—He had, faith, Temple said. And he was a mar­ried man too. And all the priests used to be din­ing there. By hell, I think they all had a touch.

			—We shall call it rid­ing a hack to spare the hunter, said Dix­on.

			—Tell us, Temple, O’Keeffe said, how many quarts of port­er have you in you?

			—All your in­tel­lec­tu­al soul is in that phrase, O’Keeffe, said Temple with open scorn.

			He moved with a sham­bling gait round the group and spoke to Steph­en.

			—Did you know that the For­sters are the kings of Bel­gi­um? he asked.

			Cranly came out through the door of the en­trance hall, his hat thrust back on the nape of his neck and pick­ing his teeth with care.

			—And here’s the wiseacre, said Temple. Do you know that about the For­sters?

			He paused for an an­swer. Cranly dis­lodged a fig­seed from his teeth on the point of his rude tooth­pick and gazed at it in­tently.

			—The For­ster fam­ily, Temple said, is des­cen­ded from Bald­win the First, king of Flanders. He was called the For­est­er. For­est­er and For­ster are the same name. A des­cend­ant of Bald­win the First, cap­tain Fran­cis For­ster, settled in Ire­land and mar­ried the daugh­ter of the last chief­tain of Clan­brassil. Then there are the Blake For­sters. That’s a dif­fer­ent branch.

			—From Bald­head, king of Flanders, Cranly re­peated, root­ing again de­lib­er­ately at his gleam­ing un­covered teeth.

			—Where did you pick up all that his­tory? O’Keeffe asked.

			—I know all the his­tory of your fam­ily, too, Temple said, turn­ing to Steph­en. Do you know what Gir­al­dus Cam­bren­sis says about your fam­ily?

			—Is he des­cen­ded from Bald­win too? asked a tall con­sumptive stu­dent with dark eyes.

			—Bald­head, Cranly re­peated, suck­ing at a crevice in his teeth.

			—Per­n­o­bil­is et per­vetusta fa­mil­ia, Temple said to Steph­en.

			The stout stu­dent who stood be­low them on the steps far­ted briefly. Dix­on turned to­wards him, say­ing in a soft voice:

			—Did an an­gel speak?

			Cranly turned also and said vehe­mently but without an­ger:

			—Gog­gins, you’re the flamingest dirty dev­il I ever met, do you know.

			—I had it on my mind to say that, Gog­gins answered firmly. It did no one any harm, did it?

			—We hope, Dix­on said suavely, that it was not of the kind known to sci­ence as a paulo post fu­tur­um.

			—Didn’t I tell you he was a smiler? said Temple, turn­ing right and left. Didn’t I give him that name?

			—You did. We’re not deaf, said the tall con­sumptive.

			Cranly still frowned at the stout stu­dent be­low him. Then, with a snort of dis­gust, he shoved him vi­ol­ently down the steps.

			—Go away from here, he said rudely. Go away, you stink­pot. And you are a stink­pot.

			Gog­gins skipped down on to the gravel and at once re­turned to his place with good hu­mour. Temple turned back to Steph­en and asked:

			—Do you be­lieve in the law of hered­ity?

			—Are you drunk or what are you or what are you try­ing to say? asked Cranly, fa­cing round on him with an ex­pres­sion of won­der.

			—The most pro­found sen­tence ever writ­ten, Temple said with en­thu­si­asm, is the sen­tence at the end of the zo­ology. Re­pro­duc­tion is the be­gin­ning of death.

			He touched Steph­en tim­idly at the el­bow and said eagerly:

			—Do you feel how pro­found that is be­cause you are a poet?

			Cranly poin­ted his long fore­finger.

			—Look at him! he said with scorn to the oth­ers. Look at Ire­land’s hope!

			They laughed at his words and ges­ture. Temple turned on him bravely, say­ing:

			—Cranly, you’re al­ways sneer­ing at me. I can see that. But I am as good as you any day. Do you know what I think about you now as com­pared with my­self?

			—My dear man, said Cranly urbanely, you are in­cap­able, do you know, ab­so­lutely in­cap­able of think­ing.

			—But do you know, Temple went on, what I think of you and of my­self com­pared to­geth­er?

			—Out with it, Temple! the stout stu­dent cried from the steps. Get it out in bits!

			Temple turned right and left, mak­ing sud­den feeble ges­tures as he spoke.

			—I’m a bal­locks, he said, shak­ing his head in des­pair. I am and I know I am. And I ad­mit it that I am.

			Dix­on pat­ted him lightly on the shoulder and said mildly:

			—And it does you every cred­it, Temple.

			—But he, Temple said, point­ing to Cranly, he is a bal­locks, too, like me. Only he doesn’t know it. And that’s the only dif­fer­ence I see.

			A burst of laughter covered his words. But he turned again to Steph­en and said with a sud­den eager­ness:

			—That word is a most in­ter­est­ing word. That’s the only Eng­lish dual num­ber. Did you know?

			—Is it? Steph­en said vaguely.

			He was watch­ing Cranly’s firm-fea­tured suf­fer­ing face, lit up now by a smile of false pa­tience. The gross name had passed over it like foul wa­ter poured over an old stone im­age, pa­tient of in­jur­ies; and, as he watched him, he saw him raise his hat in sa­lute and un­cov­er the black hair that stood stiffly from his fore­head like an iron crown.

			She passed out from the porch of the lib­rary and bowed across Steph­en in reply to Cranly’s greet­ing. He also? Was there not a slight flush on Cranly’s cheek? Or had it come forth at Temple’s words? The light had waned. He could not see.

			Did that ex­plain his friend’s list­less si­lence, his harsh com­ments, the sud­den in­tru­sions of rude speech with which he had shattered so of­ten Steph­en’s ar­dent way­ward con­fes­sions? Steph­en had for­giv­en freely for he had found this rude­ness also in him­self. And he re­membered an even­ing when he had dis­moun­ted from a bor­rowed creak­ing bi­cycle to pray to God in a wood near Ma­lahide. He had lif­ted up his arms and spoken in ec­stasy to the sombre nave of the trees, know­ing that he stood on holy ground and in a holy hour. And when two con­stabu­lary men had come in­to sight round a bend in the gloomy road he had broken off his pray­er to whistle loudly an air from the last pan­to­mime.

			He began to beat the frayed end of his ash­plant against the base of a pil­lar. Had Cranly not heard him? Yet he could wait. The talk about him ceased for a mo­ment and a soft hiss fell again from a win­dow above. But no oth­er sound was in the air and the swal­lows whose flight he had fol­lowed with idle eyes were sleep­ing.

			She had passed through the dusk. And there­fore the air was si­lent save for one soft hiss that fell. And there­fore the tongues about him had ceased their babble. Dark­ness was fall­ing.

			
				
					Dark­ness falls from the air.
				

			

			A trem­bling joy, lam­bent as a faint light, played like a fairy host around him. But why? Her pas­sage through the dark­en­ing air or the verse with its black vow­els and its open­ing sound, rich and lute­like?

			He walked away slowly to­wards the deep­er shad­ows at the end of the colon­nade, beat­ing the stone softly with his stick to hide his rev­er­ie from the stu­dents whom he had left: and al­lowed his mind to sum­mon back to it­self the age of Dow­land and Byrd and Nash.

			Eyes, open­ing from the dark­ness of de­sire, eyes that dimmed the break­ing east. What was their lan­guid grace but the soft­ness of cham­ber­ing? And what was their shim­mer but the shim­mer of the scum that mantled the cess­pool of the court of a slob­ber­ing Stu­art. And he tasted in the lan­guage of memory ambered wines, dy­ing fall­ings of sweet airs, the proud pavan, and saw with the eyes of memory kind gen­tle­wo­men in Cov­ent Garden woo­ing from their bal­conies with suck­ing mouths and the pox­fouled wenches of the tav­erns and young wives that, gaily yield­ing to their rav­ish­ers, clipped and clipped again.

			The im­ages he had summoned gave him no pleas­ure. They were secret and in­flam­ing but her im­age was not en­tangled by them. That was not the way to think of her. It was not even the way in which he thought of her. Could his mind then not trust it­self? Old phrases, sweet only with a dis­in­terred sweet­ness like the fig­seeds Cranly rooted out of his gleam­ing teeth.

			It was not thought nor vis­ion though he knew vaguely that her fig­ure was passing home­ward through the city. Vaguely first and then more sharply he smelt her body. A con­scious un­rest seethed in his blood. Yes, it was her body he smelt, a wild and lan­guid smell, the tep­id limbs over which his mu­sic had flowed de­sirously and the secret soft lin­en upon which her flesh dis­tilled odour and a dew.

			A louse crawled over the nape of his neck and, put­ting his thumb and fore­finger deftly be­neath his loose col­lar, he caught it. He rolled its body, tender yet brittle as a grain of rice, between thumb and fin­ger for an in­stant be­fore he let it fall from him and wondered would it live or die. There came to his mind a curi­ous phrase from Cor­neli­us a Lap­ide which said that the lice born of hu­man sweat were not cre­ated by God with the oth­er an­im­als on the sixth day. But the tick­ling of the skin of his neck made his mind raw and red. The life of his body, ill clad, ill fed, louse eaten, made him close his eye­lids in a sud­den spasm of des­pair and in the dark­ness he saw the brittle bright bod­ies of lice fall­ing from the air and turn­ing of­ten as they fell. Yes, and it was not dark­ness that fell from the air. It was bright­ness.

			
				
					Bright­ness falls from the air.
				

			

			He had not even re­membered rightly Nash’s line. All the im­ages it had awakened were false. His mind bred ver­min. His thoughts were lice born of the sweat of sloth.

			He came back quickly along the colon­nade to­wards the group of stu­dents. Well then, let her go and be damned to her! She could love some clean ath­lete who washed him­self every morn­ing to the waist and had black hair on his chest. Let her.

			Cranly had taken an­oth­er dried fig from the sup­ply in his pock­et and was eat­ing it slowly and nois­ily. Temple sat on the ped­i­ment of a pil­lar, lean­ing back, his cap pulled down on his sleepy eyes. A squat young man came out of the porch, a leath­er port­fo­lio tucked un­der his armpit. He marched to­wards the group, strik­ing the flags with the heels of his boots and with the fer­rule of his heavy um­brella. Then, rais­ing the um­brella in sa­lute, he said to all:

			—Good even­ing, sirs.

			He struck the flags again and tittered while his head trembled with a slight nervous move­ment. The tall con­sumptive stu­dent and Dix­on and O’Keeffe were speak­ing in Ir­ish and did not an­swer him. Then, turn­ing to Cranly, he said:

			—Good even­ing, par­tic­u­larly to you.

			He moved the um­brella in in­dic­a­tion and tittered again. Cranly, who was still chew­ing the fig, answered with loud move­ments of his jaws.

			—Good? Yes. It is a good even­ing.

			The squat stu­dent looked at him ser­i­ously and shook his um­brella gently and re­prov­ingly.

			—I can see, he said, that you are about to make ob­vi­ous re­marks.

			—Um, Cranly answered, hold­ing out what re­mained of the half chewed fig and jerking it to­wards the squat stu­dent’s mouth in sign that he should eat.

			The squat stu­dent did not eat it but, in­dul­ging his spe­cial hu­mour, said gravely, still tit­ter­ing and prod­ding his phrase with his um­brella:

			—Do you in­tend that …

			He broke off, poin­ted bluntly to the munched pulp of the fig, and said loudly:

			—I al­lude to that.

			—Um, Cranly said as be­fore.

			—Do you in­tend that now, the squat stu­dent said, as ipso facto or, let us say, as so to speak?

			Dix­on turned aside from his group, say­ing:

			—Gog­gins was wait­ing for you, Glynn. He has gone round to the Ad­elphi to look for you and Moyni­han. What have you there? he asked, tap­ping the port­fo­lio un­der Glynn’s arm.

			—Ex­am­in­a­tion pa­pers, Glynn answered. I give them monthly ex­am­in­a­tions to see that they are profit­ing by my tu­ition.

			He also tapped the port­fo­lio and coughed gently and smiled.

			—Tu­ition! said Cranly rudely. I sup­pose you mean the bare­footed chil­dren that are taught by a bloody ape like you. God help them!

			He bit off the rest of the fig and flung away the butt.

			—I suf­fer little chil­dren to come un­to me, Glynn said ami­ably.

			—A bloody ape, Cranly re­peated with em­phas­is, and a blas­phem­ous bloody ape!

			Temple stood up and, push­ing past Cranly, ad­dressed Glynn:

			—That phrase you said now, he said, is from the new test­a­ment about suf­fer the chil­dren to come to me.

			—Go to sleep again, Temple, said O’Keeffe.

			—Very well, then, Temple con­tin­ued, still ad­dress­ing Glynn, and if Je­sus suffered the chil­dren to come why does the church send them all to hell if they die un­bap­tised? Why is that?

			—Were you bap­tised your­self, Temple? the con­sumptive stu­dent asked.

			—But why are they sent to hell if Je­sus said they were all to come? Temple said, his eyes search­ing Glynn’s eyes.

			Glynn coughed and said gently, hold­ing back with dif­fi­culty the nervous tit­ter in his voice and mov­ing his um­brella at every word:

			—And, as you re­mark, if it is thus, I ask em­phat­ic­ally whence comes this thus­ness.

			—Be­cause the church is cruel like all old sin­ners, Temple said.

			—Are you quite or­tho­dox on that point, Temple? Dix­on said suavely.

			—Saint Au­gustine says that about un­bap­tised chil­dren go­ing to hell, Temple answered, be­cause he was a cruel old sin­ner too.

			—I bow to you, Dix­on said, but I had the im­pres­sion that limbo ex­is­ted for such cases.

			—Don’t ar­gue with him, Dix­on, Cranly said bru­tally. Don’t talk to him or look at him. Lead him home with a sug­an the way you’d lead a bleat­ing goat.

			—Limbo! Temple cried. That’s a fine in­ven­tion too. Like hell.

			—But with the un­pleas­ant­ness left out, Dix­on said.

			He turned smil­ing to the oth­ers and said:

			—I think I am voicing the opin­ions of all present in say­ing so much.

			—You are, Glynn said in a firm tone. On that point Ire­land is united.

			He struck the fer­rule of his um­brella on the stone floor of the colon­nade.

			—Hell, Temple said. I can re­spect that in­ven­tion of the grey spouse of Satan. Hell is Ro­man, like the walls of the Ro­mans, strong and ugly. But what is limbo?

			—Put him back in­to the per­am­bu­lat­or, Cranly, O’Keeffe called out.

			Cranly made a swift step to­wards Temple, hal­ted, stamp­ing his foot, cry­ing as if to a fowl:

			—Hoosh!

			Temple moved away nimbly.

			—Do you know what limbo is? he cried. Do you know what we call a no­tion like that in Ro­scom­mon?

			—Hoosh! Blast you! Cranly cried, clap­ping his hands.

			—Neither my arse nor my el­bow! Temple cried out scorn­fully. And that’s what I call limbo.

			—Give us that stick here, Cranly said.

			He snatched the ash­plant roughly from Steph­en’s hand and sprang down the steps: but Temple, hear­ing him move in pur­suit, fled through the dusk like a wild creature, nimble and fleet-footed. Cranly’s heavy boots were heard loudly char­ging across the quad­rangle and then re­turn­ing heav­ily, foiled and spurn­ing the gravel at each step.

			His step was angry and with an angry ab­rupt ges­ture he thrust the stick back in­to Steph­en’s hand. Steph­en felt that his an­ger had an­oth­er cause but, feign­ing pa­tience, touched his arm slightly and said quietly:

			—Cranly, I told you I wanted to speak to you. Come away.

			Cranly looked at him for a few mo­ments and asked:

			—Now?

			—Yes, now, Steph­en said. We can’t speak here. Come away.

			They crossed the quad­rangle to­geth­er without speak­ing. The bird call from Siegfried whistled softly fol­lowed them from the steps of the porch. Cranly turned, and Dix­on, who had whistled, called out:

			—Where are you fel­lows off to? What about that game, Cranly?

			They par­leyed in shouts across the still air about a game of bil­liards to be played in the Ad­elphi hotel. Steph­en walked on alone and out in­to the quiet of Kil­dare Street op­pos­ite Maple’s hotel he stood to wait, pa­tient again. The name of the hotel, a col­our­less pol­ished wood, and its col­our­less front stung him like a glance of po­lite dis­dain. He stared an­grily back at the softly lit draw­in­groom of the hotel in which he ima­gined the sleek lives of the pa­tri­cians of Ire­land housed in calm. They thought of army com­mis­sions and land agents: peas­ants greeted them along the roads in the coun­try; they knew the names of cer­tain French dishes and gave or­ders to jar­vies in high­pitched pro­vin­cial voices which pierced through their skin­tight ac­cents.

			How could he hit their con­science or how cast his shad­ow over the ima­gin­a­tions of their daugh­ters, be­fore their squires begat upon them, that they might breed a race less ig­noble than their own? And un­der the deepened dusk he felt the thoughts and de­sires of the race to which he be­longed flit­ting like bats across the dark coun­try lanes, un­der trees by the edges of streams and near the pool-mottled bogs. A wo­man had waited in the door­way as Dav­in had passed by at night and, of­fer­ing him a cup of milk, had all but wooed him to her bed; for Dav­in had the mild eyes of one who could be secret. But him no wo­man’s eyes had wooed.

			His arm was taken in a strong grip and Cranly’s voice said:

			—Let us eke go.

			They walked south­ward in si­lence. Then Cranly said:

			—That blither­ing idi­ot, Temple! I swear to Moses, do you know, that I’ll be the death of that fel­low one time.

			But his voice was no longer angry and Steph­en wondered was he think­ing of her greet­ing to him un­der the porch.

			They turned to the left and walked on as be­fore. When they had gone on so for some time Steph­en said:

			—Cranly, I had an un­pleas­ant quar­rel this even­ing.

			—With your people? Cranly asked.

			—With my moth­er.

			—About re­li­gion?

			—Yes, Steph­en answered.

			After a pause Cranly asked:

			—What age is your moth­er?

			—Not old, Steph­en said. She wishes me to make my east­er duty.

			—And will you?

			—I will not, Steph­en said.

			—Why not? Cranly said.

			—I will not serve, answered Steph­en.

			—That re­mark was made be­fore, Cranly said calmly.

			—It is made be­hind now, said Steph­en hotly.

			Cranly pressed Steph­en’s arm, say­ing:

			—Go easy, my dear man. You’re an ex­cit­able bloody man, do you know.

			He laughed nervously as he spoke and, look­ing up in­to Steph­en’s face with moved and friendly eyes, said:

			—Do you know that you are an ex­cit­able man?

			—I daresay I am, said Steph­en, laugh­ing also.

			Their minds, lately es­tranged, seemed sud­denly to have been drawn closer, one to the oth­er.

			—Do you be­lieve in the euchar­ist? Cranly asked.

			—I do not, Steph­en said.

			—Do you dis­be­lieve then?

			—I neither be­lieve in it nor dis­be­lieve in it, Steph­en answered.

			—Many per­sons have doubts, even re­li­gious per­sons, yet they over­come them or put them aside, Cranly said. Are your doubts on that point too strong?

			—I do not wish to over­come them, Steph­en answered.

			Cranly, em­bar­rassed for a mo­ment, took an­oth­er fig from his pock­et and was about to eat it when Steph­en said:

			—Don’t, please. You can­not dis­cuss this ques­tion with your mouth full of chewed fig.

			Cranly ex­amined the fig by the light of a lamp un­der which he hal­ted. Then he smelt it with both nos­trils, bit a tiny piece, spat it out and threw the fig rudely in­to the gut­ter. Ad­dress­ing it as it lay, he said:

			—De­part from me, ye cursed, in­to ever­last­ing fire!

			Tak­ing Steph­en’s arm, he went on again and said:

			—Do you not fear that those words may be spoken to you on the day of judge­ment?

			—What is offered me on the oth­er hand? Steph­en asked. An etern­ity of bliss in the com­pany of the dean of stud­ies?

			—Re­mem­ber, Cranly said, that he would be glor­i­fied.

			—Ay, Steph­en said some­what bit­terly, bright, agile, im­pass­ible and, above all, subtle.

			—It is a curi­ous thing, do you know, Cranly said dis­pas­sion­ately, how your mind is su­per­sat­ur­ated with the re­li­gion in which you say you dis­be­lieve. Did you be­lieve in it when you were at school? I bet you did.

			—I did, Steph­en answered.

			—And were you hap­pi­er then? Cranly asked softly, hap­pi­er than you are now, for in­stance?

			—Of­ten happy, Steph­en said, and of­ten un­happy. I was someone else then.

			—How someone else? What do you mean by that state­ment?

			—I mean, said Steph­en, that I was not my­self as I am now, as I had to be­come.

			—Not as you are now, not as you had to be­come, Cranly re­peated. Let me ask you a ques­tion. Do you love your moth­er?

			Steph­en shook his head slowly.

			—I don’t know what your words mean, he said simply.

			—Have you nev­er loved any­one? Cranly asked.

			—Do you mean wo­men?

			—I am not speak­ing of that, Cranly said in a colder tone. I ask you if you ever felt love to­wards any­one or any­thing?

			Steph­en walked on be­side his friend, star­ing gloomily at the foot­path.

			—I tried to love God, he said at length. It seems now I failed. It is very dif­fi­cult. I tried to unite my will with the will of God in­stant by in­stant. In that I did not al­ways fail. I could per­haps do that still …

			Cranly cut him short by ask­ing:

			—Has your moth­er had a happy life?

			—How do I know? Steph­en said.

			—How many chil­dren had she?

			—Nine or ten, Steph­en answered. Some died.

			—Was your fath­er. … Cranly in­ter­rup­ted him­self for an in­stant, and then said: I don’t want to pry in­to your fam­ily af­fairs. But was your fath­er what is called well-to-do? I mean, when you were grow­ing up?

			—Yes, Steph­en said.

			—What was he? Cranly asked after a pause.

			Steph­en began to enu­mer­ate glibly his fath­er’s at­trib­utes.

			—A med­ic­al stu­dent, an oars­man, a ten­or, an am­a­teur act­or, a shout­ing politi­cian, a small land­lord, a small in­vestor, a drink­er, a good fel­low, a storyteller, some­body’s sec­ret­ary, some­thing in a dis­til­lery, a taxgather­er, a bank­rupt and at present a praiser of his own past.

			Cranly laughed, tight­en­ing his grip on Steph­en’s arm, and said:

			—The dis­til­lery is damn good.

			—Is there any­thing else you want to know? Steph­en asked.

			—Are you in good cir­cum­stances at present?

			—Do I look it? Steph­en asked bluntly.

			—So then, Cranly went on mus­ingly, you were born in the lap of lux­ury.

			He used the phrase broadly and loudly as he of­ten used tech­nic­al ex­pres­sions as if he wished his hear­er to un­der­stand that they were used by him without con­vic­tion.

			—Your moth­er must have gone through a good deal of suf­fer­ing, he said then. Would you not try to save her from suf­fer­ing more even if … or would you?

			—If I could, Steph­en said, that would cost me very little.

			—Then do so, Cranly said. Do as she wishes you to do. What is it for you? You dis­be­lieve in it. It is a form: noth­ing else. And you will set her mind at rest.

			He ceased and, as Steph­en did not reply, re­mained si­lent. Then, as if giv­ing ut­ter­ance to the pro­cess of his own thought, he said:

			—Whatever else is un­sure in this stink­ing dunghill of a world a moth­er’s love is not. Your moth­er brings you in­to the world, car­ries you first in her body. What do we know about what she feels? But whatever she feels, it, at least, must be real. It must be. What are our ideas or am­bi­tions? Play. Ideas! Why, that bloody bleat­ing goat Temple has ideas. Mac­Cann has ideas too. Every jack­ass go­ing the roads thinks he has ideas.

			Steph­en, who had been listen­ing to the un­spoken speech be­hind the words, said with as­sumed care­less­ness:

			—Pas­cal, if I re­mem­ber rightly, would not suf­fer his moth­er to kiss him as he feared the con­tact of her sex.

			—Pas­cal was a pig, said Cranly.

			—Aloysi­us Gonzaga, I think, was of the same mind, Steph­en said.

			—And he was an­oth­er pig then, said Cranly.

			—The church calls him a saint, Steph­en ob­jec­ted.

			—I don’t care a flam­ing damn what any­one calls him, Cranly said rudely and flatly. I call him a pig.

			Steph­en, pre­par­ing the words neatly in his mind, con­tin­ued:

			—Je­sus, too, seems to have treated his moth­er with scant cour­tesy in pub­lic but Suarez, a je­suit theo­lo­gian and Span­ish gen­tle­man, has apo­lo­gised for him.

			—Did the idea ever oc­cur to you, Cranly asked, that Je­sus was not what he pre­ten­ded to be?

			—The first per­son to whom that idea oc­curred, Steph­en answered, was Je­sus him­self.

			—I mean, Cranly said, harden­ing in his speech, did the idea ever oc­cur to you that he was him­self a con­scious hy­po­crite, what he called the jews of his time, a whited sep­ulchre? Or, to put it more plainly, that he was a black­guard?

			—That idea nev­er oc­curred to me, Steph­en answered. But I am curi­ous to know are you try­ing to make a con­vert of me or a per­vert of your­self?

			He turned to­wards his friend’s face and saw there a raw smile which some force of will strove to make finely sig­ni­fic­ant.

			Cranly asked sud­denly in a plain sens­ible tone:

			—Tell me the truth. Were you at all shocked by what I said?

			—Some­what, Steph­en said.

			—And why were you shocked, Cranly pressed on in the same tone, if you feel sure that our re­li­gion is false and that Je­sus was not the son of God?

			—I am not at all sure of it, Steph­en said. He is more like a son of God than a son of Mary.

			—And is that why you will not com­mu­nic­ate, Cranly asked, be­cause you are not sure of that too, be­cause you feel that the host, too, may be the body and blood of the son of God and not a wafer of bread? And be­cause you fear that it may be?

			—Yes, Steph­en said quietly, I feel that and I also fear it.

			—I see, Cranly said.

			Steph­en, struck by his tone of clos­ure, re­opened the dis­cus­sion at once by say­ing:

			—I fear many things: dogs, horses, fire­arms, the sea, thun­der­storms, ma­chinery, the coun­try roads at night.

			—But why do you fear a bit of bread?

			—I ima­gine, Steph­en said, that there is a malevol­ent real­ity be­hind those things I say I fear.

			—Do you fear then, Cranly asked, that the God of the Ro­man cath­ol­ics would strike you dead and damn you if you made a sac­ri­le­gious com­mu­nion?

			—The God of the Ro­man cath­ol­ics could do that now, Steph­en said. I fear more than that the chem­ic­al ac­tion which would be set up in my soul by a false homage to a sym­bol be­hind which are massed twenty cen­tur­ies of au­thor­ity and ven­er­a­tion.

			—Would you, Cranly asked, in ex­treme danger, com­mit that par­tic­u­lar sac­ri­lege? For in­stance, if you lived in the pen­al days?

			—I can­not an­swer for the past, Steph­en replied. Pos­sibly not.

			—Then, said Cranly, you do not in­tend to be­come a prot­est­ant?

			—I said that I had lost the faith, Steph­en answered, but not that I had lost sel­frespect. What kind of lib­er­a­tion would that be to for­sake an ab­surdity which is lo­gic­al and co­her­ent and to em­brace one which is il­lo­gic­al and in­co­her­ent?

			They had walked on to­wards the town­ship of Pem­broke and now, as they went on slowly along the av­en­ues, the trees and the scattered lights in the vil­las soothed their minds. The air of wealth and re­pose dif­fused about them seemed to com­fort their need­i­ness. Be­hind a hedge of laurel a light glimmered in the win­dow of a kit­chen and the voice of a ser­vant was heard singing as she sharpened knives. She sang, in short broken bars:, Rosie O’Grady.

			Cranly stopped to listen, say­ing:

			—Muli­er can­tat.

			The soft beauty of the Lat­in word touched with an en­chant­ing touch the dark of the even­ing, with a touch faint­er and more per­suad­ing than the touch of mu­sic or of a wo­man’s hand. The strife of their minds was quelled. The fig­ure of a wo­man as she ap­pears in the liturgy of the church passed si­lently through the dark­ness: a white-robed fig­ure, small and slender as a boy, and with a fall­ing girdle. Her voice, frail and high as a boy’s, was heard in­ton­ing from a dis­tant choir the first words of a wo­man which pierce the gloom and clam­our of the first chant­ing of the pas­sion:

			—Et tu cum Jesu Ga­lilæo eras.

			And all hearts were touched and turned to her voice, shin­ing like a young star, shin­ing clear­er as the voice in­toned the pro­par­oxy­ton and more faintly as the ca­dence died.

			The singing ceased. They went on to­geth­er, Cranly re­peat­ing in strongly stressed rhythm the end of the re­frain:

			
				
					And when we are mar­ried,
					

					O, how happy we’ll be
					

					For I love sweet Rosie O’Grady
					

					And Rosie O’Grady loves me.
				

			

			—There’s real po­etry for you, he said. There’s real love.

			He glanced side­ways at Steph­en with a strange smile and said:

			—Do you con­sider that po­etry? Or do you know what the words mean?

			—I want to see Rosie first, said Steph­en.

			—She’s easy to find, Cranly said.

			His hat had come down on his fore­head. He shoved it back and in the shad­ow of the trees Steph­en saw his pale face, framed by the dark, and his large dark eyes. Yes. His face was hand­some and his body was strong and hard. He had spoken of a moth­er’s love. He felt then the suf­fer­ings of wo­men, the weak­nesses of their bod­ies and souls: and would shield them with a strong and res­ol­ute arm and bow his mind to them.

			Away then: it is time to go. A voice spoke softly to Steph­en’s lonely heart, bid­ding him go and telling him that his friend­ship was com­ing to an end. Yes; he would go. He could not strive against an­oth­er. He knew his part.

			—Prob­ably I shall go away, he said.

			—Where? Cranly asked.

			—Where I can, Steph­en said.

			—Yes, Cranly said. It might be dif­fi­cult for you to live here now. But is it that that makes you go?

			—I have to go, Steph­en answered.

			—Be­cause, Cranly con­tin­ued, you need not look upon your­self as driv­en away if you do not wish to go or as a heretic or an out­law. There are many good be­liev­ers who think as you do. Would that sur­prise you? The church is not the stone build­ing nor even the clergy and their dog­mas. It is the whole mass of those born in­to it. I don’t know what you wish to do in life. Is it what you told me the night we were stand­ing out­side Har­court Street sta­tion?

			—Yes, Steph­en said, smil­ing in spite of him­self at Cranly’s way of re­mem­ber­ing thoughts in con­nec­tion with places. The night you spent half an hour wrangling with Do­herty about the shortest way from Sal­ly­gap to Lar­ras.

			—Pot­head! Cranly said with calm con­tempt. What does he know about the way from Sal­ly­gap to Lar­ras? Or what does he know about any­thing for that mat­ter? And the big slob­ber­ing wash­ing­pot head of him!

			He broke in­to a loud long laugh.

			—Well? Steph­en said. Do you re­mem­ber the rest?

			—What you said, is it? Cranly asked. Yes, I re­mem­ber it. To dis­cov­er the mode of life or of art whereby your spir­it could ex­press it­self in un­fettered free­dom.

			Steph­en raised his hat in ac­know­ledge­ment.

			—Free­dom! Cranly re­peated. But you are not free enough yet to com­mit a sac­ri­lege. Tell me would you rob?

			—I would beg first, Steph­en said.

			—And if you got noth­ing, would you rob?

			—You wish me to say, Steph­en answered, that the rights of prop­erty are pro­vi­sion­al, and that in cer­tain cir­cum­stances it is not un­law­ful to rob. Every­one would act in that be­lief. So I will not make you that an­swer. Ap­ply to the je­suit theo­lo­gian Juan Mari­ana de Ta­lavera who will also ex­plain to you in what cir­cum­stances you may law­fully kill your king and wheth­er you had bet­ter hand him his pois­on in a gob­let or smear it for him upon his robe or his saddle­bow. Ask me rather would I suf­fer oth­ers to rob me or, if they did, would I call down upon them what I be­lieve is called the chas­tise­ment of the sec­u­lar arm?

			—And would you?

			—I think, Steph­en said, it would pain me as much to do so as to be robbed.

			—I see, Cranly said.

			He pro­duced his match and began to clean the crevice between two teeth. Then he said care­lessly:

			—Tell me, for ex­ample, would you de­flower a vir­gin?

			—Ex­cuse me, Steph­en said po­litely, is that not the am­bi­tion of most young gen­tle­men?

			—What then is your point of view? Cranly asked.

			His last phrase, sour smelling as the smoke of char­coal and dis­heart­en­ing, ex­cited Steph­en’s brain, over which its fumes seemed to brood.

			—Look here, Cranly, he said. You have asked me what I would do and what I would not do. I will tell you what I will do and what I will not do. I will not serve that in which I no longer be­lieve, wheth­er it call it­self my home, my fath­er­land, or my church: and I will try to ex­press my­self in some mode of life or art as freely as I can and as wholly as I can, us­ing for my de­fence the only arms I al­low my­self to use—si­lence, ex­ile and cun­ning.

			Cranly seized his arm and steered him round so as to lead him back to­wards Leeson Park. He laughed al­most slyly and pressed Steph­en’s arm with an eld­er’s af­fec­tion.

			—Cun­ning in­deed! he said. Is it you? You poor poet, you!

			—And you made me con­fess to you, Steph­en said, thrilled by his touch, as I have con­fessed to you so many oth­er things, have I not?

			—Yes, my child, Cranly said, still gaily.

			—You made me con­fess the fears that I have. But I will tell you also what I do not fear. I do not fear to be alone or to be spurned for an­oth­er or to leave whatever I have to leave. And I am not afraid to make a mis­take, even a great mis­take, a lifelong mis­take, and per­haps as long as etern­ity too.

			Cranly, now grave again, slowed his pace and said:

			—Alone, quite alone. You have no fear of that. And you know what that word means? Not only to be sep­ar­ate from all oth­ers but to have not even one friend.

			—I will take the risk, said Steph­en.

			—And not to have any one per­son, Cranly said, who would be more than a friend, more even than the noblest and truest friend a man ever had.

			His words seemed to have struck some deep chord in his own nature. Had he spoken of him­self, of him­self as he was or wished to be? Steph­en watched his face for some mo­ments in si­lence. A cold sad­ness was there. He had spoken of him­self, of his own loneli­ness which he feared.

			—Of whom are you speak­ing? Steph­en asked at length.

			Cranly did not an­swer.

			

			
				20 March: Long talk with Cranly on the sub­ject of my re­volt.

				He had his grand man­ner on. I supple and suave. At­tacked me on the score of love for one’s moth­er. Tried to ima­gine his moth­er: can­not. Told me once, in a mo­ment of thought­less­ness, his fath­er was six­ty­one when he was born. Can see him. Strong farm­er type. Pep­per and salt suit. Square feet. Un­kempt, grizzled beard. Prob­ably at­tends cours­ing matches. Pays his dues reg­u­larly but not plen­ti­fully to Fath­er Dwyer of Lar­ras. Some­times talks to girls after night­fall. But his moth­er? Very young or very old? Hardly the first. If so, Cranly would not have spoken as he did. Old then. Prob­ably, and neg­lected. Hence Cranly’s des­pair of soul: the child of ex­hausted loins.

			

			
				21 March, morn­ing: Thought this in bed last night but was too lazy and free to add to it. Free, yes. The ex­hausted loins are those of Eliza­beth and Za­c­chary. Then he is the pre­curs­or. Item: he eats chiefly belly ba­con and dried figs. Read lo­custs and wild honey. Also, when think­ing of him, saw al­ways a stern severed head or death mask as if out­lined on a grey cur­tain or veron­ica. De­col­la­tion they call it in the fold. Puzzled for the mo­ment by saint John at the Lat­in gate. What do I see? A de­col­lated pre­curs­or try­ing to pick the lock.

			

			
				21 March, night: Free. Soul free and fancy free. Let the dead bury the dead. Ay. And let the dead marry the dead.

			

			
				22 March: In com­pany with Lynch fol­lowed a size­able hos­pit­al nurse. Lynch’s idea. Dis­like it. Two lean hungry grey­hounds walk­ing after a heifer.

			

			
				23 March: Have not seen her since that night. Un­well? Sits at the fire per­haps with mamma’s shawl on her shoulders. But not peev­ish. A nice bowl of gruel? Won’t you now?

			

			
				24 March: Began with a dis­cus­sion with my moth­er. Sub­ject: B.V.M. Han­di­capped by my sex and youth. To es­cape held up re­la­tions between Je­sus and Papa against those between Mary and her son. Said re­li­gion was not a ly­ing-in hos­pit­al. Moth­er in­dul­gent. Said I have a queer mind and have read too much. Not true. Have read little and un­der­stood less. Then she said I would come back to faith be­cause I had a rest­less mind. This means to leave church by back­door of sin and re-enter through the sky­light of re­pent­ance. Can­not re­pent. Told her so and asked for six­pence. Got three­pence.

				Then went to col­lege. Oth­er wrangle with little round head rogue’s eye Ghezzi. This time about Bruno the No­lan. Began in Itali­an and ended in pidgin Eng­lish. He said Bruno was a ter­rible heretic. I said he was ter­ribly burned. He agreed to this with some sor­row. Then gave me re­cipe for what he calls risotto alla ber­ga­masca. When he pro­nounces a soft o he pro­trudes his full car­nal lips as if he kissed the vow­el. Has he? And could he re­pent? Yes, he could: and cry two round rogue’s tears, one from each eye.

				Cross­ing Steph­en’s, that is, my Green, re­membered that his coun­try­men and not mine had in­ven­ted what Cranly the oth­er night called our re­li­gion. A quar­tet of them, sol­diers of the ninety­sev­enth in­fantry re­gi­ment, sat at the foot of the cross and tossed up dice for the over­coat of the cru­ci­fied.

				Went to lib­rary. Tried to read three re­views. Use­less. She is not out yet. Am I alarmed? About what? That she will nev­er be out again.

				Blake wrote:

				
					
						I won­der if Wil­li­am Bond will die
						

						For as­suredly he is very ill.
					

				

				Alas, poor Wil­li­am!

				I was once at a di­orama in Ro­tunda. At the end were pic­tures of big nobs. Among them Wil­li­am Ewart Glad­stone, just then dead. Or­ches­tra played O, Wil­lie, We Have Missed You.

				A race of clod­hop­pers!

			

			
				25 March, morn­ing: A troubled night of dreams. Want to get them off my chest.

				A long curving gal­lery. From the floor as­cend pil­lars of dark va­pours. It is peopled by the im­ages of fab­ulous kings, set in stone. Their hands are fol­ded upon their knees in token of wear­i­ness and their eyes are darkened for the er­rors of men go up be­fore them forever as dark va­pours.

				Strange fig­ures ad­vance as from a cave. They are not as tall as men. One does not seem to stand quite apart from an­oth­er. Their faces are phos­phor­es­cent, with dark­er streaks. They peer at me and their eyes seem to ask me some­thing. They do not speak.

			

			
				30 March: This even­ing Cranly was in the porch of the lib­rary, pro­pos­ing a prob­lem to Dix­on and her broth­er. A moth­er let her child fall in­to the Nile. Still harp­ing on the moth­er. A cro­codile seized the child. Moth­er asked it back. Cro­codile said all right if she told him what he was go­ing to do with the child, eat it or not eat it.

				This men­tal­ity, Lepidus would say, is in­deed bred out of your mud by the op­er­a­tion of your sun.

				And mine? Is it not too? Then in­to Nile mud with it!

			

			
				1 April: Dis­ap­prove of this last phrase.

			

			
				2 April: Saw her drink­ing tea and eat­ing cakes in John­ston’s, Mooney and O’Bri­en’s. Rather, lynx-eyed Lynch saw her as we passed. He tells me Cranly was in­vited there by broth­er. Did he bring his cro­codile? Is he the shin­ing light now? Well, I dis­covered him. I protest I did. Shin­ing quietly be­hind a bushel of Wick­low bran.

			

			
				3 April: Met Dav­in at the ci­gar shop op­pos­ite Find­later’s church. He was in a black sweat­er and had a hur­ley stick. Asked me was it true I was go­ing away and why. Told him the shortest way to Tara was via Holy­head. Just then my fath­er came up. In­tro­duc­tion. Fath­er po­lite and ob­ser­v­ant. Asked Dav­in if he might of­fer him some re­fresh­ment. Dav­in could not, was go­ing to a meet­ing. When we came away fath­er told me he had a good hon­est eye. Asked me why I did not join a row­ing club. I pre­ten­ded to think it over. Told me then how he broke Penny­feath­er’s heart. Wants me to read law. Says I was cut out for that. More mud, more cro­codiles.

			

			
				5 April: Wild spring. Scud­ding clouds. O life! Dark stream of swirl­ing bog­wa­ter on which ap­ple­trees have cast down their del­ic­ate flowers. Eyes of girls among the leaves. Girls de­mure and romp­ing. All fair or au­burn: no dark ones. They blush bet­ter. Houp-la!

			

			
				6 April: Cer­tainly she re­mem­bers the past. Lynch says all wo­men do. Then she re­mem­bers the time of her child­hood—and mine if I was ever a child. The past is con­sumed in the present and the present is liv­ing only be­cause it brings forth the fu­ture. Statues of wo­men, if Lynch be right, should al­ways be fully draped, one hand of the wo­man feel­ing re­gret­fully her own hinder parts.

			

			
				6 April, later: Mi­chael Robartes re­mem­bers for­got­ten beauty and, when his arms wrap her round, he presses in his arms the love­li­ness which has long faded from the world. Not this. Not at all. I de­sire to press in my arms the love­li­ness which has not yet come in­to the world.

			

			
				10 April: Faintly, un­der the heavy night, through the si­lence of the city which has turned from dreams to dream­less sleep as a weary lov­er whom no caresses move, the sound of hoofs upon the road. Not so faintly now as they come near the bridge; and in a mo­ment, as they pass the darkened win­dows, the si­lence is cloven by alarm as by an ar­row. They are heard now far away, hoofs that shine amid the heavy night as gems, hur­ry­ing bey­ond the sleep­ing fields to what jour­ney’s end—what heart?—bear­ing what tid­ings?

			

			
				11 April: Read what I wrote last night. Vague words for a vague emo­tion. Would she like it? I think so. Then I should have to like it also.

			

			
				13 April: That tun­dish has been on my mind for a long time. I looked it up and find it Eng­lish and good old blunt Eng­lish too. Damn the dean of stud­ies and his fun­nel! What did he come here for to teach us his own lan­guage or to learn it from us? Damn him one way or the oth­er!

			

			
				14 April: John Al­phon­sus Mulren­nan has just re­turned from the west of Ire­land. European and Asi­at­ic pa­pers please copy. He told us he met an old man there in a moun­tain cab­in. Old man had red eyes and short pipe. Old man spoke Ir­ish. Mulren­nan spoke Ir­ish. Then old man and Mulren­nan spoke Eng­lish. Mulren­nan spoke to him about uni­verse and stars. Old man sat, listened, smoked, spat. Then said:

				—Ah, there must be ter­rible queer creatures at the lat­ter end of the world.

				I fear him. I fear his re­drimmed horny eyes. It is with him I must struggle all through this night till day come, till he or I lie dead, grip­ping him by the sinewy throat till … Till what? Till he yield to me? No. I mean no harm.

			

			
				15 April: Met her today point blank in Grafton Street. The crowd brought us to­geth­er. We both stopped. She asked me why I nev­er came, said she had heard all sorts of stor­ies about me. This was only to gain time. Asked me was I writ­ing poems? About whom? I asked her. This con­fused her more and I felt sorry and mean. Turned off that valve at once and opened the spir­itu­al-hero­ic re­fri­ger­at­ing ap­par­at­us, in­ven­ted and pat­en­ted in all coun­tries by Dante Aligh­ieri. Talked rap­idly of my­self and my plans. In the midst of it un­luck­ily I made a sud­den ges­ture of a re­volu­tion­ary nature. I must have looked like a fel­low throw­ing a hand­ful of peas in­to the air. People began to look at us. She shook hands a mo­ment after and, in go­ing away, said she hoped I would do what I said.

				Now I call that friendly, don’t you?

				Yes, I liked her today. A little or much? Don’t know. I liked her and it seems a new feel­ing to me. Then, in that case, all the rest, all that I thought I thought and all that I felt I felt, all the rest be­fore now, in fact … O, give it up, old chap! Sleep it off!

			

			
				16 April: Away! Away!

				The spell of arms and voices: the white arms of roads, their prom­ise of close em­braces and the black arms of tall ships that stand against the moon, their tale of dis­tant na­tions. They are held out to say: We are alone—come. And the voices say with them: We are your kins­men. And the air is thick with their com­pany as they call to me, their kins­man, mak­ing ready to go, shak­ing the wings of their ex­ult­ant and ter­rible youth.

			

			
				26 April: Moth­er is put­ting my new second­hand clothes in or­der. She prays now, she says, that I may learn in my own life and away from home and friends what the heart is and what it feels. Amen. So be it. Wel­come, O life! I go to en­counter for the mil­lionth time the real­ity of ex­per­i­ence and to forge in the smithy of my soul the un­cre­ated con­science of my race.

			

			
				27 April: Old fath­er, old ar­ti­ficer, stand me now and ever in good stead.

			

			
				Dub­lin, 1904.

				Trieste, 1914.
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