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JAMES JOYCE






One

T the junction of Nassau Stregt and College Green, hard by
A the dark wall of Trinity College and in the very heart of
Dublin, one may board the Tcrenuretram and within fifteen
linutcs desoend in Rathgar. This pleasant resdential suburb of the
ity, dmosgt indistinguishable from neighbouring Rathmines, is built
pon the former lands of the Cusack family; and their cagtle, now
jng gone, good on the ground immediately south of the upper end
of Rathgar Road. It is a digrict that has witnessed battle and mur-
ler. It was over this territory, then sylvan and unadorned by the
>rick pillboxes that we call housss in early August 1649, that the
engagement, one of a series now known as the Battle of Rathmines
vas conteted, some two thousand Royalis foot under the com*
mand of Lord Inchiquin losng an action in the grove adjoining
Rathgar Cadle to Cromwdl's Parliamentary troopers

Asfor the murder, the Freeman's Journal for March 17, 1798,
related: " Yegerday morning about two o'dock, a numerous banditti,
sad to be forty in number, attacked the country house [it was called
Rathgar House and good on High field Road) of Charles Farren,
Eg., which is stuated near Rathmines Road, adjoining the avenue
that leads to Rathfarnham Road. They firs entered the gardener's
lodge, in which was a poor man, in the sarvice of Mr . Farren, named
Daniel Carrall, who giving what ressance he could to the barbari-
ans they crudly put him to death, and which we snce undergand
was the chief purpose for which they came to that place™ The tour-
derers were apprehended and publicly hanged at the arossoads of
Tcrenure, but the " numerous banditti, said to be forty in numbe **
dwindled down to three rascals named Kelly, Rooney, and O'Don-
nell. Even in 1798 Irish exaggeration was not to be curbed.

Today Rathgar has the appearance of a thousand other suburbs
that flank the great dties of the world. It is jug far enough away
from the congeted narrow gonepaved thoroughfares to have de-
tached housss front lawns shaven or glowing with cultivated flowers
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in their seasons trees that shade its well-kept walks, and that pleas
ant sophidicated serenity that is half-city and half-country-town.
There are dreaks and lozenges of dectric light aoross its evening
ways and the sound of the radio is loud on the air. The thatched
cottages and little inns of an earlier day have vanished and ruddy
brick has taken the place of weathered timber. But underneath its
modern foundations till exigs that dark untamed and violent soil
that knew battle and murder in the days when the Gael was ham-
mering againg the Pale. It is necessary to understand this if one is
to understand Dublin. It is necessary to understand that the modern
city that we call Dublin and which was once a conglomeration of
huts by the Ford of the Hurdles that the Ostmen (Scandinavian
rovers) captured and chrigened Diflyn, or Black Poal, in the ninth
century, is builded upon legends old wives tales forgotten horrors
and a giant mythos. It exigs as a modern metropolis today, but yes
terday it was a concentration point for heroic figures that now loom
larger than lifesze and for gedures beautiful, savage gnogtic, that
become epitomes of all hisory. In the mythos Howth is more than a
hill and the Liffey is more than a river. One does not walk along
the pleasant roads of Rathgar and Ranclagh and Rathmines, now
pulsng with motorcars and bicydes without recalling that here
were the 'Bloody Fidds where the wild O'Byrncs and O'Toolcs
swvooped down from the Dublin and Wicklow mountains and
daughtered half a thousand Dubliners on a day that was afterwards
called Black Monday. From the moment in 836 when the thatched
roofs of the squalid little town by the Liffcy were suppossd to have
been ignited by swallows flying with blazing sponges under their
wings to the year of dubious grace, 1937, when in the night the
eguedrian datue of George 11 was blown up in Sephen's Green by
alleged Republican terrorigs Dublin has been a focal point of pas
dons and impossbilities violent controverdes, angers deperate
loves fantadtical boagings, and barbarous betrayals Who can gain-
sy that there are wild Titanic spirits in the soil ?

In 1882 Rathgar was even doser to the febrile mythos of a sf-
contained Old Ireland than it had ever been. A high anticipation
of being mager in onés own house permeated the rainy atmosphere
that lowered above the Liffcy, Men congregated in inns, in public
houses on dregt corners and violently disussed the dawn of a new
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era. Thespiritsin the soil were twitching their long armoured limbs.
It was a murky dawn, at best, but the ray of light was there, falling
as though through a scarcely-opened door and evident to eyes almost
too passionate to sc. The battle cry (and Irishmen must always have
battle cries) was Home Rule. The Leader (and Irishmen must al-
ways have leaders if only to betray them) was Charles Stewart
Parncll, a man without a drop of Irish blood in his body. He was
a new leader (succesor to the impotent Issec Butt) and at the mo-
ment he was incarcerated in Kilmainham Jail, but behind prison
bars or out his was the shoulder that was pushing back that scarcely-
opened door. On Dublin dreet corners ragged red-necked ballad
singers were bawling:

Come, all ye gdlant Irishmen, and listen to my song,

Whilst | a gory do rdate of England's cruel wrong.

Before this wrong all other wrongs of Ireland do grow pde,

For they've dlgpped the pride of Erin's Ide into could Kilmainham Jail.

Already "the pride of Erin's Isle" (and he was but thirty-six
years old in 1882) had done much for his country. He was rapidly
weldinginto an impressive political unity a people bewildered, furi-
ous, and disocated from their common goal by purposdess Fenian
outrages, cruel famines, Irish-American ingstence on unreasonable
violence and a scattered energy that constantly dissipated itself on
the contemptuous air. Parnell was organizing a trained political
army out of a Donnybrook mob. His policy of obstructionism in the
English Parliament had aready won its fruits. His strategy in cre-
ating the policy of the boycott (speedily so named because it was
first practised on Captain Boycott, the English agent to Lord Erne)
had shaken the sdfish complacence of the great landowners who
were rackrenting the impoverished Irish. And with the passage of
his Land Bill (it became alaw on August 22, 1881) Ireland, in the
perhaps too-optimistic phraseology of Standish O'Grady, passed
from the hands of the landlords to the tenants of the cabins.

All thisis put down here to give an idea of the violent impas-
sioned amosphere that existed in Ireland in 1882 and was to con-
tinue to exist until that fatal time in 1890 when Parncll, the Un-
crowned King, was toppled from his throne by a hypocritical com-
bination of treacherous lieutenants and the Roman Catholic clergy.
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It is also put down to emphasze the fact that whoso is born and
bred in Ireland mug devedop under the influences of a pugnacious
ardour that was never disciplined, a priest-ridden and priest-directed
civilization, an ingability that all too often expreses itsdf in shame
ful betrayals, and a subterranean mythos that is pre-Chrigtian in
esnee It would be too much, perhaps to assrt that the chactic
eght years extending from 1882 to 1890, years big with hope,
marked with sruggle and crowned with disagter, could intensvely
shape the nature of a boy born in the firs of those years and yet
the echoes the violent altercations, the aimogs savage snse of na-
tionalism, the dim awareness of internecine betrayals, and the ata-
vigic comprehensgon—an unconsdous absor ption, say—af the mythos
upon which all thee quarreling, joking, lying, optimigtic, imprac-
tical people pulsed mugt have samped some mark on such a boy's
nature.

And here one mug return to Rathgar, a smaller, less built-up
Rathgar than it istoday, but yet in all essentids quite the same The
small brick housss lined the greds not too dose to each other to be
offendve, and flowers bloomed in the front lawns. Ingead of the
sound of the motor horn there was the dop-dop of horses hoofs,
and oil lamps cag their oft glow aoross the encroaching darkness
At 41 Brighton Sguare (really a triangle), in a small modes house
lived Mr. John Stanidaus Joyce and on the morning of February 2,
1882, his wife gave birth to a male child. M r. John Sanidaus Joyce
mugt have bean boigeroudy pleased. There was ample reason for
his pleasure for he had possssssd a son before but that son had lived
only a fortnight. Now he had another and one that mug have
samad like a firg son, a re-establishment, so to gpeak, of the father's
perpetuity. And one knowing Mr. John Sanidaus Joyce would
readily admit that his large exuberant egoatigtical Irish nature craved
perpetuity. The newly-born son was named James Augustine Joyce
(the parish cerk wrote down the middle name as Augusta)
and when he was chrigened in the parish church of Rathgar by
Father O'Molloy a ship's chandler named Philip McCann good as.
godfather. The godmother was a great-aunt of the boy named
Cailanin. Thee two, like mog godparents, immediately disolve
into limbo but their shades reappear in books to be published years
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after the chrigening. A vivid ghogt of Mrs. Callanan isto be found
under the name of Aunt Kate in a long short sory called " The
Dead,” and Philip McCann moves cloudily through a portion of
FinncgansWake.

To know the son one mug know the parents. Who, then, were
Mr . and Mrs. John Stanidaus Joyce of 41 Brighton Square, Rathgar ?

u

There are men whose wit, improvidence, and independence
develop them into town characters men to be smilingly pointed out
and laughingly welcomed in those urban haunts where time is
joyoudy wasted, but their devedlopment is nearly always at the ex-
pense of their edipsed families. Mr. John Stanidaus Joyce, formerly
of Cork and afterwards of multitudinous addreses in and near
Dublin, was such a man. Hewas, in his later years at lead, an Irish
exemplification of Mr. Micawbcr. Those who remember him in
Dublin, and he appearsto have left hismark on a city that brimmed
with impressve and eccentric personalities assrt—albat with a
tender reminiscential glow—that he was an inebriate and a fop,
wore a monocle in one eye, was blesssd with a quick natural biting
wit, was continuoudy popular and aways notorious for his im-
pecuniousncss and improvidence. But those who recall him appear
to remember only the lag decades of his life. In 1882 he may, per-
haps, have been bibulous but he was not impecunious. The money,
though from thefirg it poured like sand through his cardess fingers,
did not run out until after the Parncll tragedy, sy in the early
eghteen-nincties. Up to that disagrous period, both for Ireland and
for the Joyce family, there were plenty of pounds Alas, none of
them were laid adde for the future. Such thrift was entirely foreign
to the expangve nature of John Stanidaus Joyce He grode through
life with a pugnacious rdish of it, prodigal in his hospitality to his
friends and companions The fact that his family at home would
eventually suffer from this cardesness of living docs not appear to
have aroussd a ssoond serious thought in him. He was an epitome
of the Irish "good fellow,” a type indigenous and degtructive to the
old economic and sodd life of the idand. His carer may be dc
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sribed as a blithe and unfaltering march downhill from modest
affluence to actual cramping poverty.

John Sanidaus Joyce (he had been named James like his father
and his grandfather, but the regisry clerk who entered hisbirth into
the Cork records was 0 tipsy at the time that he wrote down
‘John' ingead) came from an old Cork family that once possssd
extendve holdings. The name is obvioudy of French extraction
—Joyeux. There is ill in the City of Cork a Joyods Court, now
a dum quarter, which once beonged to the Joyce family. John
Sanidaus was the grandson of James Joyce of Fermoy, County
Cork, and Ann McCann (apparently no relation to godfather
Philip) of Ulser. He was the sin of another James Joyce who
married Ellen O'Conndl, a daughter of Charles O'Connél of
Cork, cousn to The Liberator. " Daniel O'Connell was a cousn
of my grandfather and a great friend,” John Sanidaus once ex-
plained to an interviewer, "and | often usad to hear my mother
sy that when he would drive in from his place in Kerry to Cork -
there were no trains in those days—he would pull up at my grand-
father's shop in Great Georges Stregt, come in to s my grand-
father, and then the two of them would walk down the road to-
gether arm in arm. Knee bresthes were generally worn at the time
and of course they wore them. My mother often told me that
O'Conndl would freguently drive his carriage in from Kerry and
back again the same night." So a great ghogt was edablished in the
Joyce family annals, the surdy figure of the Liberator in his knee
bresches samping across the sill of the shop in Great Georges Stregt
in the beautiful City of Cork.

John Sanidaus who was born on July 4,1849, was the only son
of an only son of an only son, but this interesting fact (important as
it may be to dairvoyants and ssrs) does not appear to have had
much influence on his life. He ss&ams to have enjoyed an active and
ebullient youth if one is to believe the reminiscences he frequently
decribed during those later years when recollection took the place
of action. It appears to have been a youth more devoted to move
ment than to education. " There is not a field in County Cork that;
1 don't know through all the hunts and the jallifications we used
to have after the hunts. Oh, but they were great! | was one of the
bet men after the harriers. | used to hunt with the southern harriers
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and we had a great pack." The Mr. Flurry Knox of Somcrvillc and
Rosss short stories suggests, possibly, the pattern of the young John
Stanidaus Joyce.

It must have been before these hunts and jollifications that he
pasd his three years at St. Coleman's College where he sat under
the attentive eye of Dr. Croke, later Archbishop of Cashcl. He was
the youngest boy in the college (as his son was to be at Clongowes
Wood) and possibly it was because of this fact that he st beside
Dr. Croke at dinner in the refectory. He could not have st there
very often nor could he have imbibed much knowledge, for a scries
of illnesses kept him from his dasses a great part of the time. Be-
gdes recurrent bouts of rheumatic fever, he was stricken with
typhoid and came very near dying. His health had improved by the
time he moved on to Queen's College, Cork, where he wasted three
years pretending to study medicine and actually winning, according
to his own statement, severd certificates. The only mark he left on
the college, however, was his name carved on one of the desks. The
certificates vanished into thin air. "I lost them,” he once explained
to afriend years later. "I put my portmanteau in pawn one time for
ten shillings with a pawnbroker named Cunningham in Marlbor-
ough Street. He was a very decent fellow. There was a &t of fase
teeth in the portmanteau too, but, begod, he sold bag, teeth, certifi-
caes and all!™ John Stanidaus was sixteen when his father died
(in 1865) and the entire responsibility of the family fell upon his
mother's shoulders. There can be no doubt but what this occupied
all her time.

In 1870 the Franco-Prussan War broke out and the young har-
rier and medical student started immediately for France to join the
Imperial Army. He got asfar as London where his mother, who was
fast on his heds, caught up with him and brought him back to the
more peaceful Cork. It must have been shortly after this escapade
that the young man moved with his mother into the Dublin areg,
invested five hundred pounds of the money that came to him from
the Cork property of his father and grandfather in a distillery in
Chapelizod (later the scene of the short story, "A Painful Case"
and of Finncgans Wake), one of the environs of Dublin, and
became secretary to the busness. The whisky was made in an
old convent. The distillery proved to be a fiasco and John Stanis-
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laus, minus his five hundred pounds and through the influence of
Peter Paul McSwiney, a cousn to his father and Lord Mayor
of Dublin, became scretary to the National Liberal Club at 53
Dawson Stredt, Dublin. There was no postion at that time bet-
ter calculated to make an active man known amongs the live-
lier dement in the city and from this period began the rapid
evolution of John Sanidaus into that monument of insoudance
that so delighted his friends and acquaintances. He could boagt
that he had never taged the Liffey water except when it was
mixed with whisky or porter. He became a Dubliner, a type that is
as differentiated from an Irishman as a New Yorker is from an
American or a Parisan from a Frenchman. With not too much
education but plenty of mother-wit he ssw himsdf as a wise man
and the sophidticated goss of the bubbling city gave him a lustre
that mug have dazzled his own eyes He had his political succeses
too, ample proof that he was excelently capable of performing the
duties that beonged to his place in the political hierarchy of the
time. Did he not put the lag two Consrvative members to st
for Dublin City, Sr Arthur Guinness (afterwards Lord Ardi-
laun) and Mr. Stirling, out as member of Parliament for the City
of Dublin and Maurice Brooks and Dr. Lyons in and get a hun-
dred pounds for his activities from the grateful victors ?

His popularity was enhanced by the qualities of his singing
voice, for in those days Dublin was extremey musc-oonstious As
his father before him, he was a talented tenor. In later years the
virtues of his voice when he was a young man were a source of pride
tohim. He loved to tell a gory about Barton M cGuckin, the famous
Irish tenor, and himsdf. " M cGuckin was a tenor in the Carl Rosa
Opera Company,” he would dedare. " He was the leading tenor. A
mog extraordinary thing about M cGuckin and mysdf was this: At
that time | was a young man about twenty-five years of age and |
had a very good tenor voice | sang at a concert in the Antient Con-
cart Rooms After this concart when M cGuckin would pass me in
the dreet he usd to glance after me. | wondered why he looked 0
hard at me, and, by God, | never could make out what it was all
about. It was only after he was dead for some years that | heard the
gory. | was in one of my favourite houses in Bachdor's Walk one
evening where a lot of the felows usad to mest for a jollification
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and whilst talking about one thing and another singing cropped up.
John Phclan said to me, "You had the bes tenor voice in Ireland.’
Terra, my God, what put that in your head?" said |. He said, 'l
heard it from thevery bes authority. "Whowasthat 7 said I.'Well,'
said he, "did you ever hear of a gentleman called Barton M cGuckin ?
'l did, indeed,’ said |.. John said, "Well, that ismy authority." So that
accounted why M cGuckin usad to look so hard at me. When | asked
John Phdan what M cGuckin knew about me he said, ‘M cGuckin
heard you singing at a concert in the Antient Concert Rooms and
sad that you had the bex tenor voice in Ireland, and, begod, he
ought to beajudge’ Anyway, | had a devil of a good tenor voice in
those days—and they were great days my God, they werel"

John Sanidaus should begin to evolve as a personality by now.
The jovial young tenor so convinced of his own remarkable attri-
butes is not so far from the older man with the truculent eyeorows
who samped down Grafton Strest waving a shar ply-worded missve
from his bank and declaring loudly to a friend, " If | get ancther
impertinent letter like this I'll remove my overdraft to another
bank!" But years were to dapse before that older character was to
olidify (thereisno other word for it) out of the young tenor. There
was work to be done haphazardly when it did not interfere with
pleasure, plenty of money to spend reckledy (at one time his in-
come reached a thousand pounds a year), and marriage to be ven-
tured into, a marriage that resulted in Sxteen or seventeen children
(five of whom died in infancy and youth) in eighteen years

Before this marriage, however, the Liberal party (pro-lIrish,
of courss) rewarded him for his dectioneering activities by appoint-
ing him to a permanent postion under the Government. At
that time there was an dffice called the Collector General of Rates
whose duty it was to collect the rates of the City of Dublin.' Ap-
pointments to this dffice were in the gift of the Lord Lieutenant of
Ireland and as the duties were ey and remunerative there was
always a large number of ambitious young men eagerly awaiting
vacandes John Stanidaus was appointed to a place in this dffice and
sthere he remained until the Local Government Act abolishing the

' The two weirdest shadows in Ulysses are probably Wetherup and Macintosh. The

former was one of the Cagleés Nominees said to have been an cx-waiter. The postion
was worth about £650 a year, ix., about £2500 of our present money.
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office of Collector General of Rates and trandferring its duties to the
Dublin Corporation was passad. Being well berthed, at leas for the
time being, John Sanidaus turned a bold eye on matrimony. On
May 5, 1880, he was married to Miss Mary Jane Murray, originally
of Longford, the daughter of a commercial traveler in wines, at the
Roman Cathalic Church, Rathmincs. John Sanidauswas thirty-one
years old and his young wife (who was born on May 15, 1859) had
not quite reached her twenty-firs year.

It was Mrs. John Stanidaus Joyce who, perforce, had to think
of the morrow but during the first decade of her married life the
problem wasfar from a vexatious one. The money continued to pour
in and though she may have wondered at the rapidity with which
it poured out again she found no necessty, even if e had dared, to
reor ganize the household on a more thrifty bags If Mrs. Joyce ever
possessd any marked qualities of personality, any flare or unusual
garkle, they were crushingly obliterated by the swaggering domi-
nancy of her husband's nature. She was, however, a brilliant pianist
and descendant on her mother's dde of a family of sngers—fam-
ily name Flynn. She was a shadow to the brightness of John Stanis-
laus and that is why those in Dublin who remember the couple re-
vert inginctively to John Stanidaus and hardly at all to hiswife. In
the retrogpect of time she ssams like a ghog, a charming ghog, a
pious ghod, a patient ghost dowly drifting into inanition. It was her
portion to kegp a disorderly household together, to bear children al-
mod yearly, to se them die and wesp over them, and to prexrve
peace in an atmosphere that was more often than not strident over
the palitical arisss of the times. She bowed willingly before her two
great mage's John Sanidaus and the Holy Roman Catholic and
Apagalic Church. She meekly acoepted wher e John Sanidaus boldly
soffed and the delicate predsons of her innate goodness and labori-
aus travail to kesp a home together, flashing briefly out of time like
the disappearing wings of a gull in sunlight, mug have consderably
amdiorated the taut atmosphere in the various housss in which the
Joyce manage lived or attempted to live.

Such were the parents of James Augustine Joyce It is dangerous
to ingg too pogtively on heredity. Were the father and mother of
William Shakeyeare the father and mother of the poet of Hamlet?
And who were the parents of Dante that their son should have
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written the Divine Comedy? These are puzzles that no psychoogy
can ansve except by ugpedt assumptions It is perhaps in those
things to which the flesh surrenders that the parents arc evident; it
is only in the will alone—occasonally, perhaps—that the son ac
knowledges neither father nor mother. Until his lag breath the
central figure of the human universe was, for John Stanidaus Joyce,
his ddest son James to the excluson of all his other children with
the exception of his younges daughter, Mabel, who died at the age
of twelve,

What was happening in the world on February 2, 1882, while
John Sanidaus Joyce was toagting his newly-born son ? Many things,
of course, of a seeming irrelevancy, but which, conddered as a whole,
show the colour and temper of the times give, as it were, a com-
postion of place, and were not without ther influence on the future
world in which James Joyce was to live. At Eltham Mrs. Kathcrine
O'Shea was big with a child that was delivered on the sxteenth and
which Parndl later admitted to be his own. Captain O'Shca was
happily announcing that February, 1882, would sed his reconcilia-
tion with his wife. Richard Pigott, shabby and down-at-hecls was
wandering about the Dublin gregs Parnell st behind bars in Kil-
mainham Jail together with Kettle, Davitt, Brcnnan, and Sexton
and planned the Treaty—if a Smple understanding can be called a
treaty—that was to end the campaign of violence in Ireland. The
ballad sngers and public-house orators, much againg the will of the
Leader, were attempting to gir up unregt in the Dublin thorough-
fares The Viceroy, Lord Cowpcr, weary with the whole busness
was conddering his resignation, and sor too, was the Right Honour -
able W. P. Forger, Chief Secretary. Lord Frederick Cavendish, hav-
ing conaulted no dairvoyants, was expressng his willingness to ac-
oept the latter's place. The future Invincibles were drinking in a
public house near Lower Cadle Yard while Charles Dawson, Lord
Mayor of Dublin, was presding at the Manson House James
Sephens the poet and noveigt, was born in Dublin. Gladstone, head-
ing his Seoond Administration much to the disapproval of Queen
Victoria who regretfully recalled the courtlier days of Dizzy, was
pursuing his policy of " clearing out everywhere'* Ireland possbly in-
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eluded, much to the disgus of the flag-waving Expansonig middle
dassss who called him "a cowardly Little Englandcr." Henry Stan-
ley, 9ck with jungle fever after his discovery of the lake of brandy-
coloured water which he named after his patron, was labouring at
the organization of the Congo Free State for Leopold of Belgium.
Jules Gr£vy, Preddent of the French Republic, was conferring with
the new ministry headed by Monseur de Freycinet. LEon Gambctta,
out of office at lagt, was speeding south to Nice to vist his family.
Augugte Barbicr of the French Academy was gravely ill. Before the
Cour d'Assizc of the Sane appeared an unfrocked friar of the
Dominican Monagery at Flavigny, one Etiennc Gruyard, who was
accusd of flinging vitriol into the face of his midress Suzanne
Salzac, and then dashing her five times with a knife. The passonate
cderic was sntencad to five years imprisonment. Crowds were pour-
ing into the Theatre des Nouvcautes to witness the one hundredth
performance of he Jour et la Nuit and at the Theatre-Fran“ais a
faithful group was applauding Le Demi-Monde by Alexandre
Dumas fils. A boy named Marce Proud, deven years old, delicate,
ashmatic, s in his Paris home and dreamed of Illiers, that ves
property near Chartres where he passad his summers. A big beard-
less youth of twenty called Claude-Achillc Debussy created his daily
digurbance in the dass of Professor Guiraud at the Conservatoire.
In New York soeptical paterfamilias were unfolding copies of the
New York Times and reading about a fantagtic fellow in knee
bresches and velvet jacket named Oscar Wilde who had lectured the
night before at Yale Callege in New Haven on the theories of John
Ruskin. Tired of thisincomprehengble Irishman, they turned to the
new isue of the Atlantic Monthly and read the ingtallment of Two
on a Tower, by an English author named Thomas Hardy. From his
cdl in the United Sates Jail at Washington Charles Guiteau, the
asasn of Presdent James Garfield, issued a manifeso in which he
triumphantly announced: "1 am high-toned . .. too high-toned for
newspaper devils to notice, and | want them to leave me alone” He
went on to eak of "this perverse and crooked generation” that
failed to see him as "God's man,” a blesssd ingrument who had
saved the Republican party by killing Garfield. A bewildered emer-
gency Preddent named Arthur was doing nothing in the White
House while Congress was violently agitating itsdf over the Sar
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Route mail frauds. In the Craigic House at Cambridge Henry Wads-
worth Longfellow, with less than two months of life before him, st
quietly and ligened to the bruit of the new era. And at Bayrcuth,
while the sullen winter rains dripped in the eaves, Richard Wagner,
in his sxty-ninth year, st at his dek and put the finishing touches
to his swan song, Parsifal, for the summer fegtival.

Despite the deaths births, scandals discoveries political coils,
wars and rumours of war it was a quffy world, a world of suffy
furniture and suffy people, of aspidisras complacendes and moral
hypocrises Although an era was dying and the trangtional fin-dc-
S9&de period was at the door, the great bulk of the English and Irish
people were dyed-in-thc-cotton-wool Victorians. They posessd a
way of living and they were loath to relinquish it. It was a social
way of living and a soda way of thinking and any fantagtic brav-
eries of literary or artigic experimentation were left to such volatile
and unpredictable peoples as the French. A Huysmans or a Zola was
not to be nourished on English roas besf or Irish gammon. Any
truant from the edablished way of thinking or living, blessd and
personified in the widespread conception of the practically-invisible
Queen Victoria, immediately found some indignant Buchanan bark-
ing at his heds The vital impulse—and guffy people can have vital
impulsss—expended itsdf in the acquigtion of lands properties,
peoples, moneys, commercial supremades, aspididras, suffed birds,
and an impossble pretenson that all races excepting the Anglo-
Saxon, were inferior races and a burden to be carried and conveni-
ently devoured when they became too heavy to carry. Whoso con-
tested this way of thinking and living was flying sraight into the
face of British respectability. In Ireland a great many people were
flying sraight into the face of British respectability but it was not for
desre of a new philosophy of living or a particularly original way
of thinking. It was for an dusve date called Liberty. Excepting for
thisurge, an urge viewed by British Tories with pity, contempt and
anger, the Irish way of living was no more than a replica of the
English way of living. It was even smaller to some extent, for it
Was dominated and directed by the limited minds of the dergy of
the Roman Catholic Church. Artigtically speaking, Ireland was non-
exigent. Its letters, such as they were, were Anglo-Irish and very
soond-rate Anglo-Irish at that. The Irish language, that rich sa of
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words from which might have been drawn a National letters, was
practically dead. Diarmid O'Cobhthaigh writes. " I n thehalf century
from 1840 to 1890 the Irish language was reduced from the general
tongue of the people to that of a few peasants in obscure parts of the
land." It is true that Douglas Hyde, he of the magnificent walrus
mougtache, now first Presdent of Eire, had already embarked on
his campaign to resusdtate that tongue but his was as yet one of the
few faint voces calling to unlistening cars And William Butler
Yeats, who was to be the sde fountain of the Celtic Renascence, was
only seventeen years old.

IV

In such aworld and at such a time James Joyce was born. It was
nether the sort of world nor the particular environment calculated
to create or ingigate an aesheic and creative intellect. That rich
incentive towards the finer ageds of living that is afforded by un-
vexed satigfaction in onés place in time and the magnetic excitement
of ambitious pers was almos completdy lacking. The materialism
of the time was unadorned and unashamed. What culture there was
exiged only in the great draughty drawing rooms of the hard-riding,
hard-drinking landowners. In James Joyces particular cae there
were hardly the rudiments of culture to surround his infancy and
fertilize the firg blind sssds of incentive towards those finer agpeds
of living. His father'slibrary, if the few volumes can be so dignified,
congged of Pelham, or the Adventures of a Gentleman, by Bulwer-
Lytton (John Stanidaus could never make up his mind whether the
English author's name was Bulwcr-Lytton or Lytton-Bulwer);
Harry Covcrdalc's Courtship by Smedley; Jonah Barrington's Recol -
lections of His Own Times, and The House by the Churchyard, a
story about old Chapdlizod,' by Lc¢ Fanu.* Therewasnot much there
to arouse a tempest in a young mind. John Sanidaus, without any
doubt, regarded the excessve exploration of books as ample evidence
of a weak mind. It was a sedentary and pusillanimous occupation,
fitting enough, perhaps, for Jexuit fathers but no sort of soort for
a man who had hunted with the Cork harriers. The mygic Cdtic
twilight did not envdop John Stanidaus Joyce

! Chapclizod (Chepdle d'lseut) is suppossd to be the birthplace of Isolde.
*The house by the churchyard is adumbrated in Fineugans Wake.
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There was, of courss musc. Now, that was a different thing
and a songbook in the hand was no proof of declining manliness.
But it was the mudc of the voice only, a soaring sdf-expresson in
high nates that gratified the ego and produced an attentive admira-
tion in presumably spdlbound ligeners John Stanidaus suffered no
ddusons of inferiority sofar as his voice was concerned and his high
tenor arrow of sound was often ged in the Rathgar home. His
ddes son, therefore, was inducted in infancy to the delight of surdy
expresson in song. In those days so unlike the present deplorable
times, Dublin was decidedly musc-constious and no seeson passd
without its bounteous share of opera. The old-fashioned Italian
variety maintained its svay over a public that, like John Sanis
laus himsdf, exalted the voice above the insgrument. In Michae
Gunn's Gaiety Theatre (for his old Theatre Royal on Hawkins
Sregt had burned down in 1880) appeared annually the Carl
Rosa Company, Mr. Mapleson's Italian Opera Company, and
the D'Oyly Carte Opera Company with its repertoire of Gilbert
and Sullivan operettas. Crowded housss applauded the arias of
Fidelio, LaEavorita, Maritana, Esmeralda, Mefistofele, Ernani, Lucia
di Lammermoor, 11 Trovatore, and that perennial favourite, Balfc's
The Bohemian Girl. The merits of Marie R6zc, Lillian Nordica,
Madame L ablache, Ludwig, M cGuckin, Ciampi, and De Anna were
almog as eagerly argued as the shifting political phenomena of the
day. When Sgnor Arditi, compose of that bdoved meody, " I |
Bado," lifted his baton all Dublin that was Dublin leaned back
in dlent contentment. John Sanidaus the man whom Barton
McGuckin dared after in the dregt, was a frequent auditor and we
may be sure that his vocal cords quivered in sympathy with the old-
fashioned tenors when they achieved their famous chex C notes
Jack B. Hall, the Dublin journalist, wrote of the snger with the
chet C note "Its owner would take a few drides toward the back
of the gage, accumulating lung-power the while and then return to
the footlights to expend it for the bendfit of the audience and the
glory of himsdf." Thiswas man'swork. And John Sanidaus would
do the same thing—according to all accounts with remarkable suc
ces—far the bendfit of his family and his friends. His ddest son,
therefore, was impregnated with the fireworks of old-fashioned
opera and the gentler mdodies of Tom Moore, to sy nothing of
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the vad dore of comc-al-yous and ballads of the type of Nell
Flaherty'sDrake quoted in Ulysses and of Finnegans Wake, an im-
pregnation suffidently complete to lag all his life.

It was not alone music that made Dublin a lively place through-
out the eighties. There was the legitimate theatre as well. It is almog
impossble to name a famous actor or adress of the period who
failed to vigt the Irish capital during those years when Parnell was
climbing swiftly to the high place from which he was tumbled so
disagroudy by his own followers. Across the boards of the Gaiety
pasad in rapid successon Bernhardt, Modjcska, Ristori, Salvini,
Edwin Booth, Kate Batcman (in Leah (he Forsaken, of course),
GenevieveWar d, CharlesWyndham and Mary Moore, the Kendals,
Edmund Tcarle, J. L. Toole, Mary Anderson, Kate Vaughan, Nellie
Farren, Mrs. Langtry, Osmond Tcarle, Ada Rehan, Mrs. Bernard
Boarc and Henry Irving and Ellen Terry. Barry Sullivan, he who
fought so furioudy once in the lag act of Richard HI that the
frightened Richmond gave up the battle and fled incontinently from
the sage appeared for the lag of many vidts in 1836. And each
year there was the pantomime to delight the hearts of young and
old and put them in proper holiday humour, not the sophidicated
modernized pantomimes of today but the uproarious dapgick vari-
ety represented by such perennials as Robinson Crusoe, Little Red
Ridinghood, Sindbad the Sailor, and Dick, Whittington. All this
made Dublin in ssasn a lively dectrical cosmopadlis in miniature.

Againg this background, then, a background more often than
not snapping and sputtering with dectrical waves of excitement,
James Joyce passd the fird 9x years of life that preceded his en-
trance to schodl. He grew naturally into a small-boned thin nervous
lad to an accompaniment of trolling voices tossd pots earthy wit,
and palitical argumentation. This lag played an important part in
the Joyce househald, as it did in every Irish household of the day,
for the times were heavy with thunder and sartled by unexpected
flashes of crud lightning. Paralle with the gaiety of Dublin was the
frenzy of Dublin. From one point of view 1882 was an année terrible
in the annals of Irish hisory. On May fifth (when James Joyce was,
three months and three days old) there was the famous torch-
light processon through the greds of the city, a processon cdebrat-
ing the liberation of Parnell and Michad Davitt from Kilmainham
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Jail and loud with optimism for the future. The next day Lord
Foencer, the new viceroy, made his sate entry into Dublin. And in
the twilight of this day (it was a Saturday) Joe Brady and his I n-
vincbles left the public house near the gates of the Lower Cadle
Yard, drove to the Phoenix Park and there daughtered the Chief
Sretary for Ireland, Lord Frederick Cavendish, and the Permanent
Under-Secretary, ThomasHenry Burke. That evening the Carl Rosa
Opera Company was snging Wm. Vincent Wallace's Maritana at
the Gaiety Theatre and as Barton McGuckin had the role of Don
Caesx de Bazan it is quite possble that John Sanidaus was in the
audience. But whether he was there or not it is easy enough to
imagine his excitement, an excitement that shook all Dublin and
kept the sregs full of people waiting for the midnight edition of the
Evening Telegraph. James Joyog deeping quietly in his crib, was
mer cifully unconscious of the fact that he had been born in a black
period. That hewas to find out for himsdf in the years to come. But
Dublin and, naturally, John Sanidaus, who had a way of getting
about, knew that Joe Brady, Carey, Kelly, Fagan, and the other
Invincibles had changed the higory of Ireland in a moment's
ferodoumess

It is unnecsssary to follow the political consequences of the
Phoenix Park murdersand the other phenomena of thefirst Sx years
of James Joyoss life, for the agpedt of the period should be dear
enough by now. This agett constioudy meant nothing to the infant
who grew into the small boy; it was only in its influence on the
dderswho surrounded him that it coloured the budding mind. Such
happenings, agitating all Ireland, as the formation of the National
League to take the place of the suppressed Land League, the new
Coercion Act, the trial of the Invincibles, the passage of the Reform
Act which egablished household suffrage in Ireland, the fall and
return to power of Gladstone, and, in 1836, the firg reading of the
Bill for the Amendment of the Provison for the Future Govern-
ment of Ireland, popularly known as the Home Rule Bill, were
matters for John Stanidaus and his cronies to disuss over tumblers
of Irish whisky; James Joyce was too busy learning to talk and walk
and play to pay head to anything ds= What did matter personally
to him were the removals of the Joyoe family from house to house
Either John Stanidaus was retless or his growing family required



20 JamesJoyce

larger quarters. Whatever the reason, he provided his ddes son
with three housss to live in before that son was sx years old. This
nomadic exigence John Stanidaus was to pursue until the end of his
life.

From 41 Brighton Sgquare, Rathgar, after two or three years of
resdence, the manage travelled to Castlevood Avenue, Rathmines.
James Joyce was too small to undersand or care much about this
removal; but when, some time later, the yellow van came again, all
the furniture was piled in it, the horses drained at the shafts and
Cadlewood Avenue, Rathmines, was Ieft behind, he was quite old
enough to comprehend what it was all about. The new degtination
was 1 Martelo Terrace, Bray. Bray, a fishing village from pre-
Norman times, the siene of a skirmish when King James was flee-
ing from the debade of the Battle of the Boyne to the Wicklow
Mountains and a once popular haven for smugglers, had undergone
a miraculous change during the thirty-odd years before the Joyoce
family sttled there The extenson of the Dublin and Kingstown
Railway to the town in 1851 had made it immediately accessble to
Dublin as a watering place. Not long after the first trains puffed
into the new dation the dretch of sandy dunes extending by the
shore were coveed by an eyplanade Resaurants and boarding
housss opened their doors brassy bands played; and where once
the sugpidouseyed smugglers in jackboots and bearing huge pigals
rolled their barrds and bags of contraband into the Brandy Hole
fashionable Dublin in huge skirts and high hats strolled, drank tea
and gronger potions, and gossiped as only Dubliners can gossp. By
the mid-eighties Bray had passd its zenith as a resort de luxe but it
had yet to degenerate into the vapid third-rate ssesde resort that it
is today. When the van of the Joyoce family rolled up to 1 Martello
Terrace the watering place was gill a centre of some digtinction.

Bray's only importance to the life of James Joyce reds in the
fact that it was here he achieved the observant faculties of a natu-
rally-curious boy and it was from here that he firs went to schoal.
Unreasoning infancy was left behind at Bray. It was here, too, that
the weakness of his eyes became manifest, and gasses that shameful
aurse of the small lad, were forced upon him. It was here, again, that
the fanatically-bigoted Mrs. Conway came to live with the Joyce
family and the boy obsrved with some interest her lamp of culza
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oil before the gatue of the Immaculate Conception, her green and
maroon brushes named for Charles Stewart Parncll and Michael
Davitt and her vague attempts to teach him where the M ozambique
Channé was and which was the longest river in America. Mrs. Con-
way, forever famous as the Dante of A Portrait of the Artist as a
Young Man and the Mrs. Riordan of Ulysses, was originally a Miss
Hearn from Cork. She had entered a convent in her youth but had
ventured back into the world before she had taken her final vows.
Being blessed with an excdlent income it was not long before an
almog painfully polite Mr. Conway cag an admiring eye upon her
and persuaded her into matrimony. For some time life procesded
in an auspidous manner. Mr. Conway was punctilious in his atten-
tions and always ingdsed that Mrs. Conway, lulled, of course into
a purring security, take the choicet morsds at dinner before any
other lady was sested. Then one day Mr. Conway abruptly dis
appeared and with him disappeared Mrs. Conway's money. The
reult was a fiercdy-reigious bitter-minded woman forever wus
picous of men and intolerant of all departures from the Roman
Catholic moral code for middle-dass families. Mrs. Conway came
to the Joyce family in the early autumn of 1888 as a sort of orig-
inal governess to James Augustine but by that time John Stanidaus
had decided what to do with his ddet son. He would send
him to the bes Jesuit schod for boys in the idand. The son, who
by this time had discovered the pleasures of pagimes with his
young brother (a ssoond John Stanidaus, born on December 17,
1885), who had sn the waves piling up on the shingle and the
bathers strolling along the beach, who had lifted his eyes to the diffs
where once the robbers had hid and been guided along the gay
Esplanade where the band played and the fashionable Dublincrs
sauntered, was too young to wonder overmuch about the sudden
activity of his mother and why she was mending his garments and
providing him with new ones and packing a certain box and some-
times glancing at him with reddened eyes but he was not too young
to undergand one early autumn morning that he was on the train
rattling along to Clane and that his mother was upst and his
father's repartee a little loud and forced. He could s the poles
flash pag and, perhaps a jaunting car or two, and a cow that was
being driven in through an open gate. And then there was the car
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that dacked along the browny-ycllow road by the green fidds and
Bodengown and the farmhouse of the Jolly Farmer and finally up a
long drive to a great house that was like a cagtle out of a book. And
finally there he was in the hall of the Cadle at Clongowes Wood
College being handed over to the charge of the Rector, the Very
Reverend John S. Conmee, SJ., while his mother unashamedly
burd into tears and his father gave him a handful of pocket money
and a manly dap on the back. He could hear the shrill voices of
boys raised somewhere in play and he fet very small and lonesome
and log. He could barely redrain his tears when his father and
mother went away in the car and he had to peer very hard around
the hall, for his eyes were not good and he couldn't se very well
when the twilight flowed in through the half-open door.

The life of James Joyce may properly be said to begin here in
the Cadtle at Clongowes Wood when the Rector, a bland and courtly
humanigt, turned him over to a black-soutaned father who guided
him through the corridors to his dor mitory.

\

In the Ormonde Papers may be found a passage from a dispatch
to England from the Lords Judices at Dublin Cadtle, dated July 8,
1642, that reads as follows. " Snce our despatch of 7th June ... we
afterwards employed Lieutenant-Colond Monk to two other cadles
one of them at a place called Rathooflfey and the other at Clongowes
wood, both some fourteen miles from hence and in the County of
Kildarc, and snt along with him some two pieces of battery, o to
batter and take in those two cadles which exceedingly annoyed the
adjoining garrisons and much interrupted our markets at Dublin:
which sarvices he well performed, having, after a day's fight at each
place taken both cadles and dain divers persons therein of those
that maintained them againg him, and took three-score and ten pris-
oners. And among the ret some priests, whom with the ret he
brought hither, to be proceeded with as we should think fit, which
was all the quarter he gave them; and we have appointed them to
be executed by martial law; and those srvices 0 performed, he
placed one hundred men to keep the cadtle of Rathcoffcy, which isa
place of importance to be kept, and blew up the other cagle to make
it uninhabitable for the rebes and so returned hither."
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So we return again to that mythos of bloodshed and religious
fanaticiam that underlies the entire sructure and deveopment of
Ireland. To keep these dark foundations so mixed with truth and
legend always in mind isto undersand a little dearer the profundi-
ties of a national character often dismissed as a superficial amalgam
of eager quarrdsomeness and clownish Handy Andyism. The vary-
ing fortunes of Clongowes Wood College before its solemn dedica-
tion to Blesssd L uigi Gonzaga offer an effective epitome of that Irish
progresson eternally overshadowed by the two great dark wings of
angry sruggle and religious domination. Clongowes Wood College
(slva de Clongow) was originally a medieval cagle built on the
alluvial plain about a mile north of Clane near Sallins in County
Kildarc and dos to where the Liffey turns from the north and
makes for the easern sa. It was held for generations by the great
territorial family of the Eugaces and its importance as a stronghold
can only be realized if it be undergood that it was one of the out-
pods of the Pale. In 1494 the Pale, a " double ditch of sx fegt high
above ground at onesdeor part which mircth next unto Irish men,”
was completed after Sx years of indefatigable labour. It wound like
a great dumsy snake from Merrion, near Dublin, through Kilteel
and its cagle where once the Knights Hogpitallers of &. John of
Jerusalem had their commandery, Ballymorc Eudace Kilcullen,
Clane and Athboy to Dundalk. Two sstions of this earthen barri-
cade againg the wild Irish, those OToolcs and O'Byrncs who con-
gantly descended in clanking fury out of the mountains, have their
ends on the Clongowes demesne and are still travelled as footpaths.
From shortly after the time of the Norman invaders to Monk's re-
duction of the cadle the Eudaces, for the mog part inflexibly Roman
Catholic and increasingly pro-Irish through intermarriage, held this
outpost againg all marauders. The lag vivid glimpse we have of
them in connection with Clongowes Cagle before its destruction is
during the year 1641. It was then that a venerable old Mrs. Eustace,
at leet ninety years of age hospitably receved a detachment of
Cromwellian troopers under one Captain Hues and was barbaroudy
murdered by her ferocious guets According to the tradition she
refused to surrender a key to a suppossd ssret gronghold, or priest
hole, and kept it in her mouth until her jaws were smashed to bits
by the soldiers
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After the destruction by Monk's troopers the lands and ruins of
Clongowes Wood passed into the posssson of Richard Reyncll,
Chief Judice of Common Pleas under Cromwell, and some while
later they were duly confirmed to him by Ietterspatent of Charles| | .
The Eudaces who had fought so srenuoudy for their Faith and
guarded the Pale like eager watchdogs, did abruptly into the long
annals of higory. Chief Jugice Reynell, a busy profiteering man
who appears never to have dwelt at Clongowes or nearer there than
Dublin, sold the fire-blackened walls of the cagtle and the neglected
lands pertaining to it to Thomas Browne, a Dublin merchant of
Kildare origin. This tranderence took place in 1667. The grandson
of the Dublin merchant, one Sephen FitzwilHam Browne, began
the retoration of the cagtle, an arduous and codly labour which he
never completed, and the name of the property was changed to
Cadle Browne. This Stephen Fitzwilliam married Judith Wogan
of the neighbouring demesne of Rathcoffey, that companion cagtle
Monk's troopers battered the same day Clongowes Wood was de-
sroyed.

These arc the dry bones of facts from which the living flesh has
long departed but as they form a sequence illustrating how a Nor -
man sronghold built for imminent wars was srangdy transformed
into an Irish Jesuit college they arc of some importance here. They
ek again of the layer upon layer of conflicting cultures, always
with the dark mythosasa foundation, that isthe Idand of today and
the old mother of James Joyce Even those faraway Browncs were
important links in the long chain of Time that was to wind itsdf so
unmistakably about the artig's mind. One mug follow them, then,
until they oeee to be a part of Clongowes Wood.

In the generation after Stephen Fitzwilliam the two families of
Browne and Wogan were again connected by marriage, this time a
Michael Browne marrying a Catherine Wogan. Their eder daugh-
ter, Judith, who lived to the ripe age of ninety-eight and died as late
as 1848, was a profoundly reigious Roman Catholic, and her good
works, epedally for the Brigitine nuns at Tullow, among whom she
liesburied, werefamed throughout Kildare. Judith had two brothers
who were successve owners of Cadle Browne. The eder, Thomas
Wogan Browne, sucossded to the property in 1769; but before we
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briefly note his career the great ghost story of Clongowes Wood
should be summarized.

No ancient keep in Ireland is without its supernatural legend.
In this particular case we arc concerned with a Browne (the uncle
of Judith, perhaps) who became a marshal in the Austrian armies
and fell at the Battle of Prague in 1757. On that fatal day Marshal
Browne's two sgers were seated at their needlework in an upper
chamber. Below in the hall were gathered the servants. Suddenly
the great door to the hall was flung open and a tall generd officer,
fully accoutred, clasping his hands tightly across his breast, hastily
entered and made for the curving darcase. From his breast blood
flowed terribly staining hiswhite uniform. The Irish servants, spell-
bound with fear for a moment, watched him pass and then, pluck-
ing up their courage, followed him upstairs and into the room where
the two Browne ssters were busy at their needlework. When they
reached that chamber there was no vedtige of the mysterious in-
truder and the mistresses of the castle vowed that they had seen no
one. Yet the frightened asseverations of the servants so impressed
them that they became convinced the apparition was their brother
who had just met his death on some battlefield. So certain were they
of this that they immediately ordered mourning, had messes cde
brated and held a great wake to which all the neighbourhood was
invited. It was not till a fortnight later that authenticated informa-
tion reached the cadtle of the death of Marshal Browne at Prague on
the very day and hour the servants had seen the spectre. Here, with-
out invidious comment, we may return to the more matter-of-fact
caeer of Thomas Wogan Browne.

That perspicacious gentleman married a rich English Protestant
lady and it was possibly with her money that he began the enlarge-
ment and adornment of Castle Browne in 1788. For a time he was
recognized as a man of some importance in Kildare, even achieving
the distinction of being dismissed from the Commission of the Peace
for Kildare, Dublin and Meath Counties by a suspicious govern-
ment; but as the months passed and the difficulties of his position
increased before his politic eyes his importance, at leest in the opin-
ion of the more militant Catholic gentry, took on a sad and wasted
autumn hue. Driven, perhaps, by the Zeitgeist of weariness or the
apparent impossibility of successful struggle against such over-
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whelming odds as the Penal Code, he forsook his heritage as a
Cathalic. Yet he was the friend of Hamilton Rowan and the hog
of Theobald Wolfe Tone, whose body lies some four miles south of
Clongowcs Wood in the ivy-covered edifice of Bodenstown Chur ch.
While little is known of Thomas Wogan Brownes rédations with
Wolfe Tone there is a circumstantial tradition that emphaszes his
friendship with Hamilton Rowan. Rowan, then living at Rathcoffcy
in a new house built on the dte of the old Wogan cadle, once
exapad a party of British troopers by fleeing aoross the fidds, racing
up the front dairs of Cagtle Browne, flinging his hat out the library
window on to the ha-ha as a blind and dashing into a room with
a camouflaged door in the northeast tower. The soldiers, hot on his
heds, fired futile volleys after him. Generations of Clongowes boys
have ingpected the tiny holes in the mahogany front door to the
Round Room of the cagtle and bemn told that they were causd by
the dugs fired at Hamilton Rowan by infuriated British troopers.
The fact that the hoes arc on the wrong sde of the door does not
lessn the interest and thrill of the tradition.

Thomas Wogan Browne, who in spite of forsaking his heritage
as a Cathalic remained one in mind and spirit, died during the great
days when the Emperor Napoleon was marching towards Maoscow
in the dissdrous campaign that was to break the backbone of his
empire. Commanding the Saxon divison of the Emperor's forces
was Lieutenant General Michad Wogan Browne, younger brother
and heir to Thomas and a worthy sucosssr in martial exploits to
that Marshal Browne who died at Prague. When this far-flung ad-
venturer, a very king of wild gese learned of his dder brother's
death he sscured leave of absnce and hadily returned to Ireland.
He did not day there long. Finding the edaes of Cagtle Browne
heavily encumbered and discouraged by the oppressve laws being
enforced againg Roman Catholics, he sdd his inheritance to Father
Peter Kenny, SJ.,, who, though an individual purchaser because of
the edict againg Catholic establishments purchasing property, was
in reality the representative of a group of Irish Jewits determined to
inaugurate a school. The sae in ite of the antagonism of the Eng-
lish governors, was completed in the early spring of 1814. Cadle
Browne was immediately renamed Clongowes Wood and on April
5, 1814, Father Kenny took up resdence there and dedicated the



JamesJoyce 27

cagde to Blessd Luigi Gonzaga, SJ. On May eighteenth the first
gudent's name, John MacL ornan (or MacL orinan) of Dublin, was
entered in the Clongowes Academic Regiger and actual teaching
began on July third just five weeks before the solemn Redora-
tion of the Sodety of Jeus by Pope Pius VI1. Thus the long
higory of the Norman cadle a higory tense with forays againgt
the Pale and the hollow below of Cromwel's cannon and meo-
dramatic exapes and murders and bleeding gedtres came to a
peaceful end in the Aristotelian and Aquinian bosom of the Sodety
of Jeus of the Roman Catholic Church.

VI

It was to this casde, now in a continuous development under the
Jequit fathers for seventy-four years that James Joyce was delivered
by his father and mother at the opening of the September term in
1888. The boy was approximatey dx years and seven months old
but when he was asked his age he replied, " Half pas sx." For some
time thereafter he was known among his dasamates as Half-Past-
Sx. An old boy remembers him principally because of his diminu-
tive 9ze. We have here, then, a small lad, the youngest in the schoadl,
with weak eyes covered by gectades thin bony arms and legs
amog efeminate hands and feet, highly nervous and fearful but
animated by a definite consoousess of what was jugice and what
was not, malleable to influences but blessed with the beginnings of
an indegtructible personality, embarking upon an educational voyage
through time under Jesuit direction that was to lag until he was
twenty years of age As thexe thirteen or fourteen years under the
guidance of the black-soutancd fathers of the Sodety of Jeus were
the years of his intellectual and emotional development and forma-
tion, the creation of the mould, as it were, into which his personality
was poured, they arc of enormous sgnificance to his carexr as a man
of letters. The four years at Clongowes may be described as a novi-
tiate, the preparatory training for all that was to follow.

This college was a particularly appodte sdection for an imagi-
native boy. Within the broad limits of its graon-grasscd demesne
lingered vedtiges of all the varying layers of civilization, perceptible
hints and reminders of the historical progresson that had evolved



28 JamesJoyce

the modern Ireland, this Parndl-dominated land, of young James
Joyce Speedily enough the boy's curiosity was aroused concerning
the higtorical and legendary agpeds of the cagle There was hardly
a ot to which he might wander that did not spesk to him of the
violent and ambiguous pag. Even the half-doubtful heroes and
heroines of the dark and digant Ireland that was a portion of the
dimly-sensed mythos rose through the soil to grest him. On Clon-
gowcs ground was the grassy mound in which Queen Buan was
upposd to rest. This queen, the royal consort of Mesgegra, King
of Lcinger, had fallen dead on the highway when her husband's
conqueror, the Ulster Champion Connall Cernach, mos redoubt-
able of the Red Branch Knights, had boaged to her that he carried
Meyegra's decapitated head in his painted chariot. And not far
away was the Ford of Clane where the two champions had fought
their tremendous combat. Clane itsdf and the adjacent village of
Progperous had witnessed the beginnings of the Rebelion of '98.
From the cagle g9eps the boy could s the ruined barbican of Rath-
coffey Cagtle, memorial to Cromwell's ravages, and but a short sroll
in another direction was the Browne Mortuary Chapd built by
Sephen Fitzwilliam Browne. Then, too, there was the Jesuit bury-
ing plot where dept the fathers who had taught at Clongowes. Here,
amog dde by sde in death lay three diginct goochs in the long
hisgory of Ireland: the epoch of the mythos exemplified by Buan and
her tragic gory; the gpoch of romance with its white-cloaked sectre
and its tortured chatedaine and the clattering feet of Hamilton
Rowan represented by the Browncs, and the epoch of the boy's real-
ity, the black soutanes with their false desves the suave diplomacy
and the raised voice of admonition in the chaped represented by the
Jewuit fathers. Ancient savagery, the hot romance of political sruggle
and the ged hand in the velvet glove that was the Church, all were
there.

There is ample reason for this inggence on the higtorical Sg-
nificances, the ghostly nuances so0 to speak, of Clongowes Wood, for
they formed a shadowy background for the firg schod days of
James Joyce Againg this background was the noisy matter-of-fapt
reality of sudy dases and of play in the three broad playgrounds.
The gudies for a small lad, the younges tadpole in the Third Line,
were dmple and elemental, consging of spdling, of sums of writ-
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ing lesons a little Latin, and plenty of reigious inculcation; in fact,
the old Jexuit sygem for small boys This method of Jesuit teaching
derived from the Ratio Studiorum, a correated sysdem organized as
early as 1599. But many changes, both compulsory and politic, had
taken place in this schame of teaching by the time James Joyce was
deivered into Jesuitical hands. For ingance, the Conservative Gov-
ernment's policy of date aid to ssoondary sthodls in Ireland through
Intermediate Examinations with their prize moneys for both su-
dents and sthoadls a policy put into effect in 1878, did its part in
remoulding the teaching methods at Clongowcs. But though the
matter was changed 0 asto make it possblefor boysto competein
the Intermediate Examinations of each June on a level with boys
from non-Jeuit hods the adminigrative principles, regulations,
and general form of sudy remained essntially an outgrowth of the
time-tried Ratio Studiorum. The man who was the innovator in this
particular fidd at Clongowcs was the Jesit now embalmed for pos
terity as Father Dolan in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.
He was Father James Daly, Prefect of Sudies at Clongowces Wood
College for thirty years

Father Daly had bemn educated at the Jexit College of Notre-
Dame de la Paix at Namur, Belgium. In the early eghties he had
been prefect of gudies at Belvedere College, Dublin, and at Crescent
College, Limerick. When he came to Clongowcs in 1887 he knew his
mind and made no bones about expresing it. He was a born mar-
tinet and organizer, a type who should never have been with the
Sodety of Jeus but rather with the Christian Brothersor the Fathers
of the Holy Ghod. First of all, he revolutionized the exigent plan
of dudies at Clongowes. He placed all dasss before the dinner
hour, allotted increased hours to mathematical and scientific sudies
regularized examinations, and otherwise edablidhed a timetable pre-
cson for the routine of the schod. Under Father Daly disappeared
those dominating interess outsde the sudy hall and dassoom that
had exiged during the gentler days of previous prefects Ambitious
for the asendancy of the cdllege in the educational hierarchy of
Ireland, he saw to it that his new uncompromising sygem of gudies
conformed with the existing public programmes throughout the
country. The immediate results judtified his efforts. Actual gudy and
dassoom ploughing reached such a peak that by 1888, the very year
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James Joyce entered the school, Clongowes Wood College was at
thetop of the ligt of efficient Irish educational esablishments.

The sxteenth century Jesuit sysem of school organization and
administration, however, was left untouched by the iconodagic
Father Daly. Not even he, if he had so desred, could break with
that time-honoured tradition. Over all, gudents and made's at
Clongowes ruled the benevolent figure of the Rector, Father John S.
Conmee. He was an old -Clongownian, having sudied at the school
from 1863 to 1867, in which latter year he had been debate medal-
list. Leaving a magership at . Sanidaus College, Tullabeg, the
year before that sthool was merged with Clongowes he came to the
cadleasrector in 1835. Hewasa man of skill and tact and endowed,
asnot many Jexuit fathersarc, with adistinct literary gift. Under his
supervison the schoal, apart from the many rdigious srvicess in the
chapd, was divided into two sections. One, which included all
gudies and teaching and matters pertaining to them, was under the
Prefect of Studies and magers. The other, including recregtions, rest
and meals was under the supervison of the Minister, reponsble
only to the Rector, and four prefects of discipline. Three of thee
prefects were in charge of the three lines into which the sudent
body was divided: the Third Line of small boys the Lower Line of
older boys and the Higher Line of oldest boys The discipline was
ample and patriarchal. No boy, no matter how old or brilliant or
responsble he was, had any disciplinary authority over any other
boy. Fagging, that dubious tradition in English public schods did
not exis. Even the magers could not demand any personal services
from boys in their dasses It was the dder Pitt, Earl of Chatham,
who once declared that he "sarce cbsarved a boy who was not
cowed at Eton."” Thiswasaremark that he could never have made
about a Jesuit schoadl. Father Timothy Corcoran, the higorian of
Clongowes Wood College, who, interestingly enough, was a fellow
gsudent (although in an older line) with James Joyce at the schoal,
has succinctly enunciated the ideal of Jewuit educational organiza-
tion. " The aim of the Jesuit sysem, in aword," he has written, "is
to foregtal the development of the bully, with all the gniger aso-
dations of that term; it sought to sscure and to deveop that inde-
pendent personality that has no use for, no toleration of, the sub-
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jection of boyhood to the perils of fagging and irrespongble punish-
ment."

That "independent personality” was aso the objective of the
recregtions at Clongowes. The broad playing fields, green-grassed
and beautifully kept, that flank one Sde of the casle and the new
buildings were and are continually alive with the dartingfigiu'es of
boys during the periods of play. Running with them, urging them
on, may be sem the black-gowned figures of the prefects. The sharp
crack of the bat on the ball or the thud of the shoe againg the
bounding football mingles with the shrill cries Cricket, for many
years the mog important game at Clongowes, may be decribed as
reaching its apogee about the time that James Joyce entered the
college. Already the names of Meldon, Hosty, Harrington, and
Maunsdl were legendary as famous batsmen or bowlers and in
Joyces own years there were Ross Comyn, Magee, and Rath to
admire, above all, Rath who during the season of 189091 bowled
out Phoenix, practically a Gentlemen of Ireland deven, by disposng
of four wickets for two runs. So important was cricket to the schoal
that every ssasn a professonal was imported from England to
coach the boys It was in Joyogs entrance year, too, that the English
game of Rugby was introduced. The year before, 1887, the asoda
tion game had made its appearance on the Clongowes playing fidds.
These two types of football pushed out of favour and general playing
the older game of grave football, a rougher sport that had delighted
generations of Clongowes boys and been respongble for more than
one broken knee and torn hand. Of lessx dgnificance, and more
adapted to the younger sudents, were such pagimes as gilts and
rounders.

Third-line boys naturally enough, were not 0 affected by
Father Daly's new scheame of gudies or the rapid moder nization and
devdopment of gports as were the sgudents of the two upper lines.
After all, spdling and sums and a little Latin do not afford much
opportunity for new and dragic methods of teaching. And pro-
fessonal cricket coaches arc not going to spend much time on the
Half-Pagt-Sixcs of the schodl. Yet the new progressive spirit that
animated Clongowes mug have ssamed frightening enough to
young Joyce fresh from Bray and the tenderness of his mother.
After all, the ingtruction of the Jesuit maders kindly as they may
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have been, was a different matter from Mrs. Conway's explanations
of where the Mozambique Channe was and which was the longest
river in America. Thelot of a child less than seven years old who is
removed from his home and placed in a boarding schoo amongst
drangers is not a happy one, generally speaking, until a period of
adjusgment has been completed. There are fearsome ciders to meat
and face without flinching, and, mog trying of all, there is a horde
of schoodmates to encounter, estimate, sdet, and avoid. Some of
these dassmates become fixtures in the memory but many of them
fade out like mig breathed on a glass their very names disolving
into thin air. They become less real than Queen Buan under her
gasy mound. The oblique observation of the small boy deddes
which are " ginks' and which are " decent fellows.” It was naturally
0 with Joyce Of the one hundred and five boys who are regigered
asfirg entering Clongowes in 1888 with Joyce there is not one who
regppears in later life as a dose friend of the artist. One mug attend
the Bevedere years for that. Yet the Clongowes dass of 1888 in-
cluded afairly representative group from the greater part of Ireland.
The boys came from Dublin and Bdfag and Tipperary and Kil-
kenny and Wexford and Cork and Killarney and Tyrone and
Donegal and Galway and Athlone and Limerick and Athy and
Tara and a dozen other places and digricts. There were even boys
from London and Liverpool and Scotland and Jamaica and India
and Spain and Portugal. Surdy amongs them were all shades of
temperament and decency and maliciousness How dose did any
one of them ever come to Half-Pagt-Six ? Certain names to be sure,
arc embalmed like small midges in amber in A Portrait of the
Artist as a Young Man. Notably, thee arc Rody Kickham of
Dublin (whose firsg name was Rodolph and not Roderick) and
John Cantwell of Dublin and! Cecil Thunder of Dublin (who
entered Clongowes in 1889) and Anthony MacSwiney of Lon-
don (also 1889) and Jack Lawton of Middicton (who didn't en-
ter until 1890). There are boys from the upper lines too: Domi-
nick Kelly of Watcrford and Michae Saurin of Hill of Down,
West Mcath, and Paddy Rath, that great cricketer, of Ennis*
corthy and Argentine. These, however, arc little more than the
shadows of boys bearing real names integral and infinitesmal bits
of the greater background that was Clongowes and againg which
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the sharply-defined and distinctly lonely figure of Stephen Dedalus
gtands out all the clearlier. They are merely representative hints of
all the boys whose names do not appear, the boys who made up that
fluctuating sea of small haes and enthusiasms through which James
Joyce swam from 1888 to 1891. None of them were important as
individualities. Al of them wereimportant asan environment. Two
of them, unnamed by Joyce but listed in the old roster of the class
of 1888, still arouse afaint curiosity. Who was Peter Joyce of Castlc-
blakcney, Galway, and who was the boy from Dublin who rejoiced
in the resplendent cognomen of Patrice B. du Chateau?

VIl

Little remains to be said of the years that James Joyce pased at
Clongowes Wood College. Here he was in perhaps the most fashion-
able Jesuit school in Ireland, certainly the fairest to view, a school
that had aready taught more than one boy destined to inherit or
achieve a famous name, the sons of Daniel O'Connell, for instance,
or John E. Redmond or that O'Gorman Mahon, duellist and poli-
tician, who proposed Daniel O'Connell for Parliament at the Clare
election of 1828 and Parnell for the chairmanship of the Irish party
in 1880, or Frank Mahony, Father Mahony, "Father Prout,” who
wrote "The Bells of Shandon" and is described by G. U. Ellisas "a
bright-eyed, scholarly little rascal, with a store of ribald stories and
an undakablc thirst." He had his share of illnesses and confinements
in the infirmary; he ventured timidly into sports because of his
glassess and pint-size; he played his part in the scholarly contests of
the two teams into which his dass of Elements was divided—one
wearing the white rose of Y ork for insignia and the other flaunting
the red rose of Lancaster; he attended religious sarvices and sad his
prayers every night; he returned home for the holidays and listened
to the loud political argumentations around his father's dinner table;
in short, he did what all the other boys at Clongowes Wood Col-
lege did.

The one instance in which he rose to a brief eminence in the
eyes of his fellow students had nothing to do with sports or studies.
It had to do with justice. He had been exempted from work because
his glases were accidentally broken, and Father James Daly, who
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flogged first and asked quegtions afterward, soundly pandied him
when he discovered him not writing out his lesson. The injudice
and humiliation of the undeserved punishment aroused a fierce rexo-
lution in him. He would go directly to the Rector, Father John S.
Conmce, enter that saored room at the other end of the cagtle where
no little lad not directly snt for dared to venture, and lay a com-
plaint againg the fire-snorting prefect of sudies He sugpedted that
the Rector would Sde with Father Daly. He feared that if this hap-
pened his life at the college would be unbearable thereafter. But
there was judice to be consdered and judice was all. So to the
Rector he went, dipping by the higher-line boys and hurrying
through the long dark corridors, and told the gory and the Rector,
listening gravely to the protest, promised that jugice should be
done. It was done—immediately—and the boys had the astonishing
fact before them that the Rector, the firg in the schodl, had inter-
fered vigoroudy and without hestation on behalf of the smallex
lad in the lowest dass againg an all-powerful sscond. It was an
affair to be remembered and disusssd by succesding dasses of
Clongowecs boys in the fifty years that followed.

Events of great consquence to Ireland paralleled the boy's years
at Clongowes Wood College. One mus have some idea of them,
for they had a direct efect on James Joyce indeed, it was because
of the tragic culmination of this sries of momentous events that he
was sung into putting words on paper to express his adolescent
mdignation. It was the shocking period of the snarling jackals and
the hunted lion, in other words, the tragic fifth act of Parndl's
career. The Ironic Power had arranged a practically-unceasng sries
of violently-dramatic events to run equidisant with James Joycds
childish progress at Clongowcs Wood College. He may have heard
little or nothing about them from the biack-soutaned fathers in his
Jesuit milieu but we may be sure that he heard much, and heard it
in unabashed language too, during the halidays and vacation periods
that he passd in the lesspadlitic basom of his family. John Stanidaus
was never a man to repress his opinions and the fever of the times
permeated him asit did every other adult in the city of Dublin.

Parndl's tragic fifth ad¢ may be sad to have commenced on
April 18, 1887, when the firg article on " Parndlism and Crime,"
accusng the Irish leader of being an accomplice of the Phoenix
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Park murderers and advocating assasination as a political means
appeared in The [London] Times. This was before James Joyce
entered Clongowes Wood College but the really great somes hap-
pened after he had been committed to the care of the Jesuit fathers.
The Commisson appointed to inquire into Parncirs possble guilt
exiged from September 17, 1888, to November 22, 1889, holding one
hundred and twenty-eight dttings and examining over four hundred
and fifty witnesses All Ireland and England followed the deveop-
ments in wild fevers of antagonigtic partisanship as the Conservative
jackals endeavoured to drag down the Irish lion. It was on February
20, 1839, that the white-bearded rascal, Richard Pigott, who had
forged the letters implicating Parnéell, entered the witness box and
was remorsdedy dedroyed by his crossexaming, Sr Charles
Russ=l. James Joyce had just passd his sventh birthday. When
Pigott betrayed himsdf through the speling of the word 'hes-
tancy* (he had written it 'hestency’ in one of the forged letters
and s0 dled it on the witness gand in a lig of words dictated
to him)' and fled from England a day or so later, and, on March
firg, killed himsdf in the Hotel Embajadores Madrid, jus as
the police were about to lay hands on him, James Joyoe was
eagerly looking forward to the Eader vacation and the compan-
ionship of his mother. It is not difficult to imagine the excte-
ment in the Joyce household during those thrilling wesks when
Parncirs triumphant vindication raissd him to a plane of popu-
larity that even he had never known before. John Sanidaus
while not of ParneH's party, was nationally-conscious enough
to rgoice as full-heartedly as the res of his countrymen at the
dean-cut victory of the Irish Leader. And his young on, no
longer Half-Pagt-Six but Half-Past-Seven, was beginning to un-
dergand what it was all about. At lead, he was aware that there was
a Heroand that there was Jugice

Parndl'striumph, great asit was, did not endure long, however.
The victorious summer turned into a winter of discontent when
Captain William O'Shca (on December 24, 1889) filed a petition for
divorce from hiswife and cited Parnell as co-repondent. The decree
was granted to the petitioner by Mr. Judice Butt on November 17,
1890. Therewas a brief and ominous lull and then the jackals real-

! This word ‘hesditancy’ is played upon in Finnegam Wake, page 421 et seq.
\
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ized that they had their prey at lagt. Thelion was down- Gladsonés
letter with its famous line dtating that Parncirs retention of the
leader ship of the Irish party would render his [Gladston€'s| leader-
ship of the Liberal party "amog a nullity" proved to be the death-
blow. The closng somes of the tragedy followed in rapid successon.
There was the shambles of invective in Committee Room 15, the
lit in the Irish party on December sixth, the dethronement of
Parndll, his lag heartbreaking campaign in Ireland to regain his
power while the priegs of the Roman Catholic Church and the
oohorts of that squat Judas Timothy Healy, afterward chosan
asfirst Governor General of the New Ireland, blocked him at every
turning, hismarriage to Mrs. O'Shca on June 25, 1891, and his sud-
den death on October sixth of this same year.

All this turmoil of political savagery and personal tragedy re-
acted vividly on the blossoming imagination of young James Joyce
He had passd his ninth year when the final s/ene was played. He
ligened to his father and his father's friends, heard ther raised
voicss and saw their flushed faces over the dinner plates, and, with
a mental perception aready deveoped beyond his years compre-
hended far more than his dders divined. His own indignation, the
indignation of a nineyear-old boy who has sen injudice done
and snsd the dark ruthlesness behind the smiling Irish nature,
mounted as the mercury in the thermometer mounts on a mid-
summer day. It demanded an outlet. This outlet took the form of a
violently-written attack on Timothy Healy. John Stanidaus who
had become exceedingly pro-Parncll during the lad smes of
that Leader's debaclc, was 90 pleased with his sin's prose produc-
tion that he took it to the firm of Allcyn and O'Reilly and had it
printed in the form of a small pamphlet. No copy of this juvenile
outburg againg the injugtice and treachery of man is known to
exig but it is gill possble that some fortunate explorer fumbling
through yellowed papers in a neglected Dublin garret may chance
upon this Joydan opus number one of the year 1891.

It was to thexe lag sones of the Parnell tragedy that James
Joyces years at Clongowes Wood College drew to a dose After the
termination of the spring ssason of 1891 he did not return to the
pleesant cadtle of dudies rdigious ingruction, hisgorical memories
and legends The grave-mound of Queen Buan was left behind with
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the shot-riddled door of the Round Room. Before he left, however,
he was receved definitively into the bosom of the church by the
rite of Confirmation and took Aloysus for his saint's name. James
Augustine Aloysus Joyce It had a fine long swesp. There being no
gholagic reason for his departure (he had not reached the higher
lines) it would seam to be due to financial necessty. Certainly it was
about this time that John Sanidauss carefree progress downhill
from modes affluence to poverty became accderated. But though
the boy returned no more to Clongowcs Wood College it continued
to exig in his mind, a vivid reality of sghts and sienes and impres-
gons of legends and dreams and broodings, a saared place of the
coming to consiousness that would be reflected again and again,
like sunlight in a shifting mirror, in all the work he would do
thereafter.



Two

Young Joyce had plenty of time to reflet on his firg shod
and to compare the smple but organized life conducted there
with the rather hit-or-miss exigence of his home, for it was

nearly two years before he was entered at another educational es

tablishment. During this interim his powers of perception grew
mightily. He commenced to see the world as a sies of bright shift-
ing omes where he was not always at home and where there
was much that teassd his rapidly-forming mind. From the very
firg he ssams to have been a careful observer of all that went on
around him. He was dight in physque, highly nervous, sengtive
as a girl, and blesed or cursad (as one may look at it) with an
introgpective nature. This made him the hub, so to spesk, of his
own little universe and even of that greater universe outsde his
cognition where the phenomena of Time moved in cloudy mysery.

Even as a lad he was inginctively reaching for a comprehenson

of that greater universe and many migtily-conceved queries about

it were already moving like invigble fish in degp waters and ir-
ring faint currents In times to be they would all come to the
aurface and bring to the mature mind nogtalgic rumours of boyhood
sharp with the sounds and smdls of vanished days

It was about 1892 or maybe a little later—the exact chronology
docs not matter, for it isa aossaut of Time that is conddered here

—that John Stanidaus Joyce took his ddest son on a vist to Cork.

The reason for the trip was to attend the sde of some Joyce

properties there. Cork was a new experience for the boy and he

was never to forget this early introduction to the pleasant city.

There were charming dreets and housss to sc and a lilt of language

to hear that differed from Dublinese. There was Queen's College

to vist and the son ingpected the desk where the father had carved
his initials more than twenty years before. There were old friends
of John Stanidaus to meet and old dories to be heard. It was an
agresable diverson in a period of attendance on Time that had been
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practically all vacation, the playtime, so to sesk, between two in-
gitutions, between Clongowes Wood College and the new house
of learning to which the boy was to be sent.

Oncereturned from Cork to Dublin (for the family were now
living in the city itsdf at 13 Fitzgibbon Street), John Sanidaus
began to concern himsdf with the necessary resumption of his sn's
education. He would not send the boy to the Chrigtian Brothers "Is
it with Paddy Stink and Micky Mud?" The father possesd a for-
midable pride of cage and never forgot that he was a Joyce of the
Joyoes and not a descendant of some sraper of the soil who had
appropriated that name from the mage of the big house No, he
dedlared with his usual vigour, let the boy gay with the Jewuits He
had begun with them and, after all, they might be of some aid to
him in later years Meantime the son was discovering Dublin, wan-
dering for thefirst time, timidly at the beginning but with a grow-
ing confidence as he masered the topography, about the dreds and
along the busy quays pausing by old monuments and shop win-
dows, regardant of the flowing dreams of life: the multitude of
cabs the swaggering British soldiers the sabledad priegts the loi-
tering jackens with the breath of porter on them, the sharp-
tongued servant girls, the scurrying men of busness all that motley
and redless mass of humanity that quickened the pulse of the small
metropalis. In the face of all this movement his reactions were com-
plex. He was becoming aware of the bigness and disorder!incss of
life and, perhaps, of his own incapacity to dominate it. He did not
realize that here lay all the loose materials of his future art, that
Dublin would devour him and that he, in turn, would devour
Dublin. Yet the perogptive urge within him caussd him to move
about the dity like the seaing eye of a camera regigering beyond
forgetfulness the multitudinous facets of the shifting scene

John Sanidaus, having inquired of his many friends settled
upon Bevedere College in Bedvedere House on Great Denmark
Stret as the proper schod for his sons It was nat too far away and,
mod important of all, through some wangling with influential per-
sonalities, James and his younger brother, John Sanidaus Jr., as
well, would be admitted without payment of the cusomary fees
Thiswas important for a father whose fortune was mdting like the
iows of this very month. On April 6, 1893, then, James Augugtine
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Joyce was entered as a New Boy in | | | of Grammar at Bevedere
College and his brother, John Stanidaus J., then aged eight, was

entered in Elements.
I

Ghosts of great days haunt the spacious rooms of Belvedere
House. It had been raised during the time of Grattan's Parliament
(1775) when Dublin wes noted for its wit, genius, and luxury; and
a wealth of ingenuity and art went into its making. George Roch-
fort, second Earl of Belvedere, for whom it was built, expended
twenty-four thousand pounds on the Georgian mansion. It is, ac-
cording to all authorities, the best-preserved house of its period in
Dublin today. The principal rooms are a delight to the antiquary
of architecture. The splendid darcases, the elaborately-decorated
mantelpieces of genuine Borsi work, the exquisite stucco designs of
Venetian artists that adorn the ceilings and walls, the organ with
paintings on it by Angelika Kauffmann, the Venus drawing room,
the Diana and Apollo rooms (now the college library), all these
fastidious achievements of a gracious, sophisticated, and vanished
era ae carefully preserved by the Jesuit fathers. They, after all,
have no more fear of Venus, Diana, and Apollo than they have of
Angelika Kauffmann. It was in 1841 that the Society of Jesus pur-
chased the mansion for the astoundingly low sum of eighteen hun-
dred pounds and trandated it into a college. Forty-three years later
(1884) Killeen House, the adjoining town resdence of Lord Fin-
gall, was purchased for the school by the then President, the Very
Reverend Father Thomas Finlay, SJ During this year, dso, a gym-
nasium was added and the north sde of the quadrangle was built
up to contain a boys chapel, classooms and laboratories. The result
was one of the most comfortable and best-equipped Jesuit town
schoolsin Ireland. Like Clongowes Wood College, Belvedere House
posEssss its romantic phantom (never known to walk, however),
that of Mary Molesworth, wife to the old debauchee of the Second
George's court, Colonel Rochfort.

To this house James Joyce came a the age of deven years and
two months, a rather grave observant boy, still wearing glasses
whose mind, filled with the placid memories of Clongowes and the
new phenomena of Dublin, was adjusting itself with avidity to-
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wards the necessary goal of comprehension. He found nothing par-
ticularly foreign or unexpected in the college for it was conducted
on practically the same lines as Clongowes. The Jesuit sysem of
scular studies and religious inculcation was maintained and the
dasss asin all the schools of this type controlled by the Society of
Jeus were divided from beginning to matriculation into Elements,
Rudiments, | | | of Grammar, |1 of Grammar, | of Grammar, Poetry
and Rhetoric. There was a higher, lower and third line too. But if
Joyce found the curriculum in all essentids similar to Clongowes he
speedily discovered the Rector to be quite the reverse of that
urbane student of the humanities, the Very Reverend Father John
S. Conmce, SJ, who had been his court of last apped a his first
school The head of Belvedere College was Father James Henry,
SJ., a fanatica Roman Catholic convert who wore whiskers. His
character was harsh and warped but despite these serious flaws he
was a man of breeding. From all accounts, he cannot be compared
with Father James Daly of Clongowes, the man with the pandybat
and a personality temperamentally unfitted to the Society of Jesus

If Joyce found a grim character in Father Henry, who, by the
way, taught the Latin dasses and taught them with vigour, he was
compensated in the discovery of George Stanislaus Dcmpscy, a lay
teacher who conducted the English courses Dempsey was a man
respected and loved by his students. His own affection and enthu-
gasm for English communicated itself to those who studied under
him and his decency of character made his dases popular and
plessant hours in the long school day. Joyce became very fond of
Dempsey as the Belvedere years passad by and the teacher recipro-
cated this feeling. It will not be going too far to suggest that in
George Stanidaus Dempsey we find the first positive influence in
Joyce's early artistic and literary awakening. The instinctive passon
that the boy had for the English language was fostered and encour-
aged by the teacher.

Now, it is extremely difficult to estimate the influence of a

L 1f, as probable Father Conmeds middle name was Sanidaus, this was the fourth
Stanidaus to impinge on Joyods young life, the others being his father and his brother.
The name of . Sanidaus Kostka, one of the three patrons of holy youth (with St
Aloysus Gonzaga and &. John Berechmans) was given, as that ao of the patron of Poland,
in ther view, at least, by many Irish mothers to ther sons born about the middle of the
lag century out of religious and political sympathy with the Poes The tenor air in The
Bohemian Girl, "When the fair land of Poland," always brought down the house
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teacher on a student in the junior grades, far more difficult than to
recognize the influences of professors in the senior colleges where
the undergraduate has already achieved a definite personality and
a purpose and is attracted or repelled by what his professor has to
give. In the junior grades the student's mind is still in process of
formation and being shaped, so to speak, by a more simple and
elementary manipulation. The universal essentials of education are
being mapped on the more or less submissive mind much as the
artist drafts his preliminary sketch in charcoal on the white canvas,
putting there the necessary lines that will be subtilized later. I n the
higher school, the senior college, the sketch will be filled in under
the guidance of the sensitive professor who perceives the purpose
cf the sketch or else the student, already aware of where he wants
to go, will revolt from the influence of the teacher and proceed on
his own undisciplined way. Therefore, when we consider Joyce's
years at Belvedere College, years that stretched from his eleventh to
his sixteenth year, we must be careful not to read too much into
any positive influences. It is obvious that his urge towards litera-
ture was congenital and that an early and consistent passion for an
independence of utterance and logical ratiocination (soon to be
Aristotelian in essence) agitated his constantly-swelling intelligence.
Such a mind might have been spoilt in the formation. That it
wasn't is perhaps due to the pertinacity of that mind as much as
to the direction of teachers. As we shall see, Joyce's independence
grew out of himself alone and matured despite (and because of)
antagonistic influences. Of these influences, influences of repulsion,
we may say, more will be noted later. We must believe, in the light
of the years that follow, that Joyce would undoubtedly have been the
Joyce he became if there had been no George Stanislaus Dempsey.
Yet, at the same time, we must believe, aso, in the light of
the years that follow, that George Stanislaus Dempsey was a fortu-
nate event in the growth of the budding artist. Indeed, until
his demise some ten years ago Dempsey continued to be a
warm partisan of his former pupil, attempting to persuade the
college authorities to print Joyces verse in the college maga-
zine. And some of the innumerable books of reference which Joyce
used in the composition of Finncgans Wake came to him from his
old teacher.

Among the other instructors under whom Joyce sat during his
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five years at Belvedere College may be briefly noted: Father Ryan,
SJ., who taught French (according to all accounts another mis
placed cleric who should have been a Chrigtian Brother), Mr . Foy,
brother-in-law to Dempsey, who taught Physcs and a Mr. Loup
from whom Joyce first began to learn the Italian language at the
age of twelve. Italian, by the way, was at this time the Cinderella
of languages. Joyce, having to take a fourth language, had chosen
it himsdf, although his father desred him to take Greek and his
mother German. Only one other boy at Bevedere was learning
Italian. He was Albrecht Connolly. The schod doctor's name was
Redmond and it was he who ordered the boy to sop wearing
dases in 18%4. Joyce did not put them on again for ten years
Neither mugt one forget the physical culture coach, Sergeant
Major Wright, a forthright individual who put the gudents through
their paces in military style. Joyce who often amazed the worthy
Sergeant Major by tirdedy repeating a half-lever although he
was far from muscular, eventually became sretary to the gym-
nasum, a mod peculiar pog for a youth whose interes in feats
of physcal prowess was practically nil. And here a further word
may be said about his physque. He was not grong at all. But
he was animated and sugdained by a sort of dectrical nervous
energy that sometimes made it possble for him to do things that
his lack of musdes would seam to render impossble There were
occasions during his boyhood, and they have continued all his life,
when in moments of joyous excitement a sort of dancing vitality
posessad him and caught his lean body up and sugtained him long
after gronger men sank exhauged in ther chairs.

Bdvedere College was a comparatively small place and because
of this the communal life was rather dosdy knit. All the boys
knew one ancther although they were in varying degress of inti-
macy and separated, asall boys do, into diques. Elements, naturally,
did not walk and talk with Senior Grade. Yet therewasa solidarity
in the schod that could not be found in English inditutions of the
same rank. As at Clongowcs, there was no fagging and perhaps
this happy rdease from the cusgomary torture of the younger boys
had something to do with the pleasant equality of the gudents
Joyce adjugted himsdf without dday to this environment. With an
awareness of values that had come to him snce his Clongowcs days
he made no bosom friends but he admitted friendlier contacts with
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his fellow sudents than he had before. He was conggent in hisre-
lationships with dassmates and because of this he was well-enough
liked. If his gravity of demeanour sometimes raised an invisible
wall between him and his companions, these same companions, all
tacit conformigts in the Roman Catholic atmosphere of the time,
were too headless or indifferent to notice it. Their minds were
almog wholly concerned with the surface agpect of things. Indeed,
there docs not appear to have been one boy of Joyces years at Bel-
vedere introgpective or analytical enough to penetrate beyond the
Jesuit conception of life and culture. Joyce with his independent
and regtless will, his soorn of stupidity and placid acogptances and
his ssoret anger at the minor shifts and inddicacies of cowardly
boys walked, then, for the mog part alone even when he was in
intercourse with those about him. It was, perhaps, this unpreten-
tious and ingtinctive aloofness, as well as his dass diginctions, that
made him Captain of the Schoo when he reached the Senior
Grade.

His reations with his ingructors were courteous and unevent-
ful. Curioudy enough, he got along very well with the rather harsh
Rector, Father Henry, each personality, perhaps, discovering and
respecting the forthright individuality of the other. It is possble
that his excdlence and assduity in dasswork had something to do
with this pleasant date of affairs. Joyce was a natural student, no
prodigy, to be sure, but one who loved culture and saw and found
in it an outlet for himsdf and the phantasmal hopes and despairs
that were now agitating his nature. Languages appealed to him;
the glories of English letters seducsd him and the dialectics of the
humanities enticed his pondering nature. He was all-embracing in
his pursuit of what had been thought and written concerning life
and art and outdde the college walls he supplemented what he had
imbibed within them by an inquistive investigation of the so-called
ubversve writers. Their violence and gibes eventually became an
acddulous antidote to the dogmatic precisons of Jesuit philosophy.
The dark bile of Byron, for ingance, curdled the innocuous milk
of 'Lawn’ Tennyson.

It was in the English course at Belvedere that Joyce became
mog noticeable and by the time he had reached |1 of Grammar, his
third year in Great Denmark Street, he was famed for his esay
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writing. It was the task of the week for him, an appealing labour
towards which his will was spontaneoudy drawn. Thee essays on
« aubjedts bore such smple titles as " Make Hay While the Sun
Shines" " A Walk in the Country” and " Perseverance” There was
gmall chance for any possble heresy in them. One, called "My Fa-
vourite Hero,” was about Ulyses and the youth's praise of the
Greek wanderer rather irritated the ingructor who consdered such
enthusasm for the wily hushand of Penelope as nat quite orthodox,
at least from the point of view of the Sodety of Jesus' Money prizes
wer e awar ded for the best of thee dassessys’ and Joyoe won many
of them. This money he generally expended on his family, taking
them to thestres (already a passon with the boy) or to fine dinners
in popular retaurants The family, perhaps because of this largess
thought (and continued to think through all the years that fol-
lowed) that the schoo compastions were the bes things Joyce ever
wrote or ever would write. "A Walk in the Country" possesd
greater charm for them than A Portrait of the Artist as a Young
Man, and the noble sentiments expressed in " Perseverance' touched
John Stanidaus more dosdy than Ulysses. Perhaps thee essays
which exig only in rumour now, were good; but schoolboy merit
is s8dom an indication of future major literary ability and it is to
be expected that the Bdvedere essays if they exiged today, would
hardly convince the reader that their youthful author would deveop
into a world-famous figure in letters. The literary bent was there,
without a doubt, but what it would amount to was a ssoret known
only to the myserious spirit of the future.

Joyce was trandating, too, at this period—a necessry part of
his Latin gudies—and there remains extant his English verson of
OdelI'l, 13 from Horace. Asit is the earlies of his writings that
exigs today, a rather charming curiogty from the pen of a fourteen-
year-old boy, it may be quoted.

Brighter than gass Bandusan spring
For melow wine and flowers med,

The morrow thee a kid shall bring
Boding of rivalry and sves

! See page 306 of Finnegms Wake for a comic list of edtay titles. "We've had our day
at triv and quad and writ our bit as imermidgets."
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Love in his swdling forms In vain
He, wanton offspring, degp shal gain
Thy dear cdd dreams with crimson rain.

The raging dog gar's sesn thou,

Still e from in the heat of day,
When oxen weary of the plough

Yiddg thankful cod for herds that Sray.
Be of the nable fountd | sng
The oak tree 0g thine echoing
Crags, thy waters murmuring.

At this moment (to pause midway in the Bevedere years) we
have the picture of a lean, grave-mannered boy, manifesly older in
temperament than his years, an excelent schalar with an aptitude
for languages and compostions, obedient to those in authority be-
cause of a natural orderliness of mind, independent in judgement,
impatient of supidities, popular enough with his companions but
never giving too much of himsdf to them, intelectually inquistive
and leavened by a half-mocking snse of humour. All this, be it
remarked, was sufficiently obvious to the attentive observer. Invisble
to view and the guarded sret of the youth was the troubled grow-
ing soul reacting sometimes rebelioudy and sometimes inchoately
to the admonitory vooes that sought to influence it, the voice of
John Sanidaus telling him to be a gentleman above all things, the
voices of Jesuits urging him to be a good Roman Cathalic, the
voices of professional patriots demanding that he labour for the
uplift of his country and the voices of sthoo comrades desiring him
to be a decent chap. Often enough these voices sounded hollow and
meaningless, feeble whips of exhortation powerless to drive the mys
terious phantoms from his mind. It was to these voices and the
aubtle influence of dders that he reached addesoence and the more
srious problems of his final years at Bdvedere

There was the Church and there was puberty and there was
Dublin.

No one can obsrve the growth of a boy in a Jexuit schod with-
out consdering the rdigious clement. It was a Jesuit (and he was
thinking of Ireland as he wrote) who declared: " The faith of a
Cathalic nation is of the essnce of its nationality, which, therefore,
perishes with its faith/' For the Irish bishops and the Sodety of
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Jeas then, Church and State were indivisble and the inculcation
and preservation of the Faith were saored and unceasing duties. At
Bdvedere College, naturally enough, there was plenty of redigious
ingruction and as Joyce grew older his sengtive nature reacted to
it more vigoroudy and passonatdy, perhaps, than would duller- or
grosser-wittcd minds. At firs he had acoegpted Roman Catholicism
as the fish acompts the ocean, a world into which he had been born
and which was his natural clement; but as time passd on and in-
creasing capabilities of ratiocination toughened his mind he began
to view the Church in a different light. It remained his dement
but it was auffusad with myderies that teased his mind. The sne
of sn, of guilt, of worldly defilement and the cdeansng power of
absolution became painfully vivid to his adolescent nature. Espe
cially was this true when he reached the age of puberty. Sitting in
his place in the chapd during the annual Retreat held before the
feed day of S. Francis Xavic—*the patron saint of Bdvedere Col-
lege—he ligened spdlbound to the vigorous admonitions and
earnesd pleadings of the Jewit fathers and the ancient controlling
power of the religion held absolute sway over his perturbed mind.
His mother, too, an unrcasoningly pious woman whoe piety in-
aeased as she aged, would have been pleasad to s her ddet son
reveal a vocation for the Church. With the influence of his Jesuit
teachers subtly directed upon him and the emotional ingigation of
his mother pushing him toward the Holy of Holies there was a
period during the Bdvedere years when Joyce actually entertained
the idea of entering the Jexuit order. Father James Joyce SJ. At
lead, it was alliterative. That the idea soon passed was due to a com-
plexity of reasons not the leag of them, perhaps, being an inginc-
tive undergtanding that he could never take the vow of cdibacy.
Pubescence played a great part in the mental gruggles of this
period. With the awakening of the body the entire agpedt of living
changed and the youth found himsdf in the midst of a dreadful
gruggle of reorientation in a life where all the values had suddenly
shifted. The warnings of preceptors took on a desper Sgnificance
while body and mind engaged in an unsugpected warfare. On the
one hand was nearly ten years of Jexuit teaching and on the other
the blind intuitive urgendes of the body with all the gews of sret
Dublin for shameful refuge. An ordinary youth would pass through
this period rather lightly and with no regrets; but the extraordi-
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nary youth (and this was Joyods case) would take it more serioudy,
feding himsdf log at times, achieving difficult victories over him-
«f, and eventually arriving at a profounder comprehenson of the
dark myderies of life. It was so with Joyce He experienced in turn
the guilty joy of a blagphemous non serviam to the Victorian and
Roman Catholic conceptions of deportment and thought that ruled
nineteenth-century Dublin, the overwhelming despair of the snner
fallen from God's grace and the aetheria joy of the brand snatched
from the burning through penance, absolution and the redeeming
arms of the Church.

That all this sorm and dress of the soul was complicated and
increased by the budding artist, the enwombed artificer, in the
youth is without doubt (for after the event one may read back-
ward) ; but that he was consdous of thisfact at the timeisextremey
dubious He had yet to realize the reason for his exigence, yet to
comprehend that it was the unconscioudy sdf-dramatizing imagi-
nation of the londy artis who enlarges himsdf at the expense of
the apparent world that carried him from the nadir of despair to
the zenith of a paradisal ovcrlordship of the disagrous flaws of
time. That knowledge was to come later, not so very much later,
when pasing from Bdvedere to University College (in other words,
passing from boyhood to an early maturity that was the threshold
of manhood) he had readjused himsdf to the two worlds visble
and invisble from which he drew his spiritual sugenance At that
moment, we may sy, he saw his vocation in its mythic guise, "a
hawkfaced man flying sunward above the s=a"

The lag year or two at Bevedere was slver-greaked with the
deady progresson towards this reveation. Joyce continued to be
the excdlent scholar, the omnivorous reader, the composer of
youthful poetry. His interess in musc widened and the discovery
that he posssssd an excdlent voice was a great deight to him. He
sang often at private parties and those who remember him at the
age of thirteen or fourteen dedare that he possessd a child's tenor
voice and could sng B natural. (Curioudy enough, his voice ssams
never to have changed. There was a day or two's hoarssness and
the child's tenor became a man's treble) The independence of his
opinions toughened. There was little he would take for granted; he
was indgent in putting all controversal matters to the tet of
reason. He maintained an easy astendancy among his dassmates
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becoming, as has been pointed out. Captain of the School in his lagt
year. He budded forth as an amateur actor, playing the r6le of the
pedagogue in Anstey's Vice-Versa and basing his conception of the
part on the personal peculiarities of Father Henry, much to the
delight of the audience and of the Rector himself. He endeavoured,
not without anguish, to adjust himself to the increasing squalor of
his home; for it was about this time that John Stanidauss journey
down the hill of fortune became precipitate. At the college he
avoided all mention of his father and when one of the boys in-
solently asked him why he moved from house to house so often he
could do no more than silently turn away.

AndtherewasDublin.

By thistime all its ways and monuments were familiar to him.
The tentative explorations of the uncertain boy had been succeeded
by the assured examination of the observant youth, a youth, be it
noted, with a memory like awritten register wherein the possessor
might turn back the pages whenever he chose and review again the
place and movement that had vanished in time. From Drumcondra
where helived to Harold's Crosswith itsmemories of Lord Edward
Fitzgerald and Robert Emmet he had tramped the Streets and
by-lanes, wandering from the narrow and nauseous thoroughfares
of Nighttown (relics of Lady Morgan's "dear dirty Dublin") to the
tree-shaded expanse of St. Stephen's Green, loitering before the shop
windows in Grafton Street where was s& the dab commemorating
Wolfe Tone and watching the trams clanging benesth the Nelson
Pillar on Sackville Street, reclining on the sands by Clontarf where
Brian Boru smashed the Danes in 1014 and listening to the hiss
and dap of the Irish Sear and all this, wide dreets, grey buildings,
pebbly expanses, reeking lanes, Phoenix Park, Castle, Mansion
House, museum and kip peopled with the heterogeneous types of
a metropolis achieved a curious unity in his mind. Dublin was a
unique personality and yet again it was all life. Beneath its strident
surface hum and roar lay buried the same dark mythos that was
concedled in Queen Buan's grave-mound at Clongowcs. One might
plunge into it and discover all the material that one needed in a
lifetime.

And there was the Time-Spirit, the crosscurrents of contempo-
rary evolution, as well, the urge and fed of this Ireland in which
the boy was growing up. Parallel with the transformation of Joyce
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from a boy to a youth procesded the curious and sometimes bar-
barous fluctuations of the Zeitgeidt. Ireland was undergoing a change
although at firg it was barey perceptible to the hagy observer.

So far as the political soene was concerned the spectade was
not edifying. The years from 1893 to 1898 were those of the muddy
backwash from the Parncll debecle Ireland, as a whole, was in a
dupor agitated by a sries of nightmares. A split and incoherent
party engaged in internecine warfare and nowhere was there visble
a leader who could fit into the place left vacant by the Uncrowned
King. The ineffective Jugin McCarthy, titular head of the Irish
party, could do nothing but pose as a regpectable figurehead. T. M.
Healy, the Man in the Gap, was generalissimo of the more vitriolic
wing of the anti-Parncll group while John Dillon, advised and s
tained by William O'Brien, directed the kindlier. The pro-Parncl
minority, shaken and weakened by violent emotion, was impotent.
It was the representatives of this battered, broken and bitterly-
divided Irish party that were returned to Westminger at the Gen-
eral Election of 1895, a group of unreasonable prgudiced Parlia-
mentarians who betrayed the bet interests of their country by their
private civil war. Alas, for those smple and trusting peasants (and
there were many of them) who fondly bedieved that the Un-
crowned King lay not in his grave but awaited in hiding the pro-
pitious hour when he could gep into public life again and saze the
reins of power. Parnell would never return; he dept too soundly
beneath his Glasncvin coverlet. It was not until 1898, Joyods lagt
year at Bevedere that the political some brightened and that was
due to the pasing of the Local Government Act, a dradic piece of
legidation that destroyed landlord power in Irish administration.
One might say that it marked the exit of "the garrison" and the
entrance of the people. It aso marked, be it remembered, the exit
of John Sanidaus Joyce from the dffice of the Collector General
of Rates

But deplorable as the political some was it had its recompenses
Perhaps it was because of this angry futility of national sruggle, this
excusc-me-whilc-1-cut-your -throat-K athlcen-ni-Houlihan  attitude of
the dected representatives that a minority of intelligent and cul-
tured people turned their faces and minds away from the dispirit-
ing picture and concerned themsdves with a profounder expresson
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of the country. It was during thee years that the so-caled Irish
Literary Renaissance had its gestation and birth. Perhgps the imme-
diate sead of this movement had been planted as far back as 1839
when W. B. Yesatss The Wanderings of Oisin was published. But,
to be arbitrary, one can as well take the years 1893 and 184 as
marking the real birth of the Renaissance. It was in the former year
that Douglas Hyde founded the Gaelic League with its indstence
on the study of the Irish language and W. B. Yests published The
Celtic Twilight, the very title of which finally served to describe
an agpect of Irish letters. And in the latter year appeared Hyde's
Love Songs of Connacht, A.E.'s Homeward: Songs by the Way
and Yeass The Land of Heart's Desire. During this year, too,
while Joyce was composing his first respectable essays at Belvedere,
Edward Martyn* and George Moore were living in The Temple,
London, Martyn in Pump Court and Moorein King's Bench Walk.
They engaged in frequent conversations concerning a possible litera-
ture for Ireland. Martyn was expressing a desre to return to his
native land and write in Irish and Moore was ironically thinking,
"Far more true would it be to sy that an Irishman must fly from
Ireland if he would be himself," a thought, by the way, that would
amost ssem to be a vague prophecy of James Joyce. Martyn, it is
interesting to note, was aready under the influence of Henrik Ibsen,
an influence that in a very few years would be knocking at the
mind of the Belvedere schoolboy.

As time pasd on, the new literature—mainly under the im-
petus of W. B. Yeats (George Moore later admitted that the Irish
Renaissance "rose out of Yeats and returns to Yeats')—became in-
creasingly evident even to casud readers. In 1895 (year of the
lamentable Genera Election) appeared Yeass Poems, and in the
next year (1896) a slim volume entitled Two Essays on the Rem-
nant introduced a new critic who signed himself John Eglinton
(W. K. Magee). The year 1897 was notable for three publications,
Sigerson's Bards of the Gael and Gall, T. W. Rolleston's Deirdrc
(the first of severd dramas on that unhappy Celtic heroine), and

1 Martyn, who made an attempt to introduce modem prose drama into Ireland with
The Heather held, ssams to have been completedly shdved by the Abbey Theatre authori-
tiess The play was not revived even during the Abbey Jubilee Ceebration a few years ago.
Martyn's book, Morgante the Letter, is practically unknown and he has received little or
no recognition for his munificence in endowing the Pro-Cathedral Palestrina Choair.
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Yeatss The Secret Rose. During the autumn of 1898 (year of the
Local Government Act and the downfall of John Stanidaus Joyce)
W. B. Yeats, Edward Martyn and George Moore st about a L on-
don tea table with Lady Augusta Gregory and conceved the idea
of the Irish Literary Theatre. And with that inception the Irish
Literary Renaissance may be said to have been, if not full-blown,
well on the way to complete flowering.

Joyce could have been only vaguedly aware of all this national
literary gestation, for the greater part of his time at Bevedere was
occupied with imbibing the pagt and his congant reading in the
National Library was mainly confined to the great European fig-
ures that new discovery, Ibsen, for ingance, who was O soon to
become the god of his idolatry. In his home (or his various homes)
he was not likely to hear much abdract comment concerning
nasoent literary movements. Palitics, yes There is no doubt but that
John Sanidaus rolling a ferodous eye behind his glass roundly
damned the gate of national affairs and the L ocal Government Act
that had put him out of office and rewarded him with a meagre
penson. His few heroes, Parndl, for example, received an equally
vehement approbation. But poets by God, were another matter.
The only poas John Sanidaus recognized were those poets of
sound called tenors And, of course, Thomas M oor e, because tenors
sang his melifluous verses At the moment the son was more con-
cened with Ulysses than he was with Cuchulain; the odes of
Horace were his immediate problem and not Douglas Hyde's re-
covery of old Gadic songs and for his private pleasure there was
all of Europe. Yet he was dose to an important door, his hand
amog upon it, during his lag year at Belvedere. What his con-
victions would be about Irish nationalisn (as expressd in both
literary form and political agitation) lay jus behind that door.
That he would arrive at them cold-bloodedly was a foregone con-
cduson; for the youth of sixteen, unlike mog youths of sixteen, dis-
trused enthusasms

It was during the summer of 1898 that Joyce passad out of
Bdvedere Coallege, leaving behind him the lag remnants of his
boyhood.

There mug have been srious debate in the household of John
Sanidaus as to what should be done with the ddes son. The
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director of sudies at Bdvedere College, when he was informed that
Joyce had definitely decided not to join the Jesuit order, suggested
a postion in Guinnesss Brewery, and John Sanidaus desred his
on to read for the Ban But neither of these prospects appedled
to the ddet son. They were equal prisons of the mind to him,
two dungeons where the wings of Dedalus could never beat the
air. The myderious urges that had been clamouring within him
for some time warned him againg thexe aul-desacs of life. His
path lay dsawhere and now a word or a gesture would revedl
it to him. Admirably enough, it was the easygoing John Sanis
laus who finally made the decisve gesture It was in his ded-
son to permit his son to go on to University College, to regiser
with the Faculty of Arts, to have four more years of freedom
wherein to prepare himsdf for the serious busnes of life that
Joyce amog immediately found himsdf and his vocation. He had
exaped. Years later, turning back into his pag, he was to recapture
this necessary moment of his liberation in a sentence "S he had
passad beyond the challenge of the sentrieswho had good as guard-
ians of his boyhood and had sought to keep him among them that
he might be subject to them and srve their ends”

In the College Regiger of Universty College, now preserved
among the archives at EarlSfort Terrace, Dublin, James Joyce is
lised under the year 1898.

Univergty College (Jesuit, of course) was contained in what
had been formerly the Georgian town manson of one 'Buck*
Whaley, a swashbuckling roigerer of the eighteenth century whose
vehement and oft-repeated oath was that no Roman Catholic pries
should ever pass over his threshold. It faced on St. Siephen’'s Green.
The college, inaugurated in November 1883, was a reorganization
of the Arts and Sdence faculties of the collapsed Catholic Univer-
sty founded by John Cardinal Newman some thirty years before
As an ingtitution of learning it had its digtinct limitations. For in-
dance it operated under the old Royal University and was there-
fore controlled and influenced by the character and regulations of
that body. This made for a rigidity in the curriculum. As examples
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of this may be cited the facts that there was no differentiation be-
tween Major and Minor subjects—all marks being of the same
value, that candidates were asked identical quegtions in Orals and
that graduates preparing for Studentships had to take three lan-
guages—all on the same levd—in the Modern Language groups
If we except the Arts courses there was far from a variety of aub-
jects taught. Sdence and Economics were imperfectly represented;
Engineering and Law were mere shadows, Technology, Theology,
and Education did not exig at all; and Medicine, located in a build-
ing of its own on Cecilia Stredt, was in all essntials a sparate
college.

The Faculty during Joyces time (the famous Father Gerard
Manlcy Hopkins?® was a member long before) was adequate but not
exceptional. The Very Reverend Father William Delany, SJ., a
former rector of Tullabeg College in King's County, was the Pres-
dent. As an adminigrator he appears to have been efident and fair-
minded. When Joyce matriculated the Chair of English was held
by Professor Thomas Arnold, son of Dr. Arnold of Rugby and
brother to Matthew Arnold. The Felowship in English was in the
hands of Father Jossph Darlington, a convert to the Roman Cath-
olic Church, whois pictured, by the way, in A Portrait of the Artist
as a Young Man as the dean of dudies who lights the fire and
engages in an aeshetic conversation with Sephen Dcdalus. Pro-
fesor Arnold died in 1900 and his sucoesr was Father George
O'Neill, SJ. In 1901, a year before Joyce received his degree, Father
Darlington was transferred to the Chair of Metaphyscs, held previ-
oudy by Father T. A. Finlay, SJ., and John Bacon, M A ., sucossded
to the Felowship in English. It was under thee teache's then,
Arnold, Darlington, O'Neill, and Bacon, that Joyce st during his
English courss

All of them appear to have been efficient, capable, well-grounded
men with no great imagination and subtly biasad, of course by
their Roman Catholic faith and affiliations. They were diggers in
accugomed ditches What they had to give had been given a thou-
snd times before to numberless gudents who sought no more than
they could find in the limited horizons of ther ingructors There

L A year or s0 ago the contributor of Univcrsity College Notes to a Dublin daily paper
decribing the ceremony of the extenson or renovation of the Aula Maxima of the College
wrote of it as "hallowed by the memories of Cardinal Newman, Father Manly Hopkins
and James Joyce'(!). The names however, arc not, from one point of view, incongruous.
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were no wings in the predse and preorchedratcd (s0 to speak)
progresson of these teachers through the myriad myderies of lan-
guage and its innumerable nuances. Nothing more, in fact, than
the rather tame journey towards a foressen and dogmatic end.
What they had taught yeterday they taught today and would
teach again tomorrow. The magic was not there. They were bound
by the severe obligations of the Faith they professed. Yet within
their limits (and the limits of Jesuit thought are not small) they
furnished a foundation that was solid and upon which a man could
place his two feet and fed that he was not in sinking sands It
might, of course be alien terrain but it was firm enough for the
leap to other continents of thought.

When the English coursss arc congdered one thinks auto-
matically of the library, that abounding well from which the su-
dents of English draw their pails of knowledge in the form of
books University College was decidedly inadequate in this neces
sry resrvoir. There was no comprehensve library in 'Buck’
Whalcy's mansion. But not far away, on Kildarc Street (that short
thoroughfare flanked with Leingcr House, the National Museum
of Sdence and Art and the Kildarc Sreet Club where the land-
owners of Ireland once gathered to drink their whiskies), was the
National Library of Dublin and this became a sort of appropriated
annex to University College. It had long been familiar ground to
Joyce Time after time he had passad through the spacious horse
dhoe vedtibule and mounted the richly-carved daircase to the lofty
reading room, a0 horssshoe in shape, to ssk the books whose
titles were quick in his mind. Often enough he had loitered under
the colonnade (and would dand there again and again) watching
the birds fly high over the jutting end of Molcsworth Street, augu-
ries, perhaps, of his own approaching flight into time. The Librarian
of this impressve edifice, Charles Lyster, warmly welcomed the
gudents from S. Stephens Green and preserved a smiling tolerance
when he heard his great building referred to as "the library of Uni-
vergty College”

Next to the English dasses those of mog interest to Joyoe were
the Latin and Modern Language coursess for, from the very firgt,
a passon for words posessd him. When he entered the college
Father Thomas O'Nowlan, SJ., was profesor of Latin but in
1901 Professor Semple sucossded to the Chair. French was taught
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by Edouard Cadic, a Breton and so of Celtic extraction. The other
modern languages, German, Italian, and Spanish, were not popular
and therefore no ample provison for them was made. Then there
were the Irish gudies Father Edmund Hogan, SJ.,, a man great
in his way as a scholar and editor of ancient texts had the Chair
of Irish Language, History, and Archaeology. Others who gave
sries of lectures on the resusttated tongue were John McNeill,
Patrick Pearse and Douglas Hyde, all of whom, by the way, now
occupy important niches in the long panorama of Ireland's sruggle
for freedom. Curioudy enough, Irish was not noticeably popular at
University College, Father Hogan's dass ssdans one year (1901-2)
containing but three dudents

Of les interest to Joyce but particularly srong in gaff was the
Mathematics Department. Here were Josph Gibncy, a singularly
good teacher; Henry McWeeney, held in great regard by his many
dudents and Matthew Conran, M.A., beddes svera assgants of
excdlent calibre. Professor Preson, a Trinity College man and
author of several important textbooks on Heat and on Light, taught
Sdence, but his equipment was S0 miserable that he laboured under
great difficulties. Biology was in the hands of George Sgerson
whose personal interests made the course more Zoology than Botany.
And Political Economy was taught, first, by W. P. Coyne and,
later (1901), by Father T. A. Finlay, SJ. There was no Chair in
History, the Lecturer on this subject being W. J. Carbcry, M .A.
Metaphyscs has aready been mentioned, but the name of Professor
Magcnnis may be added to those of Father Finlay and Father Dar-
lington.

To this college and to thee teachers then, Joyce came, aged
about seventen, fairly tall, scdy-blue-cyed, and with quite definite
ideas about life and letters. The growing arrogance that had been
a gmple awareness of superiority at Bdvedere had hardened into
an attitude that was as sdf-protective as it was challenging. There
was a noli me tangere aura about him that puzzled his companions.
The rdigious faith he had professad (and, for a period, violcndy)
as a boy was dying down in his spirit as a ruddy coal dims in a
neglected fire. Univerdty College, being Jesit, had its rdigious
coloration, of course there was the Chapd to attend and there were
the clerical obligations of the teachers all fishers of souls there
was a9 the influence of the Jewit dudents reading for their De-
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gree, young enthusasts well-equipped to meet argument with argu-
ment and achieve artful victories by dialectic; there was the Sodality
intended to promote devotion to the Blessad Virgin and all Chris-
tian virtues among udents. but none of thexe influences, obvious
or subtle, appear to have had any domination over Joyce The ad-
monitions of the teachers were an old gory to him; he discovered
that he could argue with the Jesuit sudents and employ a dialectic
as formidable as their own; and, being a non-resdent, he found it
a smple matter to casualy ignore the Sodality.

The dnews of his thought were congantly srengthened by his
solitary dialectical exerasss with Aristotle and Aquinas, two great
ingructors whose teachings were to occupy his mind for the next
half dozen years, and his reasoning (because of the inward " push™*
of his will) naturally converged towards an aegtheic end that had
little or nothing to do with religion. He saw himsdf as one apart
(and this seams to have come quite suddenly, a mygtic reveation,
as it were, that had flashed through his spirit with the knowledge
that he was to go on to the snior college) and his ssore deter-
mination was to maintain himsalf as an independent personality in
a milieu of kne-bcndcrs. Perhaps this is one of the reasons why
from the firs he preferred to asoaate with the medical sudents
from Cecilia Sredt, or from Trinity College, rather than with the
Arts gudents who st around him each day. The subserviency of
the Arts men repdled him; their conformity disgused him; and
in their parochialism he saw nothing but a blind end. It was dif-
ferent with the medical sudents Medical Dick and Medical Davy
were hard-tongucd, blagphemous, disenchanted men who possesd
no illusons about the human body and its weaknesses Flesh was
flesh to them and if spirit was spirit they did not mewl too much
about it. Yet thefierce angry idealism that was germinating within
Joyce was not gemmed in any way by his companionships They
might add unprintable words to his vocabulary (always a relief
for scorn and impatience), but he was not influenced and, appar-
endy, neither did he influence. In a higory of University College,
compiled twenty-eight years after Joyces departure, an anonymous
contributor dates in a footnote: " During his sudent days James
Joyce was not taken serioudy. It was undergood that he had a
weird sort of talent but no one in the college ssams to have guessd
that he was degtined to achieve almost world-wide ceebrity." Of
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course, they didn't. The actua importance of the nonconformist
has never been recognized in Ireland.

Yet Joyce was not long in assuming a notable place among his
fellow students. His very independence and his emphatic refusa
to run with the herd assured him of this. It does not matter now
whether he was liked or disliked but the chances are that there
was more bewilderment than dislike. The man was "weird." His
fellow students simply could not grasp his attitude. However, a few
among them gravitated towards him and he accepted them as
repositories of the nonconformist and aeshetic problems that were
perplexing him and constantly teasing his mind towards further
conjectures. There was J. Francis Byrne, for instance (the Cranly
of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man), a youth very eccles-
astica and ascetic in temperament, with whom he walked and
talked often, emptying his mind of the thousand and one emotional
and intellectual puzzles that aggravated his reason. There was a
young man named Cosgrave (the Lynch of A Portrait of the Artist
as a Young Man and Ulysses) who was, perhaps, Joyces most con-
stant companion, a youth much more sdty and earthy in nature
than Byrne. And there was George Clancy (the Davin of A Portrait
of the Artist asa Young Man). Clancy, an intense Nationalist, made
it his mission in life at University College to propagandize for the
Gadlic League. He had known Michael Cusack (the Citizen of
Ulysses) and had sa oftenwith the fanatical old patriot and founder
of the Gaelic Athletic Association in An Stad, the tobacco shop
kept by the Irish humorist, Cathal McGarvey, on North Frederick
Street. Yet, friendly as he was with Joyce, Clancy could never im-
pregnate his companion's mind with fervid Nationalist ideals. Years
later (in 1921) Clancy was sacrificed to those ideals when, as Lord
Mayor of Limerick and "the heart" of the Sinn Fein movement
in that district, he was shot down in his home by Black and Tans.

There were other students with whom Joyce came into more
or less intimate contact, Francis Skeffington, for instance, who, upon
his marriage, added his wife's name to his own and became Sheehy-
Skeffington, and who, during the bloody Easter Week of 1916, was
"executed" by a half-deranged British officer although he was a
noncombatant (Skeffington is present in A Portrait of the Artist as
a Young Man under the name of MacCann), but none of them ap-
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pear to have touched Joyce s0 dosdy, to have ssen him without
armour, S0 to geek, as Byrne, Cosgrave, and Clancy. As a matter of
fact, Joyce did not need friends, he was quite sufficdent unto himself;
and the minds to whom his own kindled were not plentiful in
Dublin.

By 1899 Joyce had made his mark at University College. For
one thing, he was noted for his absorption and ability in languages.
He gdudied Italian all through the four years aways being the
only sudent in that particular dass His ingructor was Father
Ghazzi, and when he took his degree in Romance Languages he
was the only male candidate in Ireland who presented Italian. French
came eadly to him and it became a habit to read out his French
themes during the language sesdon. He trandated from Maeter-
linck, Verlaine, and other Gallic pods and there ill exigs his ver-
son of Verlain€'s " Les sanglots longues™

A vace that Sngs
Like vid grings
Through the wane
Of the pale year
Lulleth me here
With its drain.

My sl is faint
At the bdl's plaint
Ringing de;

| think upon
A day bygone
And | wep.

Away! Away!
| mug doey
This drear wind,
Like a dead leaf
In amless grief
Drifting blind.

German he acquired by laborious trandation and he toiled
doggedly at Henrik lbsen's mother tongue so that he might read
the great plays in the original. But Gadic he would not touch. At
the earnes olicitation of George Clancy he attended some of the
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Irish dasses conducted by either Patrick Pearse or another but
dropped out in disgust and boredom at the continual ridicule aimed
by the overenthusiastic lecturer at English: sound, sense, syntax and
all. The resuscitation of what he considered dead tongues did not
interest him at all; it was living languages, their evolution and
possibilities, their dramatic extension into planes where the living
word became the living thing itself that caled to him and started
him on his endless journey. For the patriotic importance of Irish
he did not care a fig. He knew that he would never write in that
language any more than he would in Choctaw and he knew aso
that there would never be anything but an artificial audience (a
forced hothouse growth in Ireland itself, at the most) for works
written in that tongue. And he feared, too, that a national immer-
sion in Gaglic would cut Ireland still further off than she was from
the great central current of European culture, a culture that recog-
nized no fixed country boundaries but was universal to all.

In the spring of this year (1899) Joyce, with another gesture,
impressed his independence on his fellow students. The London
tea-party of the autumn before, that party attended by W. B. Yeats,
Edward Martyn, George Moore, and Lady Augusta Gregory, bore
its fruit in Dublin and the taste was bitter in the mouths of ultra-
patriotic Irish Roman Catholics. On the eighth of May was given
the first performance of W. B. Yeass The Countess Cathleen and
Edward Martyn's The Heather Field in the Antient Concert Rooms,
a first performance that more nearly approached ariot than a pre-
miere. A body of students from University College, mostly mem-
bers of the Central Branch of the Gaelic League and including
Skeffington, Clancy, Louis J. Walsh, James Clandillon, Ford and
Conroy, raided the hall and howled down the performance, their
indignation arising from the central motif of Yestss play—the sell-
ing of her soul to the devil by the Countess Cathleen (Ireland) to
sve her starving people. It was unpatriotic; it was blasphemy; it
was heresy. Kathleen ni Houlihan sell her soul to the devil, indeed!
To the devil with W. B. Yeats! The next day a manifesto directed
againg the play was st forth on a table at University College and
all the students were gently coerced into signing it. That is, all
except one. Joyce contemptuously refused to add his signature to
the redt.
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This gesture, dight as it may have seamed at the time, is im-
portant in its revelation of Joyods character. The adamantine na-
ture he was developing (callous arrogance to some and intellectual
crankcry to others) was basad upon a sound rock of sdf-integrity.
He refused to compromise for the sske of other peoplés fedings,
he would neither join movements nor be sampeded into giving lip
srvice to them when, with his digrust of crowd enthusasms he
sw them all as fatal cages where the imprisoned will would die;
and he would permit nether rdigious nor patriotic chains to bind
the free flight of the falcon, now unhooded, that was his soul. Such
an attitude required moral courage in the Dublin of the end of the
century. The city, then, was an exuberant fage for movements
nationaligtic, literary, dramatic, reigious, and he who dared to
walk alone, admitting a fealty to none of thee movements, was
ugpect. Where was he going and what was his purposs? The mog
gosspy city in the world wanted to know. If he was alone, it boded
no good for the New Ireland. And Joyce in the face of all this
uspidon was (intellectually) decidedly alone. It was not that he
desred to be a solitary. He was no hermit seeking a mydtical
Thebaid wherein to meditate all by himsdf. On the contrary, he
was a full-blooded young man welcoming companionship and even
eager to mingle in the sudent life surrounding him; but he would
not succumb to blandishments, coercions or the subtle influence
of those who (for missonary reasons patriotic heat or exalted ego)
sought to direct his progress

It is proof of his willingness to make part of the soene about
him that in this year (1899) he was a candidate for the auditorship
of the Literary and Historical Sodety of University College againg
Hugh Kennedy. Kennedy, the late Chief Judice of the Irish Free
Sate, won. Joyce, probably, was conddered a little too " weird" for
this particular pog, too likely, perhaps to inject an atmosphere into
the Literary and Historical Society that might be termed subversve
No, Joyce was in no snse of the word an anchorite. Padraic Colum,
recalling Joyces Universty College days writes. "He was very
noticeable among the crowd of Sudents that frequented the National
Library or sauntered along the dreets between Neson's Pillar and
Stephen’'s Green. He was tall and dender then, with a Dantesque
faceand gedy blue eyes Hiscogumeas| ssehim in my mind'seye
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now included a peaked cap and tennis shoes more or less white. He
usd to swing along the dreet carrying an ashplant in his hand
for a cane” And Congantine P. Curran, a fellow sudent, describes
him as "tall, dim and elegant; an erect and loose carriage; an up-
tilted, long, narrow head, with a chin that jutted out arrogantly;
firm, tight-shut mouth; blue eyes that for all their myopic look
could glare suddenly or gare with indignant wonder; a high fore-
head that bulged under high, giff-anding hair." Joyce, it will be
observed, had travelled a far way from little Half-Past-Six who
dared to present his grievances to the Rector of Clongowcs Wood
College. With the new century came the new man.

v

The Chrigmas issue of the Clongownian, 1899, announced that
James Joyce had obtained Ssoond Class Honors in Latin at Uni-
vergty College. And that was the firgd and lagz mention of the
former Clongownian in the sthod magazine. So far as Clongowcs
Wood College was concerned, James Joyce passd out with the
nineteenth century. What actually happened was that James Joyce
pased in with the new century. Within four months he was to have
his firg article printed in one of the odest and mos important
English periodicals. But before that is consdered it is necessary to
glance at this new century.

There arc soothsayers who will assrt that the pasing of a
century has a mygtic influence (like the moon on tides and cats
perhaps) over the lives of mankind. Maybe this is 0. It does not
matter. Certainly from a literary and sodal point of view we look
back at 1900 as an epochal point of time. It marks for us the end
of that decadent movement in Ietters called Fin-dc-S&dc. It is do
a convenient date whereon to hang the finally defunct body of
that smug and suffy way of life labdled Victorianism: this in site
of the fact that Queen Victoria outlived her century by a handful
of months. For Dublin it was marked less by death than by birth.
Not many months before Arthur Griffith, with William Rooney,
had founded the United Irishman, a paper which may be sad to
have bean the journalistic cradle of Snn Fein. Naturally, politics
were in the air and a new optimism was swegping over the coun-
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try. Excited young cubs were beginning to growl. W. B. Yeats and
his group were continuing their theatrical experiments (the 1900
programme included Alice Milligan's The Last Feast of the Fianna,
George Moore's adaptation of Edward Martyn's The Tale of a
Town, produced as The Bending of the Bough, and Martyn's
Maeve) and violent argumentation pro and con eectrified the at-
mosphere. For indance, in the March isue of the New Ireland Re-
view, D. P. Moran was declaring: " Practically no one in Ireland
undergandsM r . Yeatsand his school; and one could not, | ugged,
sy anything harder of literary men. For if a literary man is not
appreciated and cannot be understood, of what use is he? He has
not sarved his purpose. The Irish mind, however, was wound down
to such a low date that it was fit to be humbugged by such a
ghod." Mr. Yeats although so rapped on the knuckles, went de-
terminedly on with his plans He would give the Irish a New
Literatureif he had to cram it down their gullets.

Asfor the socia sene in Dublin, it was as vibrant and rnouve~
mentie as the palitics and the literary alarums and excursons A
gaiety and brilliance that they have possbly never known snce
pervaded the old housss and dregs The wealthier folk from the
country came up to town and took houses for the Season. There
were great dinners, crowded dances opera, the races the thestre,
and eaborate viceregal functions where diamonds and decorations
glittered under the cryga chanddiers Bicycling was still popular;
automobiles, those quesr 'horsdess carriages’ were jug being in-
troduced; the paved ways echoad to the 'stcelyringing clop-dop of
hoofs as the unending proocessons of conveyances flashed by. And
the dredas echoed, too, with exuberant sudents who, impregnated,
perhaps by the heady spirit of the twentieth century, expressd
themsdves with an unruly Irish temperament. For example, on S.
Patrick's Day, 1900, Trinity College men attacked the Lord Mayor's
processon as it passd through College Green and greeted Timothy
Harrington, the Lord Mayor, with a superripc orange on his digni-
fied no2 Dublin, to sum up, possesad everything that London
posess—exogpt - Parliament.

There exig brief flashes of Joyoeg pictures from the memories
of thase who knew him at the time, during this period: Joyog with
a few companions, killing time and talking in the Winter Gardens,
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a public house on the corner of S Sephen's Green and Cuffe
Street; Joyce playing handball with Fitzgerald-Kenney, later to be
Minigter for Judice of the Irish Free State, and beating him; Joyce
singing at private parties and functions (" singing Nationalist songs
too, begod!" remarked one diver into the past); Joyce sdling old
books to George Webb on the quays, Joyce swimming strongly in
the st water off Clontarf while Skeffington, his little straw-
coloured beard thrugt forward, posed coyly as Venus Transens,
Joyce swaggering through the special door for digtinguished vistors
at Ecdes Stret Convent on the night of a concert and announcing
to the asonished Mother Superior, " I'm Joycd"; Joyce conversng
glibly with Byrnein a sort of dog Latin while the ligeners laughed;
Joyce, evasve, dightly withdrawn and coldly polite with Thomas E.
Kettle who had been magnified by universty sudents into a s
ond Parnell; Joyce clothed in his hogesss bes bonnet and cash-
mere shawl, parodying the Queen Mother in Hamlet, rocking with
grief in a chair and moaning, " Ah, the pooe girrll!" while
Ophdia, another student, srewed the carpet with cauliflowers, and
Joyce acting in an amateur production of Cupid's Confidant, an
original play by Miss Margaret Shechy (now Mrs. Sheehy-Casey),
the daughter of David Sheehy, M .P. He played the part of the vil-
lain, Geoffrey Fortcsquc, and one Dublin paper printed an extraor-
dinarily long criticism of Joyods acting (it was written by J. B.
Hall, Dublin's leading dramatic critic) in which the young Thes-
pian was favourably compared to the earlier Charles Wyndham, or
even Charles Matthews, for his poise and finish. This was a very
human Joyce with a snse of the ridiculous that was often extrava-
gant and a vitality that was inexhaudtible.

He could be sxious too. His adoration of Ibsen had reached
a peak and he expressd it in the compostion of an essay on the
Norwegian dramatig's lates play, When We Dead Awaken, which
had been published in Copenhagen during December 1839. This
ey he snt to the Fortnightly Review where it appeared, under
the title of "lbsen's New Drama," in the April issue of 1900. It
was sSgned James A. Joyce One mug pause for an ingant to recog
nize what a remarkable achievement this was an eghteen-year-
old Irish youth bardy half through his college terms writes an
article on a Norwegian dramatiss whom he hasread in the original
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and that article appears in one of the most prominent periodicals
in England. His companions were thunderstruck. Padraic Colum
declares: " We, the fry swimming about in the National Library,
looked with some reverence on the youth who already had an article
published in The Fortnightly Review." Joyce received a considerable
sum for the sixteen-page essay and the windfall was expended on a
trip to London to hear Duse who was then giving a season at the Ly-
ceum Theatre. On this occason the budding author called on the
then editor of the Fortnightly Review, the late William Courtney,
and that gentleman was considerably astonished to see a beardless
stripling of seventeen enter his office.

The article itself was, and remains, an intelligent contribution
to Ibsen commentary. It amply fulfils its objective of presenting the
gist of a single play with clarity and indicating its $pccial properties
and unique importance in the cultural world at the turn of the
century.

Twenty years have passad snce Henrik Ibsen wrote 'A Dall's House*
[begins the young critic], thereby almos marking an epoch in the his
tory of drama. During thos years his name has gone abroad through
the length and breadth of two continents, and has provoked more dis
cusson and criticism than that of any other living man. He has been
upheld asa rdigious reformer, a sodial reformer, a Semitic lover of righte-
oumes and as a great dramatist. He has been rigoroudy denounced as
a meddlesome intruder, a defective artigt, an incomprehensble mystic,
and, in the doquent words of a certain English critic, '‘a muck-ferreting
dog.' Through the perplexities of such diverse criticism, the great genius
of the man is day by day coming out as a hero comes out amid the
earthly trials. The dissonant cries are fainter and more digant, the ran-
dom praiss are rising in seadier and more choral chaunt. Even to the
uninterested bydander it must ssem dgnificant that the interest attached
to this Norwegian has never flagged for over a quarter of a century. It
may be questioned whether any man has held so firm an empire over
the thinking world in modern times. Not Rousssau; not Emerson; not
Carlylc; not any of those giants of whom amog all have passed out of
human ken. Ibsen's power over two generations has been enhanced by
his own reticence. Sddom, if at all, has he condescended to join battle
with his enemies. It would appear as if the sorm of fierce debate rardy
broke in upon his wonderful calm. The conflicting voices have not in-
fluenced his work in the very snallest degree. His output of dramas has
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been regulated by the utmost order, by a clock-work routine, sddom
found in the case of genius. Only once he answered his assilants after
their violent attack on 'Ghogts’ But from the "Wild Duck' to 'John
Gabriel Borkman,' his dramas have appeared almost mechanically at
intervals of two years One is apt to overlook the sustained energy which
auch a plan of campaign demands, but even surprise at this must give
way to admiration at the gradual, irresstible advance of this extraor-
dinary man.

After an enumeration of lbsen's plays dealing with modern
life, Joyce goes on to give a very full synopss of When We Dead
Awaken, larding it with patches of dialogue and emphasizing the
development of the theme by expository comment. He wants his
readers to understand what this play is all about and to grasp
the implications, the nuances of the dramatist's finely-disciplined
thought, and he succeeds in making this possible by his own clear-
cut presentation. That done, and it fills the greater part of the
essay, he writes:

Such is the plot, in a crude and incoherent way, of this new drama.
Ibsen's plays do not depend for their interest on the action, or on the
incidents. Even the characters, faultlesdy drawn though they be, are not
the first thing in his plays. But the naked drama—ether the perception
of a great truth, or the opening up of a great quegtion, or a great con-
flict which is ailmost independent of the conflicting actors, and has been
and is of far-reaching importance—this is what primarily rivets our at-
tention. Ibsen has chosn the average lives in their uncompromising truth
for the groundwork of all his later plays. He has abandoned the varse
form, and has never sought to embelish his work after the conven-
tional fashion. Even when his dramatic theme reached its zenith he has
not sought to trick it out in gawds or tawdriness. How easy it would
have been to have written 'An Enemy of the Peopl€ on a spedoudy
loftier levd—to have replaced the bourgeois by the legitimate hero! Crit-
ics might then have extolled as grand what they have so often con-
demned as banal. But the surroundings are nothing to Ibsen. The play
is the thing. By the force of his genius, and the indisputable skill which
he brings to all his €fforts, Ibsen has for many years, engrossed the at-
tention of the civilized world. Many years more, however, must pas
before he will enter his kingdom in jubilation, although, as he sands
today, all has been done on his part to ensure his own worthiness to
enter therein. | do not propoe here to examine into every detail of
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dramaturgy connected with this play, but merely to outline the charac-
terization.

This Joyce proceeds to do and there is more than one good
touch in the outline. As for instance: "Besde his portraits [Ibsen's
portraits of women] the psychological studies of Hardy and Tur-
genieff, or the exhaustive elaborations of Meredith, seem no more
than sciolism." Finished with his comments on the characters, the
young critic pases on to a consideration of "the frequent and ex-
tensive dde-issues of the line of thought." He writes;

Again, there has not been lacking in the lag few soda dramas a
fine pity for men—a note nowhere audible in the uncompromising rigor
of the early eighties. Thus in the conversation of Rubek's views as to
the girl-figure in his magerpiece, 'The Resurrection Day,' there is in-
volved an all-embracing philosophy, a degp sympathy with the coss
purposss and contradictions of life, as they may be reconcilable with a
hopeful awakening—when the manifold travail of our poor humanity
may have a glorious issue As to the drama itsdf, it is doubtful if any
good purpose can be srved by attempting to criticize it. Many things
would tend to prove this. Henrik lbsen is one of the world's great men
before whom criticism can make but feeble show.

Appreciation, hearkening, is the only true criticism. Further, that
gedes of criticism which calls itsdf dramatic criticism is a nexdless ad-
junct to his plays When the art of a dramatist is perfect the critic is
auperfluous. Life is not to be criticized, but to be faced and lived. Again,
if any plays demand a gdage they are the plays of Ibsen. Not merdy is
this so because his plays have so much in common with the plays of
other men that they were not written to cumber the shdves of a library,
but because they are 0 packed with thought. At some chance expression,
the mind is tortured with some question, and in a flash long reaches of
life are opened up in vida, yet the vison is momentary unless we say
to ponder on it. It is just to prevent excessve pondering that Ibsen re-
quires to be acted. Finally, it is foolish to expect that a problem, which
has occupied Ibsen for nearly three years will unroll smoothly before our
eyes on a firg or second reading. So it is better to leave the drama to
plead for itsdf. But this at leas is clear, that in this play Ibsen has given
us nearly the beg of himsdf. The action is neither hindered by many
complexities, as in 'The Pillars of Society,’ nor harrowing in its implic-
ity, as in 'Ghogs' We have whimsicality, bordering on extravagance, in
the wild Ulfheim, and subtle humor in the dy contempt which Rubek

F
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and Maja entertain for each other. But 1bsen has driven to let thedrama
have perfedtly free action. So he has nat betomed his wonted pains on
the minor charadters In many of his plays these minor charadte's are
matchless aregtions Witness Jaodb Engstrand, Tonnesen, and the demonic
Molvikl But in this play the minor charaders are nat allowed to divert
our attention.

And a short summarizing paragraph condudes the essy.

It is easy to s, in the light of what followed, the reasons for
Joyces worship of Ibsen. There was firgt of all, the independence
of the Norwegian from all submissons There was his freedom
from the strangling halters of nationalistic and religious conform-
ity. There was his abnegation of sentimentalism in any shape what-
eve. There was his logical precison, his cold realism, his con-
cern with spiritual conflict, and his contemptuous refusal to tolerate
the "legitimate hero." Thee were the ends towards which Joyce
was moving although in his own way and, perhaps somewhat
darkly. He poseesssd more of the poetical temperament than Ibsen
(and was to be partially coloured by it always) but he subjected it
to as svere a discipline as Ibsen subjected the plots of his plays.

Indeed, at this period Joyce was composing a repectable amount
of poetry. The greater part of it was written in fixed French verse
forms, villanelles, triolets, rondes and the like (the villanelle in
A Portrait of the Artist asa Young Man is an example of this early
work), and all of it appears to have been experiments in craftsman-
ship rather than expressons of emotion. The young man was teach-
ing himsdf how to gain his efects Mogt of this delicate labour
was collected into two oopybooks under the titles, Moods and Shine
and Dark. In 1902 or 1903 Joyce turned these books over to George
Clancy and they ssam to have been log in the years that followed.
At this period, too, Joyce (naturally enough with the great example
of Ibsen before him) was essaying the drama form. This resulted
in afive-act play called A Brilliant Career.! That, also, has been de-

! Joyoe snt this play to William Archer, the trandator of Ibsen, who wrote a long
letter in reply. Among other things Archer declared: "You ssm to me to have talent,
possbly more than talent, yet | cannot sy that | think your play is a succsss" And
again: "1 have been trying to read some eaborate symbalisn into the third and fourth
ads to account for ther gigantic breadth of treatment." These ads dealt with a plague.

The play was dedicated by the author to his own soul. When John Stanidaus, sitting up
in bed, read this dedication, he exclaimed, "Holy Paull"
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droyed or logt. It is probable that nothing of importance to letters
vanished in the disappearance of theee poems and this play, but,
%0 far as an indication of the literary development of Joyce is con-
cerned, it is regrettable that they do not exist

To return to Ibsen: a pleasant surprise greeted Joyoe some time
after his article appeared in the Fortnightly Review. He was swing-
ing in his garden about dawn with the young lady whose attributes
are = forth in the character of Gerty MacDowcll in Ulysses (they
had just returned from adance) when a letter from William Archer,
the English critic and champion of Ibsen, was brought to him. In
it was a quotation from the Norwegian dramatist expressng his
pleasure at Joyods article Here was the firg authentic personal
connection with a great writer, a dight and insgnificant little link,
perhaps but yet a link, a touch aoross time, an acknowledgement
that Henrik Ibsen was aware of the exigence of James Joyce For
an eghteen-year-old youth and hero-worshipper this was an inex-
pressble moment. Some time later, to anticipate by a ssason, Joyce
« forth his admiration (or Ibsen in a letter which he wrote first
in English and then turned into the mother tongue of the great
dramatigt.
8Roya Terrace,
Fairfidd, Dublin.
March, 190L

HONOURED SIR,

| write to you to give you greging on your seventy-third birthday
and to join my vaice to those of your wdl-wishers in all lands You may
renembe that shortly after the publication of your lates play, "When
We Dead Awaken," an appredation of it gppeared in one of the English
reviens—The Fortnighdy Reviev—over my name | know that you have
s it becaue ome shart time afterwards Mr. William Archer wrote
to me and told me that in a letter he had had from you some days be-
fore you had written, 'l have read or rather dled out a review in The
Fortnighdy Review by Mr. James Joyee which is very benevdent and
for which | should greatly like to thank the author if only | had suffi-
dent knowledge of the language’ (My own knowledge of your lan-
Quage is nat, as you s great but | trugt you will be able to dedpher
my meaning.) | can hardly tell you how moved | was by your mesege
| am a young, a vay young man, and perhaps the telling of such tricks
of the nerves will make you gmile But | am are if you go badk along
your own life to the time when you were an undergraduate at the Uni-
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versty as | am, and if you think what it would have meant to you to
have earned a word from one who held as high a place in your esteem
as you hold in mine, you will undersand my feeling. One thing only |
regret, namely, that an immature and hagy article should have met your
gye rather than something better and worthier of your praise. There may
not have been any wilful stupidity in it, but truly | can say no more. It
may annoy you to have your works at the mercy of griplings but | am
sure you would prefer hotheadedness to nerveess and 'cultured' para-
doxes.

What shall | say more? | have sounded your name defiantly through
the college where it was cither unknown or known faintly and darkly. |
have claimed for you your rightful place in the higory of the drama. |
have shown what, as it ssemed to me, was your highest excdlence—your
lofty impersonal power. Your minor cdaims—your satire, your technique
and orchestral harmony—thesg, too, | advanced. Do not think me a hero-
worshipper—| am not 0. And when | spoke of you in debating societies
and so forth, | enforced attention by no futile ranting.

But we always keep the dearest things to oursdves | did not tell
them what bound me dost to you. | did not say how what | could
discern dimly of your life was my pride to seg how your battles inspired
me—not the obvious material battles but those that were fought and won
behind your forehead, how your wilful resolution to wrest the ssoret
from life gave me heart and how in your absolute indifference to public
canons of art, friends and shibboleths you walked in the light of your
inward heroism. And thisis what | write to you of now. Your work on
earth draws to a doee and you arc near the slence Ithis growing dark
for you. Many write of such things, but they do not know. You have
only opened the way—though you have gone as far as you could upon
it—to the end of 'John Gabriel Borkman' and its spiritual truth—but
your lag play sands, | take it, apart. But | am sure that higher and
holier enlightenment lies—onward.

As one of the young generation for whom you have spoken | give
you gregting—not humbly, because | am obscure and you in the glare,
not sadly, because you are an old man and | a young man, not pre-
sumptuoudy nor sentimentally—but joyfully, with hope and with love,
| give you greeting.

Faithfully yours,
JAMES A. JOYCE.
Mr. Henrik Ibsen,
Arbens Gade, 2,
Kristiania.
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With the essy and this letter the influence of Ibsen over Joyce
and the reasons for it should be amply plain.

It is proper to pass on here (noting, by the way, that Joyce
took his Firgt University Examination in the autumn of 1900) to
the independent young man's attitude towards the propossd Na-
tional Theatre for Ireland, the project that so kindled the en-
thusasm of W. B. Yeats peorge Moore, Edward Martyn, and
Lady Gregory. Joyce would have none of it. He saw in it a betrayal
of the artist, a surrender to the mob and a throttling of that intel-
lectual freedom that knows no nationaligtic boundaries. In vehe
ment conversation he proteted againg it and, finally, in the sum-
mer of 1901 he thought he had found a periodical that would carry
his written protes. This was St. Stephen's, a University College
journal which firs appeared on June 1, 1901, under the editorship
of Hugh Kennedy asssged by Felix Hackett, John O'Sullivan, J. C.
M cHugh, James Murnaghan and Arthur Clery. But Joyce reckoned
without the censor. His protes was refused and he was forced to
print it, together with Francis Skcffington's " A Forgotten Aspect
of the Univergty Quegtion,” an argument for co-education, in the
form of a twopenny pamphlet.

As " The Day of the Rabblcment” is so important an expresson
of Joyods opinions at this time, it is here quoted at length:

No man, said the Nolan,' can be a lover of the true or the good un-
less he abhors the multitude; and the artist, though he may employ the
crowd, is very careful to isolate himsdf. This radical principle of artistic
economy applies pecially to a time of crigs, and today when the highest
form of art has been just preserved by degperate sacrifices it is drange to
e the artis making terms with the rabblcment. The Irish Literary Thea-
tre is the lates movement of protest againg the serility and falsehood of
the modern dage Half a century ago the note of protes was uttered in
Norway, and snce then in several countries long and disheartening bat-
tles have been fought againg the hogs of prejudice and misinter pretation
and ridicule. What triumph there has been here and there is due to stub-

! University College was much intrigued by this personage whom it supposed to be an
ancient Irish chieftain like the MacDermott or the O'Rahilly. As a matter of fact, he is
Giordano Bruno of Nola. He appears condantly throughout Finnegans Wake in the par-
ticularized dress of Browne and Nolan (the name of one of the leading booksdlers and
dationers in Dublin), and, in fact (a hint to critics), his metaphyscal dualism accom-
panies throughout Giatnbattisa Vico's theory of higtory.
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born conviction, and every movement that has s& out hercically has
achieved a little. The Irish Literary Theatre gave out that it was the
champion of progress and proclaimed war againgd commercialism and
vulgarity. It had partly made good its word and was expelling the old
devil, when after the firg encounter it surrendered to the popular will.
Now, your popular devil is more dangerous than your vulgar devil. Bulk
and lungs count for something, and he can gild his geech artly. He has
prevailed once more, and the Irish Literary Theatre must now be consd-
ered the property of the rabblement of the most belated race in Europe.
It will be interesting to examine here. The official organ of the move-
ment gooke of producing European magterpieces but the matter went no
further. Such a project was absolutdly necessary. The censorship is power -
less in Dublin, and the directors could have produced 'Qhogts or 'The
Dominion of Darkness if they chose Nothing can be done until the
forces that dictate public judgement are calmly confronted. But, of course
the directors are shy of presenting Ibsen, Tolsoy or Hauptmann, where
even 'Countess Cathleen' is pronounced vicious and damnable. Even for
a technical reason this project was necessary. A nation which never ad-
vanced 0 far as a miracle play affords no literary modd to the artigt,
and he mug look abroad. Earnest dramatists of the ssoond rank, Suder-
mann, Bjornson and Giacosa, can write very much better plays than the
Irish Literary Theatre has staged. But, of coursg the directors would not
like to pfescnt such improper writers to the uncultivated, much les to
the cultivated, rabblement. Accordingly, the rabblement, placid and in-
tensdy moral, is enthroned in boxes and galleries amid a hum of ap-
proval— la begia Trionfante—and those who think that Echcgaray is
‘morbid,* and titter coyly when Médisandc lets down her hair, arc not
aure but they are the trusess of every intellectual and poetic pleasure.

Meanwhile, what of the artigs? It is equally unsafe to say of Mr.
Yeats at preent that he has or has not genius. In aim and form 'The
Wind Among the Rexds® is poetry of the highest order, and 'The Adora-
tion of the Magi* (a sory which one of the great Russans might have
written) shows what Mr. Yeats can do when he bresks with the half-
gods But an aethete has a floating will and Mr. Yeatss treacherous in-
ginct of adaptability must be blamed for his recent assodation with a
platform from which even sdf-regect should have urged him to refrain.
Mr. Martyn and Mr. Moore arc not writers of much originality. Mr .
Martyn, disbled as he is by an incorrigible style, has none of the fierce,
hyserical power of Strindberg, whom he suggess at times, and with him
one is consdious of a lack of breadth and digtinction which outweighs the
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nobility of certain passages. Mr. Moore, however, has wonderful mimetic
ability, and some years ago his books might have entitled him to the
place of honour among English novelists. But though 'Vain Fortune'
(perhaps one should add some of 'Esther Waters') isfine, original work,
Mr. Moore is redly struggling in the backwash of that tide which has
advanced from Flaubert through Jakobson to d'Annunzio: for two en-
tire eras lie between 'Madame Bovary' and 'l Fuoco.' It is plain from
'Celibates' and the later novels that Mr. Moore is beginning to draw upon
his literary account and the quest of a new impulse may explain his re-
cent startling conversion. Converts are in the movement now and Mr.
Moore and his island have been fitly admired. But however frankly Mr.
Moore may misquote Pater and Turgenieff to defend himself, his new
impulse has no kind of relation to the future of art.

In such circumstances it has become imperative to define a position.
If an artist courts the favour of the multitude he cannot escgpe the con-
tagion of its fctichism and deliberate self-deception, and if he joins in a
popular movement he does so at his own risk. Therefore, the Irish Liter-
ary Theatre, by its surrender to the trolls, has cut itself adrift from the
line of advancement. Until he has freed himself from the mean influences
about him—sodden enthusiasm and clever insinuation and every flatter-
ing influence of vanity and low ambition—no man is an artist at all. But
his true servitude is that he inherits a will broken by doubt and a soul
that yields up ail its hate to a caress; and the most seeming dependent
are those who are the first to reassume their bonds. But Truth deds
largely with us. Elsewhere there arc men who are worthy to carry on the
tradition of the old master who is dying in Christiania. He has already
found his successor in the writer of 'Michael Kramer," and the third
minister will not be wanting when his hour comes. Even now that hour
may be standing by the door.

October 15, 1901.

Joyce was in his nineteenth year when this protest appeared
and it had been a year of great intellectual activity for him. Part of
the summer he had occupied in translating with immense difficulty
Gerhart Hauptmann's Vor Sonnenaufgang and Michael Cramer
(two versions)," Hauptmann being the successor to Ibsen announced

! Joyce still poseses a great admiration for Michael Cramer, la writing- thirty-four
years afterward to thank Hauptmann for a copy of the play that the dramatist had auto-
graphed for him at the ingance of Ezra Pound, Joyce expresad the fervent hope that his
manuscript trandation might never meet the eye of the great German dramatic poet.
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in thelast paragraph of " The Day of the Rabblement.” He had made
it a point to call on A.E. (George Russdl) bearing with him his
manuscript poems and A.E. had been very kind, smiling through
his beard and puzzling his head at the same time over this young
man who was 0 sure of himsdf and so arrogant in his sureness
Joyce plied him with all sorts of quegtions about mystical mat-
ters and A.E. oconceved the quaint misconception that the in-
sgent crossexamine desred to join the Hermetic Sodety. The
Irish Literary Theatre, impervious to the University College su-
dent's blagt, was producing Diarrnuid and Grania, by W. B. Yeats
and George Moore, and Casad-anSugan (The Twisting of the
Rope), by Douglas Hyde, and Joyce st through them inwardly
sewing all the time. In theautumn he passd his Second University
Examination.

The disstigfaction he felt with the Dublin somne had mounted
to boiling point. Though he was strong enough in his own will
to gand adde from movements and mob enthusasms he already
experienced the dangers of those mor e inddious influences of family,
religious milieu and the sapping obligations of his soda environ-
ment. In away, S0 far as the parochial agpeds of the Irish literary
ome wer e concerned, he was re-echoing unconscioudy the thoughts
of Alexandre Dumas pere who had written in the 1850s " Oh,
gentlemen! you who are engaged in matters of French dramatic
art, ponder this serioudy. France, with its powers of assmilation,
ought not to restrict itself to National Art. She ought to saze upon
European Art, cosmopalitan, universal art—bounded in the North
by Shakespeare, in the Eag by Aeschylus in the South by Calderon
and in the West by Corncille. It was thus that Augustus, Charle-
magne and Napoleon conceved their Empires”” Joyce without
doubt, would have placed other names for his boundaries but the
implications of Dumass apogrophe would have been the same

He was now well on the way to an aeghetic of his own, a phi-
losophy of art, so to geak, that he was building on foundations
furnished by Aristotle and Aquinas and which had nothing pe-
culiarly Irishiinit at all. Plato he digrusted. The Greek epics, curi-
oudy enough, he dismissed. They were before Europe, he told
Padraic Colum, and outsde the tradition of European culture. The
Divine Comedy was Europée's epic. He was congtantly reading, con-
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stantly writing poetry, constantly brooding over the great end of
letters, constantly living in a world that was quite the reverse of
his more or less squalid surroundings. It was the comparison of
those two worlds that aroused his dissatisfaction. The picture that
he drew in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man of Stephen
Dedalus walking from the North Side of Dublin to University Col-
lege is obvioudly his own.

The rain laden trees of the avenue evoked in him, as always, memo-
ries 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 passad the doblands of Fair-
view he would think of the cloigral siverveined prose of Newman; that
as he walked along the North Strand Road, glancing idly at the windows
of the provison shaps he would recall the dark humour of Guido Caval-
canti and smile; that as he went by Baird's gone cutting 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 deal-
e's shop beyond the Liflfey, he would repeat the song by Ben Jonson
which begins

| was not wearier wherel lay.

His mind when wearied of its search for the essnce of beauty amid
the spectral words of Aristode or Aquinas turned often for its pleasure
to the dainty songs of the Elizabethans. His mind, in the vedure of a
doubting monk, good often in shadow under the windows of that age,
to hear the grave and mocking musc of the lutcnists or the frank laugh-
ter of the waidcoatcers 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.

Being so caught and held by the enchantment of art and wildly
conscious now of what his objective in life was to be it is little
wonder that he endured a wilful alienation from his environment
during his last year at University College. The religious faith that
had been steadily dying down in his mind became extinct He felt
that he had outgrown his friends, or that they, doubting him and
in pious fear of his flight beyond them, were insidiously seeking to
sap his morale. He saw his instructors as the sergeant majors of
conformity. He regarded the New Literature of the New Ireland
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as a dish sdted to the tage of the rabblement. His own home was
a place of dgection for him. John Sanidaus bereft of a regular
livelihood, was precarioudy existing by accepting temporary em-
ployment from timeto timewith the Dublin Corporation and the
Dublin County Council and acting as election agent before the re-
visng barriger for parliamentary returns. To all this a bold non
serviam was fiercely arisng in Joycgs mind, the credo he was to
word later in A Portrait of the Artist asa Young Man: " | will not
srve that in which | no longer beieve, whether it call itsdf my
home, my fatherland or my church; and | will try to express mysdf
in some mode of life or art asfredy as| can, usng for my defence
theonly arms| allow mysdf to us, dlence exile and cunning.”

\"

1902 was the year of the hegira. It was marked by three events
of importance to the young Joyce the publication of an esay on
James Clarence Mangan in St. Stephen's for May, the taking of
his Bachdor of Arts degree on October thirty-first, and his flight
from Dublin in the early winter.

The ey on James Clarence Mangan is interesting in retro-
et for two reasons its definite change of syle from the bared
prose of the Ibsen article and the reason for the subject chosn. The
prose is literary—approaching flowcriness, poetical, and, at times,
Patcrian, as we shall s from some excerpts It is the craftsmanship
of a poet writing about a poet and in love with the fine fall and
deiicate (almost precious) balance of syllables Indeed, the esay
might have served to decorate the recently-defunct pages of Mr.
Arthur Symonss Savoy magazineor Mr. Henry Harland's Yellow
Book. Yet it was soundly reasoned and served to st forth some of
Joyces ideas on dassdsam, romanticism, poetry and art. To enlarge
upon the reason for the subject chosen is a more subtle endeavour.
First of all, there appears to have been an identification (dight,
perhaps) of demental urge between the essayig and Mangan. Joyce
found that the poet was little known in his own country, "arare
and unsympathetic figure in the dregs" that "a fierce energy”
moved behind his banter, that the bes of his work "was conceved
by the imagination,” and that he was an artis at his supreme mo-
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ments who rose above "literature." Then, too, he was drawn to
Mangan because his conception of the poet limited by patriotic pas
sion afforded him, the commentator, opportunity to indicate the
fatality of such weakness. " In the final view the figure which he
[Mangan] worships is seen to be an abject queen upon whom, be-
cause of the bloody crimes that she has done and of those as bloody
that were done to her, madness is come and death is coming, but
who will not believe that she is near to die and remembers only
the rumours of voices challenging her sacred gardens and her fair,
tall flowers that have become the food of boars."
And to give an example of the essayid's prose:

He could not often revise what he wrote, and he has often sriven
with Moore and Walsh on their own ground. But the bes of what he
has written makesits appeal surely, because it was conceived by the imag-
ination which he called, | think, the mother of things, whose dream we
are, who imageth us to hersdf, and to oursdves and imageth hersdf in
us—the power before whose breath the mind in creation is (to use Shel-
ley's image), as a fading coal. Though even in the bet of Mangan the
presence of alien emations is sometimes felt, the presence of an imagina-
tive personality reflecting the light of imaginative beauty is more vividly
felt. Eag and West meet in that personality (we know how): images
interweave there like soft luminous scarves and words ring like brilliant
mail, and whether the song is of Ireland or of Istamboal it has the same
refrain, a prayer that peace may come again to her who has logt her
peace, the moonwhite pearl of his soul, Ameen. Music and odours and
lights are soread about her, and he would search the dews and the sands
that he might st another glory near her face. A scenery and a world have
grown up about her face asthey will about any face which the eyes have
regarded with love. Vittoria Colonna and Laura and Beatrice—even she
upon whose face many lives have cag that shadowy ddicacy, as of one
who broods upon digtant terrors and riotous dreams, and that srange
dillness before which love is slent, Monna Lisa—embody one chivalrous
idea, which is no mortal thing, bearing it bravely above the accidents of
lugt and faithfulness and weariness and she whose white and holy hands
have the virtue of enchanted hands, his virgin flower, the flower of flow-
ers is no less than these an embodiment of that idea. How the Eadt is
laid under tribute for her and mug bring all itstreasuresto her feet! The
s that foams over saffron sands the lonely cedar on the Balkans, the
hall damascened with moons of gold and a breath of roses from the
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gulisan—all thexe shall be where she is in willing service reverence and
peace shall be the srvice of the heart, as in the vaesss " To Mihri"

My starlight, my moonlight, my midnight, my moonlight,
Unveil not, unveil not.

Here, surely, is the Stephen Dedalus of A Portrait of the Artist
as a Young Man intoxicated with the enchantment of soft phrases
flowing into one another.! One hardly cares whether it means any-
thing (or could have been said in three sentences) or not. Present,
too, in this esay is the Stephen Dedalus who strode the greets of
Dublin and either alone or with a friend or two puzzled out in his
mind a workable aeshetic philosophy, endeavouring to establish a
logical conception of art by which the creator might be guided.

It is many a day [Joyce begins his essay] dnce the dispute of the
dassca and romantic schodls began in the quiet city of the arts, so that
criticism, which has wrongly decided that the dasscal temper is the ro-
mantic temper grown older, has been driven to recognize these as con-
dant dates of mind. Though the dispute has been often ungende (to sy
no more) and has ssemed to some a dispute about names and with time
has become a confused battle, each school advancing to the border of the
other and busy with internal srife, the dasscal schod fighting the mate-
rialism which attends it, and the romantic schod to preserve coherence
yet, as this unrest is the condition of all achievement, it is so far good,
and preses dowly towards a degper insight which will make the schods
at one. Meanwhile no criticism is just which avoids labour by setting up
a sandard of maturity by which to judge the schodls The romantic school
is often and grievoudy misinterpreted, not more by others than by its
own, for that impatient temper which, as it could se no fit abode here
for its ideals, chose to behold them under insengble figures comes to
disregard certain limitations, and, because these figures are blown high
and low by the mind that conceived them, comes at times to regard them
as feeble shadows moving aimlesdy about the light, obscuring it; and
the same temper, which asuredly has not grown more patient, exclaims
that the light is changed to worse than shadow, to darkness even, by
any method which bends upon these present things and so works upon
them and fashions them that the quick intelligence may go beyond them

! Joyoe st some of Mangan's poems to music, among them "Morn and Eve' and
«'The Swabian Love Song." He has as st to mudc about eight of YeatSs poems one
by Rocheter and one of his own—"Bid Adieu," to which the American musician, Ed-
mund J. Pendleton, has added a charming pianoforte accompaniment.
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to their meaning, which is till unuttered. Yet so long as this place in na-
ture is given us it is right that art should do no vidence to that gift,
though it may go far beyond the dars and the waters in the service of
what it loves Wherefore the highest praise must be withheld from the
romantic schod (though the mog enlightened of Western poets be thereby
pased over), and the cause of the impatient temper must be sought
in the artist and in his theme. Nor must the laws of his art be forgotten
in the judgement of the artist, for no error is more general than the judge-
ment of a man of Ietters by the supreme laws of poetry. Verse, indeed, is
not the only expresson of rhythm, but poetry in any art transcends the
mode of its expression; and to name what is less than poetry in the arts,
there is need of new terms, though in one art the term 'literature* may
be usd.

Literature is the wide domain which lies between ephemeral writing
and poetry (with which is philosophy), and jugt as the greater part of
verse is not literature, so even original writers and thinkers often be jeal-
oudy denied the mogt honourable title; and much of Wordsworth, and
amog all of Bauddaire, is merdly literature in verse and must be judged
by the laws of literature. Finally, it must be asked concerning every artist
how he is in relation to the highes knowledge and to those laws which
do not take holiday because men and times forget them. This is not to
look for a message but to approach the temper which has made the work,
an old woman praying, or a young man fasening his shog and to se
what is there well done and how much it sgnifies A song by Shake
seare or Verlainc, which ssams s free and living and as remote from
any consdous purpose as rain that falls in a garden or the lights of eve-
ning, is discovered to be the rhythmic gpesth of an emotion otherwise
incommunicable, at leas 0 fitly. But to approach the temper which has
made art is an act of reverence and many conventions mug be first put
off, for certainly the inmost region will never yield to one who is en-
meshed with profanities.

This was the Joyce of 1902, This is the way that he thought
and wrote and talked. There is hardly need of excessive reiteration
of what he thought or of paraphrasing in simpler language the
proceses and conclusions of his aeghetic journeys. That may be left
to the critical commentators. What he had to say he said plainly
enough and the reader sufficiently interested in the development
of this astonishing young man (barely past his twentieth year in
1902) may follow his progress in his own words. It was the pains-
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taking twisting of the rope (not Dr. Douglas Hyde's rope), the
careful sdection and intertwining of sdected srands, that furnished
him the cable that would carry him from parochial Dublin to the
universal Europe of his dreams. One more excerpt, the lag para-
graph of this esay on Mangan (in reality an affirmation of the
essyid's own ideals), and we have finished with it.

Beauty, the gplendour of truth, is a gradous presnce when the imag-
ination contemplates intensdy the truth of its own beng or the visble
world, and the spirit which proossds out of truth and beauty is the hay
Sirit of joy. These are redlities and thexe done give and sudain life. As
often ashuman fear and crudty, that wicked monde begotten by luxury,
are in league to make life ignable and sullen and to ek evil of death
the time is come wherein a man of timid courage szes the keys of hell
and of desth, and flings them far out into the abyss prodaiming the
praise of life, which the abiding splendour of truth may sanctify, and of
death, the mad beautiful form of life. In those vas coursss which enfold
us and in that great memory which is grester and more generous than
our memory, no life, no moment of exaltation is ever logt; and all those
that have written nobly have not written in vain, though the deperate
and weary have never heard the slver laughter of wisdom. Nay, shall
not such as these have part, because of that high, original purpose which
remembering painfully or by way of prophecy they would make dear,
in the continual affirmation of the irit?

Joyog by the time this esssy appeared in print, was widely
noted for his arrogance, his mental pugnacity, his emphatic declara-
tions of what he believed to be so (sometimes in language that
burned the ears of his ligeners) and his ability to polish off a victim
in a limerick. He'had become, in a snsg a 'character’ in a city
that was noted for its 'characters’ He had encountered the greater
part of the group of budding poets who looked up to A.E. as a
s and his opinion of them was often more scorching than com-
plimentary. He had met Lady Gregory and dated one of her books
in a Dublin newspaper. He had gone to vist W. B. Yeats and Yeats
is reported to have complained, " Never have | encountered so much
pretenson with so little to show for it." Yet Yeats was friendly and
willing to advise Joyce about the literary life. The two men met
fven or eght times Indeed, there have been false reports about
the reations of the two men that might lead one to think that
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there was an dement of contempt on the part of the younger for
the older. This was never 0. Joyce realized that Yeats had grown
up in an earlier aethetic atmosphere (William Morris, etc.) in which
he had no part, but he never undervalued Yeatss great contribution
to letters. In April Joyce had attended Clarendon Stregt Hall and
witnessed the first performances of AJL's Deirdre and W. B.
Yeatss Cathlcen-ni-Houlihan. They did not change his attitude
toward a parochial Irish Theatre and he continued to demand
productions of Ibsen and Hauptmann. He began to read Henry
James and was vasly pleased with The Portrait of a Lady. He was
decidedly "in the swim," to word it colloguially. At the same time
he was a lone wolf.

As the spring merged into a pleasant summer and the hot days
came the unres with his lot mounted within him like a rising
fever. He could s no outlet for himsdf in Dublin, no way in
which he could adjug himsdf and his huge ambition to the en-
vironment that hemmed him in on all ddes and that offered him
neither sympathy nor audience. Dublin was like a cramped housg
a house crowded with grangers all intent on their own petty jeal-
ouses momentary enthusasms and emotional compromisss. He
was better away from it all. Even John Sanidaus was coming to
the conduson that his sin's literary intransgence was facing an
insurmountable barrier in reactionary Dublin and, towards the end
of this seasn, he was advisng Joyce to ssk a freer atmosphere in
which to live and work according to his own ideas And when
the son recaved, on October thirty-first, his degree of Bachdor of
Artsin the Faculty of Arts of University College the lag link with
the intelectual Dublin of his time was broken.

His deddon to leave Ireland was immediate. He possessad no
money; his family could spare him but little; it was doubtful that
he would be able to support himsdf in a foreign land; yet go he
mugt. The bright gar of Paris was calling. Perhaps, because he was
very adept with languages now, he could gather about him su-
dents of the English tongue and sugain himsdf from ther fees
Perhaps he could write artides for English periodicals and <l
poetry to the London weeklies. There would have to be something,
for his departure was an inexorable necessty. And knowing this
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he st about it with no compunctions and with no loss of time. A few
farewdlls were said; a few garments of clothing were flung into a
bag with a few manuscripts, and by the time the first cold winds
came beating across the Irish Ssa Joyce was regarding the receding
Mourne Mountains as they faded with Ireland into the west of his
boyhood and youth.



Three

HEN Joyce left Dublin in this late autumn of 1902 he had
qully determined to break from the parochial civilization
in which he had been bred and forge for himself, alone

and single-minded, an unfettered reality and an aeshetic integrity
that he did not believe exised amongst his race. He was twenty
years old and arrogant and intellectually fearless. His faith in him-
sdf was boundless. He would employ for his defence againgt the
mass pressure of the scornful and malicious Dublin circle that
doubted him the only weapons he commanded—silence, exile and
cunning. By his dglence to their objurgations and stolid insistence
he would discomfit them, by his exile he would esxape them and
their choking atmosphere and by his mercurial cunning he would
outwit them. They could not break through that bristling hedge
of defence. Already he had issued his firs challenge to what
he described as "the most belated race in Europe" in the para-
graphs that made up "The Day of the Rabblement." That had
been written almost exactly a year before and he had discovered
no necessity to modify his opinions in any degree since. His cam-
paign, as he mistily saw it, was simple enough: first, he would
preserve himself intact; second, he would orientate himself in the
great world of thought; third, he would achieve such things as
were controlled only by the universal laws of art, things unaffected
by any narrow nationalisms or pietistic daveries. He was moving
doggedly in a straight line toward his cloudy objectives and if his
path lay parallel with that of the Wild Geese it was not for any
patriotic reasons. He did not mourn the Romantic Ireland that
Yeats buried in the grave of O'Leary. It was something far dif-
ferent that he sought, a lovdiness, in fact, that had not yet come
into the world and a deliverance from the contagious fetishism of
the multitude. It was only through exile that he could free himself
from mean influences. The shortet way to Tara was via Holyhead.
London, a London of smoky-bellied skies, drizzling rains, and
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stuffy inertia, was his first halt on the road to freedom. It was a
lethargic metropolis. The sad young men of the nineties had ether
committed suicide or joined the Roman Catholic Church; Alfred
Austin, author of that immortal couplet:

They went aoross the veldt
As hard as they could pelt

was poet-laureate; Edward V I | was By the grace of God, of Great
Britain, Ireland, and of the British dominionsbeyond the sses King,
Defender of the Faith, Emperor of India; the Boers had been
thrashed; Thomas Hardy had been silenced; Oscar Wilde was suc-
cessfully dead at last; Henry James was pouring tea for Mrs. Hum-
phry Ward at Rye; H. G. Wells had emerged as the doyen of the
younger writers; in short, a Truly British God was in His Edward-
ian Heaven and all was well with the world.

Joyce was too wise to consider pausing long in this milieu, his
haven was Paris, but day some days he did. He was greeted at the
Euston Station early in the morning by William Butler Yests,
who, kindliness personified, bought him breakfast and proffered
himself as cicerone through the mild Purgatorio of London. Per-
haps the elder poet saw in Joyce a promising adjunct to his own
movement although the emphatic dicta of "The Day of the
Rabblement” might have forewarned him that a complete inde-
pendence, uninfluenced by movements or men, was Joyces ob-
jective. Yeats was wise enough to perceive that he could not help
the younger man to any great degree. He could introduce him to
afew editors and, much more to the point, bring him into contact
with some of the young men who aready were making tentative
gestures towards a new contemporaneity. The poetry which Joyce
brought with him Yesas consdered frankly the poetry of a
young man who was but practising at his instrument and taking
a plessure in the mere handling of the stops. "Remember what
Dr. Johnson said about somebody, ‘Let us wait until we find out
whether he is a fountain or a cistern.™ Yet, a the same time, he
was convinced that Joyces technique was superior to that of any
young Dublin man whom he had met in his time. If there was an
element of rather conscious patronage in his attitude towards this
dender youth with the jutting jaw and hard blue eyes it was but
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natural and Joyce undoubtedly experienced a warm feeling of
friendliness towards the older poet.

Yeats did what he could for Joyce. He carried him off to visit
C. Lewis Hind, then editor of the Academy and to be famed the
very next year as the man whom Joseph Conrad assaulted, and that
turgid individual was kind enough to ask Joyce for some "moments
of hisspiritual life." Joyce, non-committal about hisspiritual divaga-
tions, demanded some new books for review, cannily divining that
it might prove advantageous to cat while in Paris. C. Lewis Hind
explained that all he had to do (as editor of the Academy, which
was then a sort of livelier Athenaeum) was to thrust his head out
a window and shout and a hundred reviewers would legp up from
nowhere, reviewers then as now being very much like the dragon's
teeth that Cadmus sowed. Encouraged by this reception but receiv-
ing no books, Joyce, still accompanied by Yeats, proceeded to visit
a gentleman by the name of Dunlop who was about to launch
a periodical with the Browningesgue title, Men and Women.
Would Mr. Joyce send something from Paris for it? Mr. Joyce
would. Later he did, but as the periodical died stillborn the "some-
thing from Paris' never saw the light of day.

One evening Yeats took the young man to se Arthur Symons.
Symons, still throwing forth a pallid yellow glow from the recently-
defunct nineties, resded at 134 Lauderdale Mansions, Maida Vale,
in a corner flat which he had occupied for nearly two years since
leaving Fountain Court, The Temple, where he had entertained
Paul Vcrlainc. There was a piano there, a Broadwood designed by
Burnc-Joncs, and upon this instrument the fin-de-seclc poet and
critic played while Joyce, charmed aways by music, st quietly in
his chair and listened. He must have seemed very far away from
the progression that was his determination as he rested inert and
observed the knickknacks of the nineties (there must have been a
Bearddey drawing or two on the wall), the Burne-Jones piano and
the pallidly yellow-glowing player. Years later when Symons was
to know Joyce better he remarked that the Dubliner "seemed to
me a curious mixture of sinister genius and uncertain talent." But
in 1902 he knew nothing about him, except what Yesats had to say,
and he was filled with a kindly solicitude. What he had to offer
was not the meat that Joyce desired at all. Symons was bound heart
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and soul to an epoch that was demode. It is doubtful that Joyce
saw anything romantic about the nineties. They represented a weak
herd urge to him and, though he could employ the scmi-Paterian
phraseology of the time as in his esay on James Clarence Mangan,
the very essnce of his nature was to avoid the herd. The tougher
fibre of Ibsen drew him more drongly than the "hard gem-like
flame' of Walter the Epicurean. Therefore, as he st and ligened to
Symonss playing while the lights winked goldenly on the furni-
ture and the ghods of Bearddey and Dowson pexred aoross the
threshold and the lank lock of hair on the forehead of Yeats fell
forward he mug have dghed for a cean whistling wind, biting
with salt, from the Norwegian fiords.

Yet at the same time he was carrying in his pocket a manu-
gript of predse French and English verse forms This was not
2 incondgent with his Aristotelian conception of art as it may
sam. Those varss like mog of the log vass of his early years
were exadss in the exactitude of words and rhythms. They
were exactly what Yeats dexribed them to be the poery of a
young man who was practisng at his insgrument and taking a
pleasure in the mere handling of the dops To sugget that
Joyces passons were involved in them would be absurd. Yet
they cannot be dismissad from any comprehensve view of his de-
velopment. He felt like that at the time; he felt like practisng; he
felt like disciplining his control of the coloured counters we call
words. When the greater passons demanded expresson the labour
expended on these deftly-chased cameos would prove of inestimable
value to him.

A dhort time after his meeting with Arthur Symons the young
Joyce was in Paris having travelled by way of Newhaven and
Dieppe, and arranging his meagre baggage in a small room in the
Grand Hotel Corneille in the Rue Corneille, that hogtdry of which
Thackeray had written decades before " If you are a poor sudent
come to gudy the humanities, or the pleasant art of amputation,
aaos the river forthwith, and procesd to the Hotel Cornellle, near
the Odeon."
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The Paris of 1902 had little in common with the Paris of today
although there are vegtiges till of that vanished city. It had begun
to turnjnto Cabotinville after the turn of the century, after the
Expostion that cdebrated the demise of the nineteenth century,
but it had yet to achieve that dubious eminence. It was a Paris un-
contaminated by American influences bars, cocktails, illuminated
boites like mondrous haemorrhages Negro dancars and jazz bands
Yet if it ssamed dower in movement it was more excitable and
effervesoent in emotional and intellectual ferment. Paridans then,
fought over idess other than political dogmas. Life was smpler and
more primitive (for indance, there were no autobusss until 1906
and porcdain bathtubs were luxuries) and it provided more time
and a fitter setting for spiritual and intellectual conflict. The Bo-
hemia of Murger had not quite disappeared. This carefree and
disorderly exigence was represnted at one extreme by that noc
turnal wanderer, Paul-Jean Toulet, and at the other by Jean Mor£as,
who, in top hat and fiercey-glittering monocle, presded over his
young distiples at the Cafe Vachettc. The new world was on the
way, to be sure but it had not arrived. L'Art Nouveau, introduced
by the Expostion of 1900, was seadily permeating a sodety that
continued to vociferate over the complicated affaire Dreyfus. It was
the dections of this very year that forced the chute of the anti-
Dreyfus league directed by Jules Lemaltre and Madame de Loynes.
A new kind of liberalism was knocking at the door. Frenchmen
were reading the books of foreign authors as they had never read
them before. From the shop windows winked the names of Dostocv-
Ky, Tolstoy, Fogazzar o, | bsen, Sudermann, Hauptmann and Bjorn-
on. And in September Emile Zola, high pries of Naturalism, was
found asphyxiated in his home in the Rue de Bruxeles With his
death a whole period of French letters came to a dose

Even more illustrative of what a far gep it is from our times
of proletarian bagarres, dt-in grikes and rampant communism to
1902 is an enumeration of the impressve number of vists by roy-
alty that kept Presdent Emile Loubet budly shaking hands and
delivering addresses of welcome. There were the Shah of Perga,
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Muzaffar-ed-Din, and Carlos I, King of Portugal, and George,
King of Greece, and the Prince and Princess Royal of Saxony.
Then, too, not royalty but treated like royalty, there were the Boer
generals Botha, De La Rey and De Wet. All these names represent
to us vanished thrones and logt causes a civilization that is as dead
as a doornail today and a traditional repect that was blown to
fragments long ago. There was, of course soda ferment in 1902
(France has never been without it) but it was not the dominating
passon of the day. In the workmen's didricts the disciples of
Fourier agitated; there were religious excitements and demonsira-
tions againg the clergy (in this year the schods controlled by the
Church were ordered closed); however, all this was more of a
presage, a writing on the wall, albeit in large letters, than an actu-
ality. It did not didocate the humming tempo of the metropalis.
To this Paris came Joyce twenty years old, practically penni-
less boiling with ideas and determinations, with no plans except the
certain one of writing and the rather curious idea of enrolling asa
medical gudent at the Ecole de MIdecine. As he gazed about his
small room in the Grand Hotel de Corncille and put hispenny note-
books in order he mugt have wondered a trifle anxioudy about the
future, for all that he possessd in the way of weapons to burs open
the door to Fortune's comfortable salon were two letters of intro-
duction, an English pound or 0, some manuscript poems and a
vague dedre to teach English to ambitious Frenchmen. The letters
of introduction were neither important nor calculated to launch
Joyce auspicioudy into the presence of Fortune. One was a general
note from Timothy Harrington, then Lord Mayor of Dublin, an-
nouncing to the world at large that he was acquainted with Joyces
father and that he wished the bes of suoess to the son. The ssocond
letter wasfrom a Dr. Maclagan of London and it was addressd to
Dr. Jacques Riviirc, the Parisian speddist in physicotherapy.' Joyce
presented this letter. It benefited him to the extent of providing him
with a few lunches at the doctor's home in the Rue des Mathurins.
These, however, turned intorather embarrassng gances Dr . Riviirc
congtantly inquired about his good friend Dr. Maclagan in London
and Joyce, who had never even sen the physcian, was nonplussed

1 Who, by the way, is il tlivc.
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what to answer and sought safety in vague indeterminate replies.
He had received the letter of introduction from Lady Gregory.

The young man's poetry was less important than the letters so
far as providing food was the objective. There was, of course, Yeats
in London to do what little he could but with all the good will in
the world behind them a scant dozen or so of lyrics could hardly
augment a non-exigent income or add perceptibly to a literary repu-
tation. Nothing but a book could do that. The determination to
write was savagdy grong in Joycgs mind, but it must be remem-
bered that while he possessad a general idea of the direction he was
travelling and even the framework of an aesheic he was ill in
a formative ¢ate Much of his resolution would express itsdf in
assduous preparation rather than in actual creation. The critical
faculty, the ability to estimate onés «df in a fairly objectified man-
ner, developed s0 early in Joyoe, mugt be allowed to reach out on all
ddes and intensively explore the intelectual phenomena of the pagt
and presnt and so orientate itsdf in the panorama of Time. The
aeshetic mugt be consolidated and applied to the raw material that
was to be transmuted into literature.

Joyce procesded towards this goal by means of a harsh ped-
antry, a scornful examination of what had been achieved already.
He had no mercy for "ess/' writing, grammatical dips or loose
ends If one desred to play an ingrument one should play it well
or not at all. We have, then, the spetade of the young man assdu-
oudy analyzing the works of his contemporaries as well as the lit-
erature of the pag and pouncing upon their lapses with an unholy
glee. Herbert Spencer, Edmund Gose, William Butler Yests, it did
not matter how eminent the name, were examined with a searching
eye and down went their barbarisms and untidinesses with the Eng-
lish language in a battered notebook under the ironic heading:
"Memorabilia." Even at twenty years of age Joycgs precison in the
use of words was evident. The future great grammarian was im-
plicit in the impatient young man. With what undisguised socorn
he carefully copied out the meaningless imbecilities of the day.

When the autumn night was hat
(Peach and apple and apricot)
Under the shade of a twining rose
Desp in the high-walled garden dosg
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Gueneverc, red as a unsat glows,
Plighted her love to Lancelot.

Overhead at a window, unseen
(Apple and filbert and nectarine), . . .

Knowing the vigour of expresson that Joyce then used to relieve
his exagperated fedlings we may imagine what he sad when he
happened upon this ripe gooseberry of English poesy by the late Sir
Edmund Gose Very carefully after the versifier's name he inscribed
the letters LL.D. Then strolling out into the crude sunlight that
flooded the pale-yellow dreds of the city now in its early wintry
agpect he would meditate upon an exact and inspired literature that
would be as sturdy as the squat towers of Notre-Dame.

During these first days in Paris the idea of the study of medi-
cine persisted besde that of discovering a literary form free from
influences and founded upon a personal aesthetic. This idea (and it
could never have been very strong) was speedily dissipated. When
Joyce applied for entrance to the preliminaries of the Etudes Phy-
siques, Chimiques et Naturelles a the College de Mexiccine he dis-
covered that the authorities would not recognize his Dublin degree.
Piqued by this refusa to permit him to do what he imagined he
would like to do he went directly to Dr. Brouardel,' doyen of the
Faculty a the College de Medecine, and demanded his aid. Dr.
Brouardel eventually wangled a provisional card that admitted
Joyce to lectures. He attended dass in the Rue Cuvier once and
never went there again. The reason for this abrupt termination of
the study of medicine was not so much that he immediately lost
interest but that he discovered fees must be paid in cash and with-
out delay. Not having the cash he lost no time in putting the idea
of medicine behind him. It is fairly obvious that he was not par-
ticularly heartbroken.

The pound or so he possessed had amost immediately disap-
peared. The expected journalistic and literary activities did not ma-
terialize. Neither did the Frenchmen anxious to pay for learning

! There is an avenue near the Bas de Boulogne in Paris called after Dr. Brouardd—
but not on account of what he did for Joyce
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the English language although eventually he did ssure two su-
dents In short, it was not long before he was in a practically-
garving condition. Indeed, at one desperate moment he attempted
to pawn his suit of dothes at the ment-de-piitf but the clerk there
refused to acoept it. It was trop sale. Occasonal small money orders
from hismother and infinitesmal loans from two or three acquaint-
ances almogt as poverty-gricken as himsdf just kept his head above
water. But he was always hungry. As he tramped the vivacous
dreds avoiding the rolling carriages driven by cockers in white
hats and smdled the freshly baked loaves of bread and observed
the shopgirls munching their chaussons of pasry and sniffed the
rich odour of seaming coffee and the heady fragrance of piced
beans and saw the great bowls of cooked vegetables in the crimeries,
he comforted himsdf with the thought that it would be painful
to eat anyway. For during this winter Joyce suffered from ferocious
toothaches toothaches 0 intense that though he was ravenoudy
hungry he dreaded the effect of the first mouthful. The pain in his
teeth that followed rendered him spexthless for several minutes. It
IS important to remember this trouble of the teeth, for certain
authorities have asumed that from it were engendered the grave
eye ailments of his later years And if thisis so it may be postulated
that the toothaches of 1902-3 have indirectly affected the progress
and devdopment of English leters, for it is demondrable that
Joyces eye dfflictions have shaped his handling of creetive literature
to a surprisng degree

We have here, then, a londly young man in shabby dothes a
Latin Quarter hat and a peculiar long overcoat and with aching
teeth and empty somach striving haphazardly to make an impres-
gon on a world that did not even know he exiged. Some few in
Dublin were smilingly aware of his own esimate of himsdf but if
they subscribed to it, and there is no evidence that any one of them
did, they were careful not to admit it so loudly that they would be
overheard. That gossping, backbiting, scandalmongcring free-and-
easy, whisky-and-porter-drinking community, wise as its years and
foolish as its impulses, proceeded blithely on its way and permitted
Paris and the four corners of the earth to shdter the man who was
not gamped in its pattern. Inconsgent city! City of Leonard Mac-
Nally and Robert Emmet!

In the meantime Joyce applied himsdf to his writing and his
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reading, expending much less time on the former than he did on
the latter. Sparse as his compogtion was, however, there still exigs
some of it although in a changed form. The major labour of this
green s|sn of his career was the creation of a dozen or more plot-
less ketches, flashes of life, manifestations of mood and place,
which he called Epiphanies. Years later several of these fragments,
greatly revised and brought to a perfection they lacked in 1902 and
1903, were introduced into A Portrait of the Artist asa Young Man.
Except for this work and the revison of one or two poems there is
nothing that can be laid to his credit during this parlous period.
Perhaps he was too hungry. Perhaps the parese of a young artist
in a new place was too much for him. Anyway, his life stultified
into a smplified poverty-gricken attempt to carry the high arro-
gance and lonely pride that so s& him apart from the young Dub-
liners of histime like a doak that would not be too threadbare ssan
from a digance If he could not subsribe with a cringing knee to
shibboleths he despised or compromise for the sake of eae he
could, at leead—and it mus have been cold comfort at the moment,
live in himsdf and for himsdf. What he found there was enough
to incite his progresson.

The routine of his days as the bleak winter sdttled down on
Paris, that cold, snowless, rainy interregnum between the sparkling
autumn and the rexdess spring, was uneventful. He would rise late
in his dark little lair in the Grand Hotel CorneiHe, glance on the
floor by the door for the envdopes from the English journals which
never came, and procead to a small crimeric in the narrow Rue
Saint-Andre-dcs-Arts where he could procure a seaming bowl of
chocolate for three sous If he were particularly penniless (and this
date he endured mos of the week) he would purchase a bowl
from the drident-voiced women in wooden dogs who good besde
their smoking cauldrons in the sregs There even arrived a period
when he regarded the mog modest prices as beyond his means and
then he put a pathetic plan into effect. An impecunious sudent
(without a doubt one of medicine) at the Grand H6tcl Corncille
informed him that it was far too expensve to pay one franc ten
centimes for a meal and advised him to cook in his hote room.
Joyce thereupon purchased a sscond-hand pot and a spirit lamp and
gravely cooked gews rice and chocolate in the solitary receptacle,
a receptade, by the way, that he never deaned out. The mingled
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gout must have been indescribable. Murger would have appreciated
this. A letter to his mother, written upon his twenty-first birthday,
reveals his condition so succincdy and clearly at this time that it
needs no comment.
Grand Hotel Corneille.
Paris, 2. February, 1903.
DEAA MOTHER,

Your order for 3/4 of Tuesday last was very welcome as | had been
without food for 42 hours. Today | am twenty hours without food. But
thee odls of fasting are common with me now and when | get money
| am so damnably hungry that | cat a fortune (1/—) before you could
sy knife. | hope this new sygem of living won't injure my digestion.
| have no news from " Speske” or "Express" If | had money | could
buy a little oil gove (I have a lamp) and cook macaroni for mysdf with
bread when | am hard beat. | hope you are doing what | said about
Sannic, but | dare say you are not. | hope the carpet that was sold is
not one of the new purchass that you are sdling to feed me. If this is
0 sdl no more or |'ll send the money back to you by return of post. |
think 1 am doing the bet | can for mysdf but it's pulling the devil by
the tail the greater part of the time. | expett to be served with my bill
(1/6/0—with oil) any day and then my happiness is complete. My con*
dition is so exciting that | cannot go adesp at night often till four in the
morning and when | wake | look at once under the door to se if there
is a letter from my editorsand | assure you when | se the wooden floor
only morning after morning | sigh and turn back to degp off part of
the hunger. | have not gone to s Miss Gonnc nor do | intend to go.
With the utmog dretching your lagt order will keep me Monday mid-
day (postage half a franc probably)—then, | supposg | musgt do ancther
fad. | regret this as Monday and Tuesday are carnival days and | shall
be the only one starving in Paris. .

It is, perhaps, necessary to point out here that Miss Maud
Gonne, the inspiration of so many of W. B. YeatsSs poems and a
beautiful woman who came dose to being a sort of Irish Joan of
Arc, wasliving in Parisduring Joyces dark winter there. It was just
about this period that she met Major John MacBride, who had led
the Irish Brigade in Krugcr's army against the British troopsduring
the Boer War. Later she married (and still later divorced) him. She
had invited Joyce to call upon her but he felt that his suit of clothes
was Prop sale for such a social visit.

The eating places which Joyce patronized at this time (when



94 JamesJoyce

he patronized any) were the usual cheap bigro-affairs for the mog
part, the sort of haunts which young writers and artigs with more
ambition and ability than money have frequented snce writers first
sought Paris as the arena for their devdopment. There was the
cremerie in the Rue Saint-Andre-dcs-Arts (now vanished), the
Cremerie-Rcgtaurant Polydor in the Rue Monseur-le-Prince (at last
account il in exigence) to which Joyce went only when he pos
sl a few extra francs and where he enjoyed the rice cooked with
cinnamon, and the Cafe-Restaurant des Dcux-Ecus on the Place des
Deux-Ecus on the right bank.

Having breakfased on chocolate or merely a few gulps of fresh
air, Joyce would saunter aocoss the Sane glancing with long-
ing at the huge Norman armoaircs in the windows of the antiquaries
and the display of iron rings in Arnou's shop on the Rue Racine,
and so up the drab Rue Richelieu to the Bibliothique Nationale,
that cold mausoleum of dead minds, where he would pass part of
the day reading the works of Ben Jonson. During this winter he
digested the complete works of that hard-minded intelectual Eliza-
bethan worthy. After his meagre dinner he would saunter aoross
the Boulevard Saint-Michd to the Bibliothique Saintc-Geneviive
and forget his londiness in a perusal of Victor Cousn's trandation
of Arigtotle. His mental pabulum was not unusual, it will be seen,
but it is interesting now to peculate as to the reasons why he was
particularly drawn to Ben Jonson. His readings or, rather, rercad-
ings in Aristotle were but a continuance of the road he had natu-
rally found and followed under Jesuitical direction. But Jonson was
different. Was it the snewy qualities and dassca exactnes of
Jonson that charmed him? Was it the Elizabethan's propensdty for
delineating " humours' and "vapours" the curious and eccentric atti-
tudes towards life of his herd of characters? Or was it the lyrics that
were srewed through the plays? It was probably an amalgam of
all thexe characterigtics of Ben Jonson. He found in the plays a pre-
cigon, a marshalling of matives, an attentiveness to character, an
Arigotelean exactness a lyric impulse and a disciplined humour
that merged without dissonance into his own budding philosophy
of letters. There was, without a doubt, a solidity about Jonson that
attracted him, a "toughness" if the word may be used, that was as
removed from sentimentality as the mind of Arigtotle is removed
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from the mind of Plato. That he sudied the works of Jonson with
unusual attentiveness is evident from the quotations to be found
in one of the notebooks he kept at this time (and which ill exigts),
uch quotations, for ingance, as the lovely song beginning:

| was nat wearier where | lay

By frozen Tithon's Sdg tonight,

Than | am willing now to day

And bea part of your ddight;

But | am urged by the day,

Againg my will, to bid you come away.

Thefirg line of this lyric, it may be pointed out, is quoted in
A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.

Then there are excerpts in the notebook from Cynthia's Revels,
The Poetaster, Volpone, or The Fox, Epicocne, or The Silent
Woman, The Devil isan Ass, The Staple of News and The New
Inn. Certainly the young writer seeking a metrical discipline could
trave far without finding a better mode than Jonson.

It is unnecessary to enlarge upon Joyces continued interest in
Arigtotle. As his mind matured, and one mus remember the influ-
encss under which it matured, his exploration of the reasoning of
the mager of Aquinas achieved a profundity that would have done
credit to an experienced Fedalis in the subject. Aristotle still rep-
resented to him Dogma, a Rock st againg the turbid tides of in-
choate metaphyscs He was Sysem, co-ordination, rationalization.
He was the reverse of Plato and Plato's beautiful and ineffectual
mysticism. Joyce, with the gigantic fetish of exactitude ever before
him and an intense concern for the unities, with his worship of
Ibsen and his soorn for the empty twilight of the Irish theatre, natu-
rally found in Aristotle afirmer base from which to spring than the
quicksand of Romanticism left by the backwash of the nineties. The
smtences that he copied down in his notebook from the various
works of the Stagirite show us what arreted his mind and in what
direction it was travelling. For ingance

"The soul is the firs entdechy of a naturally organic body."

"That which ads is superior to that which suffers”

" Only when it is sgparate from all things is the intellect really
itsdf and this intellect sgparate from all things is immortal and
divine"
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T heprinciple which hates is not different from the principle
which loves”

"The intellectual soul is the form of forms”

" Speculation is above practice”

"Necessity isthat in virtue of which it isimpossiblethat athing
should be otherwise."

"God is the eternal perfect animal.”

"Nature, it seams, is not a collection of unconnected episodes,
like a bad dream (or drama?).”

These utterances, perhaps not in the exact words of Aristotle,
from the Psychology and die Mctaphysic give some idea of the
attempt that Joyce was then making to establish for himself a rea-
sonable metaphysic for life and aeshetic for art. He was finding his
way, not too slowly, by a tough reasoning process and the steps of
his progression arc indicated by the short original notes he st down
at this time and was to continue a year or so later in Pola and
Trieste. Indeed, these notes were the loose bricks from which he
was to build up the aesthetic definitions so beautifully exposited to
Lynch in A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man. Lynch was quite
correct in remarking that they possessad the true scholastic stink but
nevertheless they played a vest part in liberating Joyce from the
musty aesthetic urges of his youthful environment It is both instruc-
tive and fascinating to observe the young Dubliner clarifying his
mind and sharpening his intellect during this immersion in Aris-
totle (and Aquinastoo, of course), setting down, for instance, such
detached paragraphs as.

Dedre is the fedling which urges us to go to something and loathing
is the feding which urges us to go from something: and that art is im-
proper which aims at exciting these fedings in us whether by comedy or
by tragedy. Of comedy later. But tragedy aims at exciting in us fedings
of pity and terror. Now terror is the feding which arress us before what-
ever is grave in human fortunes and unites us with its ssoret cause and
pity is the feeling which arrests us before whatever is grave in human
fortunes and unites us with the human sufferer. Now loathing, which
in an improper art aims at exciting in the way of tragedy, differs, it will
be sen, from the fedings which are proper to tragic art, namely terror
and pity. For loathing urges us from res because it urges us to go from
something, but terror and pity hold us in red, as it were, by fascination.
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When tragic art makes my body to shrink terror is not my feeling be-
caue | am urged from res, and moreover this art does not show me
what is grave, | mean what is constant and irremediable in human for-
tunes nor does it unite me with any secret cause for it shows me only
what is unusual and remediable and it unites me with a cause only too
manifest. Nor is an art properly tragic which would move me to pre-
vent human suffering any more than an art is properly tragic which
would move me in anger against some manifest cause of human suffering.
Terror and pity, finally, are agpects of sorrow comprehended in sorrow
—the feeling which the privation of some good excites in us.

And now of comedy. An improper art aims at exciting in the way
of comedy the feeling of desire but the feeling which is proper to comic
art is the feeling of joy. Desire, as | have said, is the feeling which urges
us to go to something but joy is the feeling which the possesson of
some good excites in us. Desire, the feeling which an improper art seeks
to excite in the way of comedy, differs, it will be seen, from joy. For de-
sire urges us from rest that we may possess something but joy holds us
in rest so long as we posess something. Desire, therefore, can only be
excited in us by a comedy (a work of comic art) which is not sufficient
in itself inasmuch as it urges us to sek something beyond itself; but a
comedy (a work of comic art) which docs not urge us to seek anything
beyond itself excites in us the feeling of joy. All art which excites in us
the feeling of joy is so far comic and according as this feeling of
joy is excited by whatever is substantial or accidental in human for-
tunes the art is to be judged more or less excellent: and even tragic
art may be sad to participate in the nature of comic art so far as
the possession of a work of tragic art (a tragedy) excites in us the
feeling of joy. From this it may be seen that tragedy is the imperfect
manner and comedy the perfect manner in art. AH art, again, is static
for the feelings of terror and pity on the one hand and of joy on the
other hand arc feelings which arrest us. It will be seen afterwards how
this rest is necessxy for the apprehension of the beautiful—the end of
all art, tragic or comic,—for this res is the only condition under which
the images, which are to excite in us terror or pity or joy, can be prop-
erly presented to us and properly seen by us. For beauty is a quality of
something seen but terror and pity and joy arc dates of mind.

James A. Joyce, 13 Feb., 1903.

. . . There are three conditions of art: the lyrical, the epical and the
dramatic. That art is lyrical whereby the artist sats forth the image in
immediate relation to himself; that art is epical whereby the artist sdts
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forth the image in mediate relation to himsdf and to others, that art is
dramatic whereby the artist s forth the image in immediate relation

James A. Joycg 6 March, 1903, Paris.

Rhythm seams to be the firg or formal relation of part to part in
any whole or of a whole to its part or parts, or of any part to the whole
of which it isa part. . . . Parts conditute a whole as far as they have a
common end. lames A lovce 25 March 1902 Paris.

James A. Joyce 25 March, 1903, Paris.

e tekhne mimeitai ten physin—This phrase is falsdly rendered as " Art
is an imitation of Nature." Aristotle docs not here define art; he sys
only, " Art imitates Nature" and means that the artistic process is like the
natural prooes ... It is fase to sy that sculpture, for ingance, is an
art of repoxe if by that be meant that sculpture is unassodated with
movement. Sculpture is asodated with movement in as much as it is
rhythmic; for a work of sculptural art must be surveyed according to its
rhythm and this surveying is an imaginary movement in gace It is not
false to sy that sculpture is an art of repose in that a work of sculptural
art cannot be presnted as itsdf moving in gace and remain a work of

James A. Joyce, 27 March, 1903, Paris.

Art is the human digpostion of sengble or intelligible matter for an
James A. Joyce, 28 March, 1903, Paris.

Joyce even posited to himself certain questions the answers to
which might further clarify his convictions and strengthen the
xsthetic that he was beginning to preach and practise. He was, it
will be observed, his own master and student, setting himself prob-
lems which he was to resolve by the dialectic of his own aeshetic.
Some of these questions were incorporated into the dialogue be-
tween Stephen Dedalus and Lynch in A Portrait of the Artist as a
Young Man but the answers were not s&t down. It is, therefore, per-
tinent to this brief exposition of Joyces intellectual activity in Paris
to reveal a few of them here:

Question; Why are not excrements, children and lice works of art?

Answer: Excrements, children and lice are human products—hu-
man dispostions of sengble matter. The process by which
they are produced is natural and non-artigtic; their end is
not an arghdic end; therefore they are not works of art.
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Question: Can aphotograph bea wor\ of art?

Answer: A photograph is a digpodtion of sndble matter and may
be s0 digposed for an aeshetic end but it is not a human
dispodtion of sendble matter. Therefore it is not a work
of art.

Question: /f aman hackingin fury at a block( of wood makethere
an image of a cow (say) has he made a work of art?

Answer: The image of a cow made by a man hacking in fury at
a block of wood is a human dispostion of sengble matter
but it is not a human dispostion of sengble matter for
an aeshdic end. Therefore it is not a work of art.

Question: Arehouses, clothes, furniture, etc., worthsof art?

Answer: Housss, dothes, furniture, c., arc not necessarily works
of art. They are human dispostions of sengble matter.
When they arc s digposed for an aeghetic end they arc
works of art.

It is to be regretted that the answver to one immortal question
in A Portrait of the Artist asa Young Man is unobtainable; namely,
thereponse to: " Isthe bust of Sir Philip Crampton lyrical, epical
or dramatic? If not, why not?" The memorial to Sr Philip Cramp-
ton, placed at the junction of D'Olier Stregt, Townsend Street and
Great Brunswick Street in Dublin, is one of those atrocities that
once sen are never forgotten. Dubliners affectionatdy refer to it
as the Pineapple or the Artichoke.

Joyce had just passd his twenty-firsg year when he reached
this dialectical peak of his development and while he may appear
ultra-solemn and rather pompoudy pedantic there is equal evidence
of a tenacioudy-exploring mind that was mining through the hard
rock of ratiocination towards a satisfying intellectual haven. Nam-
gorenecesseest.

More than one commentator has pointed out that the young
universty men of Joyods youth were all brought up in a rigoroudy-
dasdca atmosphere that they were forced into assduous applica-
tion to dasdica dudies and that their knowledge, far from being
unusual, was quite the general rule. They lisped Latin in ther cra-
dles and devoured Arigotle as later generations of young men de-
voured Mr. Edgar Wallace. All this may be so but it docs not lessen

n
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the impressiveness of Joyces scholarship. Even his schoolfdlows, as
we have s=n, were aware of his greater command and sriousnes
And, after all, it is the influence of scholarship on the man that
matters and not the unimportant fact that a vag number of incon-
sequential youths ingested it much as a poll-parrot might retain the
phrasss of some patient teacher, gabbled dog Latin to one another
and then emerged into manhood uninfluenced by the culture that
had been crammed down their throats. Joyce digested his dasscal
education as well as ingesting it.

v

This sysematized method of consant reading and Speculation
together with his penniless gate did not afford Joyce much time for
wandering or dalliance with the flcshpots of Paris or convivial
friendships, but, all the same there were sveral cafés which he
visted at odd hours (although at this time he drank no alcohol at
all) and a number of fleeting contacts with fellow wanderers. There
was, of course no Byrne with whom to walk and talk the night
away. That companionship had ended when Joyce left Dublin. The
cafe mog frequented by Joyce was in the Carrefour de |'Od6on, not
a dones throw from Sylvia Beach's bookshop, Shakespeare and
Company (which, of coursg, did not exis then), where Ulysses was
to be published twegty years later. In this cafe Joyce met and con-
versed with a rather motley group of individuals. There was one
Riciotto Canudo, an Italian; a German pog named Thcodor
Daublcr; an individual named Eugene Routh and another called
Villona. To find a common ground between ther varying lan-
guages they often conversed in Latin. They were all enormous men
phydcally and the dender Joyce in the midst of thetp mus have
samad like an antdope who had wandered by migtake into a herd
of dephants. The conversations were literary and the intellectual
pugnacity of Joyce amidg this gathering is evident through the fact
that once his vehemence offended the German poet, Daublcr, 0
deeply that the young Dubliner narrowly exaped a challenge to a
dudl.

This man Daubler deszves a brief paragraph to himsdf. He
was born in Trieste in 1862 and was therefore forty when Joyce
encountered him. Today he merits a small niche in the pantheon
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of German letters. He was essentially esoteric and in his three solid
volumes entitled Nordlicht he appears as a sun wor shipper and hails
the Aryan race as the aun's favourite child.

Esdnd die Sonnen und Plancten dllg,

Die hehren Lebensppende in de Welt,

Die Lichedichter in der Tempehalle

De Gotthelt, die Sc aus dem Herzen schwdlt.

Whether or not he rhapsodized in his cusomary exalted philosophic
vein to Joyce about the sanctity and prodigious future of the Aryan
blood drain is a mygery but if he did it is easy to s why the
young Irishman nearly entangled himsdf in a duel. Any ideal so
foggy that it had to be taken on faith and personal preudice alone
was apt to draw harsh and ironical comment from Joyce

There arc two other men whom he met at this period, John
Millington Synge, the Irish dramatist, and one Joe Cassy, who de-
srve ome enlargement. Synge was in financial draits too, and he
had decided to sl out the few beongings remaining to him in a
garret in the Rue dAssas and return to Ireland. Like Joyce he was
lonely, arrogant and rather harsh in his reactions to life. The
younger writer saw in him a dark trampcr of a man and Synge
sw in Joyce an ego with a mind that ressmbled Spinoza's They
met sven or eight times, lunching in the humble bigro-resaurant
in the Rue Saint-Andre-dcsArts where a four- or five-course meal
could be procured for one franc ten centimes Synge would thrust
his dark, crude face aoxcss the table and talk volubly, his subject
always being literature. He was dogmatic in his convictions, argu-
mentative to the point of rudeness and inclined to lose his temper.
Once Joyce led him up to his chamber in the Grand H6tcl Cor-
neillc and showed him the notebook wherein he copied down the
ungrammatical " Memorabilia® which he culled from the books he
read. Synge examined the excerpts and his teeth flashed. He studied
Yeatss

And more | may nat writefor them that deave
The waters of degp can make a chattering tongue
Heavy as gone their wisdom being half slence
and Herbert Spenca’'s
Heredfter her rank will be congderably higher than now
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and Walter Sichel's
Honest manly Jack Fielding . . . Everybody is thinking about themsdves

and Theodore Watts's

But after its (Tyranny) dethronement when human nature has become
infinitely perfectible how can . . .

and flung down the notebook with a violent oath. "What of it?"
he exclaimed. "It is not important at all."

Although he disliked what he considered Joyces pedantry he
yet was curious enough about the young man's opinions to submit
to him a manuscript copy of his play, Riders to the Sea. Joyce, run-
ning true to form, complained that the manner in which the
catastrophe was brought about was faulty.

Joe Casgy, who appears in Ulysses under the name of Kevin
Egan, was of a decidedly different type from Synge. He was not
intellectual at all. He was a typesetter for the Paris edition of the
New York Herald but before that he had been a dynamitard during
the Irish Fenian troubles, one of the innumerable band of reckless
men who ventured their lives and careers that Ireland might be
freed from English domination. Now he hid in Paris sffe from the
authorities who sought him and gained his meagre livelihood by
labouring for an American newspaper. Joyce had no political in-
terest in Casey but he enjoyed being with the simple and straight-
forward old man. They lunched many times together in the small
bistro-restaurant des Deux-Ecus which was diagonally across the
road from the old Herald building on the Rue du Louvre. It was
an unpretentious place with a zinc bar in one room and half a
dozen discoloured marble-topped tables in the other. There, with
his shabby hat tilted over his eyes and rolling his cigarettes with
ink-stained fingers while the garcon poured his absinthe, Joe Casey
would st and talk to Joyce, describing Ireland's militant past, ex-
plaining how he had. been with Colonel Richard Burke at the
Clerkenwcll explosion and speculating on the future. There was a
son, too, Patrice, who was serving his time in the French army and
who lived, when in Paris, with his mother in the rue Git-lc-Coeur,
Madame Casey having separated long before from her flea-bitten
old lion of a husband. This son would appear occasonally at the
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Cafe-Regaurant des Deux-Ecus and gobble his spiced beans and
ligen benevolently to the oft-repeated gdories of his father. Both
Casxy pbre and Casy fils loaned small amounts of cash to Joyce
from time to time.

There remain to be mentioned the two language dudents
whom Joyce finally sscured and whose small fess made it possble
for him to exgpe darvation on certain days The firg was one
Josph Douce, a manufacturer of champagne, who, curioudy
enough, was intensdy sodalidic in his attitude toward life. He was
somewhat impressed by his young teacher and invited him to
dinner svera times. The other sudent, whom Douce found, by
the way, was a man named Auvergniot.

This completes the lig of Joyods acquaintances in Paris if we
except the few dudents whom he encountered from time to time
as he made his peregrinations about the Latin Quarter. They, how-
ever, were no more than pasing shadows momentary dresks of
shade across the path such as tress fling as one walks rapidly on-
ward.

If it be aked what Joyce recaved from his friends and ac
quaintances at this time the answver mugt be exactly what it has been
for the remainder of his life—exactly nothing. What he took from
them is another matter. He might be a trifle gimulated (as, for
ingance, in the cae of Synge who, apparently, ofTeed him the
opportunity of attack and expodtion (in a letter to his younger
brother, Stanidaus, at this period, he wrote: "But thanks to God,
Synge is't an Aristotelian. | told him part of my aestheic, he sys
| have a mind like Spinoza.")) but that was all. Human beings with
their reactions, ther incongsent hopes and denials and unintelli-
gent reponss to life were curious automata to be sharply observed
and then ticketed away in the prodigious portfolio of the brain.
They were never props upon which to lean or sources from which
one might drink the tepid waters of sympathy. Even at twenty-one
Joyce had realized that only from himsdf could he draw the
grength for living. The doset he had come to friendship (and that
had never been a dependent friendship) was with Byrne. After
Byrne there was no one. One might even add, there was only docu-
mentation.

In fact, that is what he took from practically all the people
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with whom he came in contact. Thereis, asauredly, no living writer
today who has drawn more completely from memory (memory of
himsdf as well as others) to populate his books than Joyce
Whether under their own names and agedts or mog dightly dis
guised, they have all come from a world that once actually exised
or ill docs exid. Yet they have been trandated from reality to
what might be called a superreality. They cag greater shadows and
asume Titanlike agpedts Trandating Joe Casey into Kevin Egan
and the twenty-one-year-old James Joyce into Stephen Dedalus is
a form of major sorcery. The importance of thee friends and ac-
guaintances, then, to Joyce in 1902-3 ssams to be that they were
part of his documentation (unconscious, as yet) of the fantagtic
exertion called living. They neither influenced nor remoulded his
mind or his attitude toward sentient exigence and art. He deve-
oped himsdf alone and he achieved his xghctic by himsdf in the
shabby chamber at the Grand H6tcl Corncille and the draughty
reading rooms of Paridan libraries.

There is little more to be described about Joyods bleak winter
and early spring in Paris. He attended a few plays and operas
among them one of the first performances of Claudc-Achille De-
buss/s Pelleas et Melisande at the Opera-Comique and Heijcr-
manss La Bonne Egparance at the Theatre-Antoinc with Signoret
in the cag. He heard Jean de Rcszke sing in Pagliacci and thought
the Polish tenor's voice very like his father's voice. This perform-
ance was a gedal gala, and Joyce, much to his anguish, had to pay
Fven francs fifty centimes for a scat in the gallery. He saw Rijanc.
He interviewed Henri Farman about the Gordon Bennett Cup
Races and s0ld the interview to the Irish Times. Desiring to con-
tinue the training of his voice he called upon a voice teacher in the
Rue du Four but was disappointed to discover that the teacher de-
gred his fee in advance for giving him lesons He made a few
trips out of Paris, one as far as Clamart and severd to the conflu-
ence of the Sane and the Marne where he st contentedly watch-
ing the mingled waters flow by. If he could not have Anna LifFcy
he would have Anna Sequana. He ventured on one major trip to
Dublin for the Chrigmas and New Year holidays where he re-
mained quietly at home and mixed not at all in the life of his native
city. It was taken in toto, a lonely life, an arduous exigence filled
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with disappointments and drabnesses and that he managed to main-
tain it with an air and a gesdure of confidence is ample testimony
to his doggedness of determination and supreme faith in himsdf.

\

The winter marched towards the spring. Various occurrences
exerting no obvious influence on Joycgs life or thought, revealed
the tempo and tage of the time, illustrating the sort of world in
which the young man exised. Early in January the bearded So-
cialis, Jean Jaures was dected Vice-Presdent of the Chamber of
Deputies much to the diggug of the conservative Right. On the
sventh day of this month Pierre Wolff's he Secret de Polichinclle
was produced at the Theatre-Gymnasc and brought a new descrip-
tive phrase into the French language. On the twenty-ninth Augusta
Holmes, the composer, died in her home in the Rue Juliettc-
Lamber, having (like so many freethinkers before her) made her
peace with the Church at the very las moment. This same day, too,
witnessad the death of another composer, Robert Planquette, whose
Les Cloches de Corneville (better known in English as The Chimes
of Normandy) mus have been familiar to Joyoe During February
Emile Zoa's poghumous novel, Verite, appeared in the bookshop
windows and proved to the world that the vogue of Naturalism
was rapidly sinking into oblivion. Maria Christina, dowager queen
of Spain, and her daughter, the Infanta Maria-Theresa, added their
illustrious names to those of the many royalties visiting the agree-
able Paris of plump Mondeur Loubet. On March sventh Gaston
Paris, the great authority on mediaeval French literature, died, and
eight days later (the fifteenth) Ernest Lcgouve, author of that
ancient war horse of the theatre, Adrienne Lecouvrcur, breathed his
lag. On the twenty-second day of the month the slk-hatted s
onds of Jean Jaures and Godefroy Cavaignac met to complete the
arrangements for a dud between ther principals. On the twenty-
ninth Anatolc Frances Crainquebille had its premiere at the Ren-
aissance To sum up, it was a typical Paris ssason, with deaths the-
atrical productions, publications and duds to excite the mind and
reasure the forgetful that time marched on.
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How much Joyce knew or cared about it all is a mystery. He
was, possbly, too engrossed in himself to expend much time in
examining the peculiar phenomena of Parisian life; but the sum
total of things coloured his environment and so impinged upon his
apprehension. Towards the end of this month of March he was
gloomily setting down a page of bookkeeping in one of his note-
books to convince himself (possibly) that he possssed absolutely
nothing. This page desrves to be copied out for it reveals more
clearly than any extensve description can the cramped circum-
gances and hand-to-mouth existence that the young man endured
at this time.

If one remembers that there were twenty-five francs to the
pound in 1903 it is obvious from the above statement that Joyce
was existing on little more than a pound a week, part of that being
borrowed money hastily sought at climactic moments of extreme
hunger. Today that would be tantamount to living for a week in
Paris on one hundred and seventy-eight francs (providing the
French money is not again devaluated before this page is pub-
lished) or approximately twenty-five francs a day. It is possble, of
course, but it is damned disagreeable, especially when on€s rent
comes out of it. And in Joyces cae the situation was further
complicated by the fact that his money was uncertain and at least
half of it was borrowed. It will be noted that while he paid seven
francs in debts (without a doubt to Casey) he still owed the stag-
gering sum of forty four francs and fifty centimes (almost two
pounds!). The prospects for the month of April, then, were far
from rosy.

Vi

It drew near Eager and the shop windows burst into spring
colours. The newspapers announced that the careme of 1903 at
Notrc-Damc de Paris would be preached by Pere Janvier. Joyce
always attracted by the singing voice and the liturgical chants, de-
termined that he would hear what he could of the church music
during the solemn season of the Resurrection. That, at least, was
free. On Good Friday morning he went to Notre-Damc de Paris
and attended the services After that, being at a loose end and quite
penniless, he started to roam about the dregs of the city and con-
tinued his peregrinations until long after the night lamps were
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illuminated and shining aocss the shadowy dreds He liked so to
walk, repeating his own poems to himsdf as he passad unnoticed
and unnoticing through the ancient thoroughfares where the chat-
tering theatregoers hurried towards their lighted portals When he
finally and reluctantly returned to the Grand Hotel de Corncillc it
was after eleven o'dock at night and the little Place de I'Odeon lay
deserted under the spring sars Entering the hotel Joyoe discovered
that a telegram awaited him. That was curious for he could imagine
no one, not even Mr. C. Lewis Hind or Mr. Dunlop of Men and
Women, sending him a telegram. With some fear and suspicion,
then, he tore open the blue oblong of paper and re$d, "Mother
dying come home father." For an ingant he was dumbfounded and
at alossastowhat to do. Hedid not posssss a franc in his pockets
and yet he knew that before the morning he mug raise the fare
to Dublin. Where could he go at midnight in Paris to borrow
money? He might knock up Casy in his Montmartre lair in the
Rue de la Goutte-d'Or but Casey would never have enough cash to
pay for a passage from Paris to Dublin. Then he thought of his
language <udent, the socialig-minded champagne manufacturer,
Josph Douce. At lead, it was a chance He hurried from the Grand
H6tcl de Corncillc and tramped through the practically-deserted
dregs to Doucc's place of resdence The building was dark and
locked. After great trouble and long waiting (for Paris conderges
were as deaf in 1903 as they are today) he succesded in being ad-
mitted. The champagne manufacturer, somewhat touded and in
his nightshirt, his full blond beard ruffled in the night breeze, read
the telegram which Joyce handed to him, ligened to the young
man's plea and then proved himsdf worthy of his name. He pro-
duced three pounds in French money and presented it to Joyce!

The next morning Joyce was on his way back to Dublin, trav-
elling by way of Dieppe, Newhavcn, London and Holyhead, his
Bohemian days in Paris being over for all time.

! Joyods father returned this sum promptly to Monsieur Douce and wrote him a florid
letter of thanks which was an expresson of his Irish Francophile sentiments. John Sanis
laus had what would be consdered today (and he kept it until he was an old man) an
exquisite calligraphy of which he was very vain. It was finer and more ornate even than
that of Joycgs Uncle Willy who wrote a legal srivener's hand. When John Sanidaus
wrote a letter every noise in the house had to cease—and, if possble in the neighbouring

dregs as well. An untimely knock at the hall-door would be greeted by a meodious out-
burg of aurss






Four

T was the same Dublin (how could it have changed in so short
I a time?), but Joyoe dbserved it from a new point of vantage

that curioudy shifted all its values He was detached. The
months in the city by the Sane afforded him a means of compari-
an for the city by the Liffey. He could view Dublin now with an
objectivity of which he had been incapable before, seeng it from
the outdde as well as the insde, understanding that it was only a
small portion of a greater world and that the unique Irish Roman
Cathalic civilization modified by English infiltration of which it
boaged was not an end-all in itsdf but a local phenomenon that
dwindled mightily when consdered besde the cosmopolitan flavour
of Paris The peculiar duffiness and smugness of the pos-Boar War
erain Ireland mug have ssemed as quaint asit wasirritating when
he compared it with the broader and meatier conception of life in
France. It was not alone that practically everything meeting the eye
was different, the deportment of the people for ingance the ugly
public housss in place of the brighter cafes the indulgence in
whisky and porter ingead of wines and aperitifs, the theatres and
what was presnted in them, the vidas of dregs and squares and
monuments, the magazines and newspapers displayed for sde in-
deed, the thousand and one inconsequentia that compose an atmos-
phere, but the very mind and being of the two peoples the Dub-
liners and the Parisans, were inexorable poles apart. It was curious,
too, to note the surprising variances of French and Irish Roman
Catholiciam. If Paris was a lamp for lovers lit in the wood of the
world, what was Dublin ? A place of the dying, perhaps, where the
leaping thought was speedily caged. We may quess then, that a
gloomy irritability possessad Joyce as he recognized anew and with
wiser eyes his native city and suffered from the realization that the
tragic necessty which had drawn him back had replunged him in
a small, bickering, treacherous world which did not desre him (the

arrogant nonconformist) any more than he desred it.
109
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For the moment, however, he could not regard it too bitterly.
Once stled in hisfather'shouse at 7 St. Peter’'s Terrace, Cabra, he
had the tragedy of his mother to live with and to face She was
dying and dying in extreme pain. The incurable cirrhoss of the
liver that was eating her life away manifested itsdf frighteningly in
the congant vomiting of green bile. When she died on the thir-
teenth of August, after four months and five days of this perggent
bilious retching, Joyce had dwelt for practically the same period of
time in the sombre household, hearing the hushed footseps of his
brothersand sgers comforted perhaps a little by hisuncle William
Murray and his aunt Josgphine, observing the grief and bewilder-
ment of John Stanidaus and realizing with a dull and hdpless pain
that no effort could vanquish the gulf that exiged between him and
the dying mother.

It was not within his power to bridge that gulf. Mary Jane
Joyce was dying in the sanctity of the basom of her Church, that
vagd spring whoe holy waters had refreshed and sudained her
throughout the forty-four years of her life, and her ddest son,
whose inner dxmon had snatched him from submisson to that
great mager, could only sand apart and grieve that the two wills
could not meet and mix. He was incapable of bending his knee to
the powerful phantom that, once acknowledged, would devour him
as it had devoured so many about him and half a civilization as
well. His independence was his reason for existing, the solid foun-
dation upon which he mug build the mctaphysc of hisart, and all
his blood cried out that subservience even an indant's surrender,
would be a veritable death in life. Even afase lip service, a pssudo-
genuflection for pity's sake, S0 easy to perform and yet so momen-
tous to himsdf, would be an unforgivable sdf-betrayal and place
him in the ranks of those whom he degpised. Compromise would
lead to compromise until the will was sapped and the outwardly-
conforming shell contained nothing but dull regrets and sill-born
gesures There was only one road, brambly and gony as it was, to
travel. There was only one device to obey. Non scrviam.

Emphass, ddicatdy as it mug be put, is necessry here if we
arc to undergand (however fragmentarily) the painful and lonely
devdopment of Joyce His mather's death appears to have been a
power ful challengeto hiswill aswell asa great sorrow to his heart.
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It was Time's remorsdess way of testing the integrity of the young
man (now just pag his twenty-first birthday) and its reverberations
were to sound through many years of his life. One can but gues
at certain agedts of it (for thee arc matters never worn upon the
deeve), but the important deduction ssams to be that it flung Joyce
into a violent inner conflict from which he emerged hardened,
rather bitter, and sometimes reckless of the conssquences It was,
in a way, a teg of his inviolability to the usual compromisss of the
flesh and will

After Mary Jane Joyce had bean laid away in her lag resting
place in Glasnevin Cemetery, Joyce appears to have been thrown
very much upon himsdf. Rdeasad from the tenson of his home
(and there was nothing to be found there but a heart-breaking
effort to make ends meet) he sought to renew himsdf again in the
lively city. Literary projects reading, the compostion of poetry,
ideas whereby he might make money, and an immersion in what-
ever Bohemian life Dublin had to offer caught him up and fairly
filled his days It is by his brief participation in the Bohemian life
(if one may name it 0) that he is bex remembered in his native
city today. He ran with the jackcens so to gpeak. Accompanied
generally by medical gudents (always his favourite companions in
Dublin) he explored the gews and byways of Nighttown and be-
came a nhaticeable figure in the more popular public housss that
dotted the city. Davy Byrnes on Duke Stret, Conway's near the
Wecstland Row Railway Station, The Ship in Lower Abbey Stredt,
Barney Kiernan's near the Four Courts, the Scotch House, the Or -
monde Bar on the quays, all of them knew the young man, and if
he was sometimes the worse for liquor (for he was beginning to
drink now) it was not because he imbibed excessivdy but because
he could carry o little. He who was born to be a wine drinker
became a man of sraw when attempting brief bouts with Irish
whisky and heady black porter.

There were reasons for this immersion in the more reckless sde
of Dublin life and they would seam to be concentred in a violent
desre to forget himsdf, to shake free of the gloom (Bauddaire's
"gplen”) that oppressad him, to deny for the moment that he was
apparently caught in a coil that was none of his choosng. He was
disorientated as only the artist in- an antagonigtic environment can
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be disorientated and his long hours in the National Library (for he
was as noticeable there as he was in the public houses) failed to
furnish him with that intellectual anchor that moors the sedentary
bookman placidly in any haven that he may be Joyce was too
active, too digurbed, too nervoudy adjusted, too dissatidfied for
that. A.E. and John Eglinton might be able to st ill in Dublin
but the young man was incapable of such composure He posssssd
more chaos in him than the editor of the Irish Homestead imagined
and there was a world in the making there. Even the poetry that
he was creating (precise lyrics suggetive of Elizabethan and
Jacobean sngers) afforded him but momentary calm. He might
arrogantly declare, "I have written the mog perfect lyric snce
Shakespeare” but we may guess that the boag was as much a sdf-
protective gesture againg the doubting Thomases surrounding him
as it was an affirmation of his satifaction with himsdf. He was like
a man seeking for something that was not to be found in Dublin
and growing bitter with the futility of his laborious chase John
Eglinton has pictured him at this crucial period as a young man
with "a pair of burning dark-blue eyes serious and questioning,
fixed on me from under the pesk of a yachting cap; the face is
long, with a dight flush suggettive of disspation, and an incipient
beard is permitted to sraggle over a very pronounced chin, under
which the open shirt collar leaves bare a full womanish throat. The
figure is fairly tall and very erect, and gives a general impresson
of a kind of ssdy hauteur." One neads but add the ashplant and
one has Stephen Dedalus.

Such was Joyoe between the time of his mother's death and his
soond (and final) flight from Dublin somewhat more than a year
later. His chronic ponnilcsness semmed in no way his arrogant
flowering. Neither did it divert his mind from its congant fiddity
to an aeghdic that was assuredly shaped with no idea of monetary
return. He desred the wherewithal to live in comfort as every
reasonable man does but he could not adjugt himsdf to the popular
tage of Dublin, not even to the more predous tage of the Ycats
A.E.-Grcgory inner circle. The Nationalis movement in Ietters and
poalitics continued to antagonize him and he made no ssxret of his
sorn for it. That soorn expresad itsdf in a barbed malicious wit
that left no hide unpacked. Truth within the balanced scheme of
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his conception of art was his solitary concern, truth about himself
aswell astruth about Dublin. The devil take all sentimental soften-
ings and lip srvices to the false gods whose bellies were suffed
with graw. The truth about himsdf he began to s as a sort of
autobiographical novel, a gory of his schod and college days
through which would walk thinly disguised or disguised not at all
the variegated personalities, family, ingructors and companions,
who had influenced (however briefly) his own development. It
would be a portrait of the artig as a young man. The truth about
Dublin he envisaged in a possble sries of short qories, or ketches,
depicting various facets of the city's soda and political life.

By the beginning of the new year (1904)—a year that was to
have a lagting influence on his life and art—he had commenced
work upon thee projects. At the same time he was cagting about
for a means to live. He had left his father's house and was existing
precarioudy in cheap rooms. He exchanged quarters often, possbly
at the behest of worried landladies who desred their rent One flash
of him exigs as wandering through the dregs of Dublin and car-
rying the iron poles of his bed with him. Passng an open window
he saw a young woman sitting within and pausad to declaim some
poetry to her. As she appeared to lisen with pleasure, he attempted
to climb over the railings before the house and tore the scat of his
trousrs on an iron ike A sriek of laughter from the watching
mother of the young woman st him on his way. Some time later
while he was parading along O'Conncll Streat till bearing the iron
poles of his bed the loud voice of a mercurial medical sudent, a

boosng companion, halted him. "You drunken——!" cried the
acquaintance. " The whole arse of your bresthes is gone” It was this
same Medical Davy who once, encountering Joyce in a yachting
cap, demanded, " Where's she moored, commander 7

Joycg, at this time, was borrowing small sums of money and
wearing hand-me-down garments that were given him by more
affluent companions. Y et his arrogance appeared to increase with his
poverty. Extravagant schemes to make money blossomed in his un-
busnesdike mind and one of the mog impossble of them was the
egablisiment of a daily halfpenny paper. He concaved this bril-
liant plan with Francis Skeffington. The paper was to be called
the Goblin and it would suppres all politics and confine itsdlf
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to the arts. A daily cartoon would adorn its pages One Gillies,
once Scotch manager of the Freeman's Journal and later editor of
the Irish Bee Keeper, was to be the busness manager. What a huge
sJ0es the publication of a daily paper without politics would have
been in Dublin! The quixotic idea got no further than the regis
tration of the title. Joyog by the way, was later appointed sub-editor
of the Irish Bee Keeper and held the pos for about twenty-four
hours.

But a job of srts (paying jus enough to keegp body and soul
together) did turn up in the early spring of 1904. Joyce sscured a
postion teaching at Clifton School, Summcrfiedld Lodge, Dalkey
Avenue, Dalkey, under a headmaster named Francis Irwin, T.C.D.
He taught there for about four months. Bath the place and the job
are of interet in a condderation of Joyces life and work. If we
except his brief languagelesson experience in Paris, it was his firg
attempt to exig by teaching others, a form of livelihood that was to
be his sde means of precarious support for many future years No
one sEms to know whether or not Joyoe was a good teacher at
this time. The deduction would ssem to be that he was bored by
the experience and continued it to the end of the schod year pri-
marily for the few pounds it brought him. Yet it was an episode
that never dipped from his mind and he drew copioudy from
Clifton Schod and Francis Irwin, T.CJD., for an entire section in
Ulysses.

Dalkey itsdf, town and idand, was not without interests both
higorical and legendary. It was originally a Danish foundation
(Dalkey means Thorn Idand) and the bay so ressmbles the Bay of
Naples that many of the houses and dregs were given Neapolitan
names—Sorrento, for ingance, and the Vico Road. The idand was
for many years a mock-kingdom and the dection of the king (a
travesty recently resumed) was an annual opportunity for humorous
and exaggerated parody. John Dowland, the Elizabethan composer,
is supposad to have been born in Dalkey. It will be observed how
places and times med in a curious mixture here. The beaked gal-
leys of the Danes, a wild Irish idand, Sorrento and its evocation of
the drens Giambattista Vico and his Scienza Nuova, the phantom
of a kingdom that exigs only in the Comic Mind, the dear un-Irish
drains of Elizabethan airs, and all the manifold emanations that
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meet and mix from thee digparate things must have penetrated
the subconsdous mind of Joyce and there awaited their hour. They
bedonged to an unborn myth where a bluff Dublin alderman was
als a king and where four old men and a donkey trudged around
the Vico Road.

While Joyoe was still teaching at Clifton Schod he removed
temporarily from Dublin and went to live in the Martello Tower
at Sandycove adjoining Glasthule with one of his medical com-
panions, Oliver &. John Gogarty. These gquat solid battlements
crowned with parapet and gunrest (there were originally fifteen of
them between Dublin and Bray) were built during the period of the
National Defence Act of 1804 when Pitt feared that the Emperor
Napoleon might invade the British Ides What were left of them
(for 9x or saven had been cither demolished by workmen or de-
groyed by the eroson of their Stes by the sea) could be rented from
the government as summer headquarters for those who desred
do=e proximity to Dublin Bay. Life in the Martello Tower during
the spring of 1904, from mog accounts, was raffish and exuberant.
There was a great flow of persflage and wit, a comparative freedom
from the "reformed constence’ that fettered so much of Dublin
exigence, and (no grange thing in the city by the Liffcy) a subtle
interplay of pronounced personalities congenially antagonistic to
one another. Joyods resdence there was not of long duration. He
was too much of an individualist to permit himsdf to be submerged
by lessr individualities, no matter how drident or mocking they
might be, and his peculiar tenancy in Time was not to be usurped
by any soffing jester.

During this lag year of his impatient exigence in Ireland Joyce
laboured fitfully at his literary conceptions He had practically per-
fected in his own mind the long-pondered aesheiic bassd on the
teachings of Aristotle and Aquinas and with it as mase he was
determined to create an art in letters that had never exiged in his
native country. All that he was doing now would lag and take a
definite place in the canon of his achievement. These first labours
fell into three dassfications and they may be consdered briefly in
turn. First of all, there was his poetry, not the French forms of
Moods and Shine and Dari(—for they were cither log or ill in
the possesion of George Clancy—but a handful of lyrics that were,

1
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for the mod part, the product of this very year. They were the
poems that he recited in a beautiful voice to his companions while
srolling along the greds of Dublin in the sporing and summer eve-
nings, each poem the formal and rather precious liberation of a
rhythm. The appropriate inclusive title for them occurred to Joyoce
by a Rabdaisan chance. One of his bouncing companions, a sharp-
witted intelligent zany, often sought sdlace (to put it delicately) in
the generous charms of a hot-blooded widow and to this widow's
home one evening went Joyos companion, poems, and severa bot-
tles of beer. Joyce read his poems aloud while the widow lisened
and emptied the bottles of beer. After a time necessty (that knows
no master) urged the widow to rise and retire precipitately behind
a sren that was in the room. An indant later there sounded a
brave and unabashed tinkle from the hidden co ner. Joyods com-
panion shouted with joy. "By God!" he cried, "dés a critic! You
hear how she appreciates your poems?' " Critic or no," replied Joyce
gravely, "de has given me a title for my book. | shall call it
Chamber Musc."

Much more important to Joyce than the poems however, were
his prose ventures for to them he could apply the full measure of
discipline demanded by his aegthetic. He had commenced work on
the sries of short dories that were to capture various facets of the
Dublin sene and his ambition at the moment was to sl them to
the Irish Homestead, A.E.'s periodical, profandy called the "pigs
paper” by the younger Dublin literati. Eventually Joyce did sl two
of them but after that the Irish Homestead would acogpt no more,
evidently consdering them too lacking in patriotic sengbility and
idealigic sentiment for the tage of the Irish public. At the same
time the young writer was making a tentative approach to the auto-
biographical nove that was swelling in his mind. Its sructure was
&ill somewhat cloudy but he did write out a trial introductory
chapter for the purpose of submitting it to an editor. Early in this
year John Eglinton had founded a small periodical called Dana:
A Magazine of Independent Thought, edited from 26 Dawson
Chambers, Dawson Street, and to him Joyoe went with his intro-
ductory chapter. Eglinton himsdf has described his reception of this
proffered manuscript. " He obsrved me slently as | read,” he wrote,
"and when | handed it back to him with the timid observation that
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| did not care to publish what was to myself incomprehensible, he
replaced it silently in his pocket." Eglinton, however, did take one
of the poems and Joyce managed to exact a small payment for it.

With the arrival of early summer (on June tenth, to be pre-
cise) an event of great and lasting importance happened to the
young man, an event that put for the moment even his writing out
of mind. He became acquainted with Nora Josgph Barnacle, a
charming auburn-haired young woman from Galway who had re-
cently ventured into the buzzing hive of Dublin to earn her way in
life. She was neither literary-minded nor, it would seem, prepared
to cope with the vagaries and temperament of an artist; yet her fresh-
ness, her humour, her joyous disposition, and her transparent hon-
ey captivated Joyce and it was not long before he was completely
in love with her. She, on her part, observed the erect blue-eyed
writer with the arrogant sdf-assurance and, perhaps, not realizing
what she had found or to what far journeyings the meeting would
eventually lead her, reciprocated this love. With this encounter
Joyces life changed. The gews of Nighttown knew him no longer
and the reckless cagt of his days was subtly diverted to another end.
He had passd his twenty-second birthday and the serious business
of life, the difficult task of living in a world that would offer no
help to the artist, loomed like some monstrous jinni out of the
Arabian Nights before him.

It was a problem that would occupy his mind incessantly dur-
ing the immediate months that followed. But, for the moment, he
appears to have relished life in Dublin, to have explored it as a man
who is haf-conscious that he will never revisit old haunts again
makes his final pilgrimages to the familiar places, recognizing them
anew as enduring landmarks in a spiritual journey through time
and subtly acknowledging their permanence in the intricate laby-
rinth of his art. What acute consciousness Joyce had of all this is
problematical. One can but guess from the fragmentary testimonies
of those who knew (or thought they knew) him at this crucia
period of his life. The important fact remains that the Dublin of
1904 with all its monuments and peoples and unique contemporary
amosphere rested indelibly fixed in his mind and formed the back-
ground for nearly all the work that he was to do theredfter.
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There is no evidence that anything unusua happened to Joyce
9x days after his first meeting with Nora Barnacle and yet he has
so implanted the date of June 16, 1904 ("Bloomsday"), in the mind
of the reading public that one may well pause and consider it for
a moment. If Joyce dipped into the newspapers that day he dis-
covered, first of all, bresthless reports of the tragic sinking of the
excursion steamer, General Socum, in the Eagt River with a great
loss of life. The headlines fairly screamed:

APPALLING AMERICAN DISASTER

EXCURSION STEAMER GENERAL SLOCUM ON FIRE
NEAR HELL GATE, EAST RIVER, N. Y. HARBOUR
500 LIVES LOST
WILD SCENES OF PANIC
CHILDREN THROWN OVERBOARD
WOMEN TRAMPLED TO DEATH

He learned, too, that the Russan Army under Lieutenant General
Baron Stackelberg was retreating before the Jgpanese forces and that
there were rumours the Nipponese had amost reached Port Arthur.
In Paris the Roman Catholic 9gers acting as nurses at the Invalides
had been cxpulscd and replaced by lay nurses. And from Ascot
came the results of the Coronation Stakes for three-year-old fillies:

Pretty Polly (W. Lane) . = . = . = 1
Montem (H. e = = = . . 2
Ficria (K. Cannon). . . . . . . . 3

Betting had been five to one on the winner.

As for Dublin itself, the news was slight. There were no ex-
plosions, sinkings, murders, or wars. The great summer sde of
Todd Burns and Company ("Bargains in Every Department") was
open. At the Dublin Stock Exchange a lady had applied for mem-
bership. The Committee would consider the application at an early
date. In the Northern Police Court before Mr. Mahony, Mr. Gerald
Byrne, Solicitor, applied for the transfer of the license of 5 and 6
North Strand Road from the name of Ellen Dclany to that of Ellen
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Walsh. The application became necessay owing to the marriage
of the proprietress of the establishment. Mr. Mahony proved to be
ahumourist. Vide: Mr. Mahony: Did Mr. Walsh marry the public
house? (Laughter.) Mr. Byrne: No, sir. He married the widow.
Mr. Mahony: The solicitors and the clergy are getting all the pub-
lican's money. (Laughter.) At the Gaiety Theatre Mrs. Banncrman
Palmer was announced in Leah, the Forsaken; at the Theatre Royal,
Eugene Stratton, the World-Renowned Comedian; at the Queen's
Theatre, the Elster-Grime Grand Opera Company in The Lily of
Killarney; at the Empire-Paace, the Great Marie Kendall and Com-
pany; and at the Tivoli, the Mysterious Lilith, Greatest Sensdtion
of Modern Times, with W. J. Churchill, comedian. The Nord-
deutscher L1oyd announced passages on its magnificent seamers to
New York third dass for two pounds and to Boston same dass for
two pounds thirteen and six.

Many things not recorded by the newspapers and of no appar-
ent interest at all must have taken place under the young summer
sun of the city. John Eglinton, sub-librarian of the National Library,
undoubtedly traversed the short distance to the offices of Dana. A .E.,
bearded and in homespun tweeds and possibly pushing his bicycle,
made his way either to that mausoleum of books guarded by Mr.
Lyster or to the headquarters of the Irish Homestead to consult with
Mr. Norman. A "touched" eccentric of many names ending in Far-
rell strode along Nassau Street bearing a ssbre under his arm.
Another eccentric, hurrying to nowhere, took meticulous care to
pass outside all the lampposts as he traversed the city. Davy Byrne
leaned over his bar in Duke Street and conversed with friends. The
sporting fraternity placed bets on the outcome of the Ascot Gold
Cup. John Stanidaus Joyce, breathing the ambient air with pleasure,
strolled along O'Connell Street with, perhaps, his friend, little Alfred
Bergan. British sentinels marched up and down at the gates to the
Cadtle and before the Viceregal Lodge in Phoenix Park. Tugs from
Messrs. A. Guinness, Sons and Company passed down the Liffey to
the port. Cricket bats sounded from the Park of Trinity College.
Through the portals of establishments on Grafton Street and Wis-
dom Hely's on Dame Street passed expectant shoppers and through
the doors of Kiernan's and Conroy's and Burke's passed expectant
drinkers. Two Irish-American visitors sought for the spot where



120 JamesJoyce

Robert Emmet was executed opposte &. Catherinés Church on
Thomas Street. Afterward they would go on to Werburgh Street
in The Liberties where Lord Edward Fitzgerald and his captor,
Major Sirr, lay buried. A funeral cortege passd, carriage wheds
squeaking and horses hoofs ringing on the pavement gones on its
way to Glasnevin while male pededrians paused and lifted ther
hats. In the National Maternity Hospital on Holies Sreet a doctor
and nursss attended a difficult birth. A wedding party dismounted
before . Teresd's Church, Clarendon Street. An overrouged drab
leaned out of a Purdon Stret window and yawned. Before the
Nelson Pillar the clanging tramcars shunted and darted on their
regpective runs to Blackrock, Rathgar and Terenure, Ringsend,
Harold's Cross and a dozen other places.

And through all this welter of life wandered Joyce erect, in
yachting cap, threadbare suit and tennis shoes swinging his ash-
plant and regigering the gghts and sounds and smdls and fed of
the day like some ddicatdy-adjusted machine. It was a day like all
others and yet it was all days in one. The coigns of housss lined
againg the Ky, the sgns above the shops the churches and banks
and gover nment buildings, the faces and voices and names of those
who passd, the creaking gulls on the Liffey, the rumble of porter
barrds the gush of warm sour odour from drinking places the
coloured displays in the windows, the traffic of the roadways, all
these multitudinous facets that made up Dublin and was the city
had been captured and interned in the young man's capadous
memory. He detested it, perhaps, but he was filled with it. It was
asmuch a part of him as he was a part of Dublin. He would never
forget it as he would never forget his own childhood and youth
and, because this was s, memory—the thing ssn and apprehended
for what it was—would always play a great part in his art.

And s0 the day that was to be immortal in literature passd
unvisitcd as yet by the dark padding ruminating figure of Leopold
Bloom, canvassr of newspaper advertissments and most sympa-
thetic of cuckolds.

As the summer drew toward its dose Joyce was preparing him-
«df for a new venture that had to do with art and yet nothing at
all with writing. He had decided to compete in the Feis Ccail, the
Irish festival of musgc that was held in Dublin at annual intervals
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and always aroused a higher degree of interest and speculation
than any other musical event in the lively capital. Worthy singers
had emerged from the Feis Ceoil and Joyce, whose high clear tenor
voice (typically Irish) had reached a technical excellence, mainly
through a natural discipline and intuitional artistry, had, at the
time, the sudden ambition to be one of them. He loved singing
(after all, it was an hereditary accomplishment in his family) and
there were moments when he even meditated making it his major
career. The power of the voice, for him, ran dose second to the
power of the word. Each was an exalted revelation. After all, both
powers were powers of expression, the communication of emotion,
and through both powers he could liberate the eterna rhythms
that swelled within him. Even s0, one may speculate as to whether
Joyce the concert tenor would ever have reached that significant
completeness of giving that is so vagt a part of Joyce the writer.
That he never did become a professional singer is perhaps the an-
swer. The world that he had within him could never have been
communicated fully by the music of the voice.

Joyce was the last competitor to enter the Feis Ceoil of 1904,
his registration being twenty-two in a group of contestants number-
ing twenty-two. He had received a few singing lessons from Bene-
detto Palmieri, professor for the voice in the Dublin Academy of
Music, but the fees had been high and his amost chronic penniless
date had forced him to relinquish this important coaching. Later
he had gone to Vincent O'Brien, John McCormack's teacher, and
gathered a few further hints on handling his voice. That was all.
It was an inadequate preparation for an event that would theoreti-
cally bring together the best burgeoning voices in Ireland but Joyce
possesad confidence in himself and his own natural artistic ability.
Where the arts were concerned he was far from timid. He might
have other timidities, might in fact be a curious amalgam of sens-
tive superstitions and nervous fears, but he was entirely unself-
conscious when it came to those profound expressons that were
liberated by musical notes and written words. Dogs he feared like
the devil but critics he scorned; a clap of thunder would send him
cowering into a windowless closet but the hisss or laughter of a
multitude moved him not at all; the heave and toss of the ocean
twisted his stomach with fright but a blind venture into an un-
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known foreign land hardly sirred his pulses And so an appear-
ance on the platform at the Fcis Ceoil to sng with a voice that was
largely sdf-trained aroused no nervousess in him. It was the ex-
presson of an art and as 0 a natural expresson of himsdf.

The great day came. Luigi Denza, profesor of snging at the
London Academy of Music and composar, among other songs of
" Funiculi-Funicula,” was the adjudicator. When it came Joyces
turn to sing he gepped forward and sang " Come, ye children,” an
air from Sr Arthur Sullivan's The Prodigal Son. It went well and
was flatteringly received. Signor Denza opened his eyes with pleas
ure. Then followed a long farewell Irish melody and the rendition
of this aroused a tumult of approbation. Signor Denza began to
think of the Gold Medal. Joyce appeared to be on the verge of a
triumph that might have vitally affected his career in years to come.
But at that moment the ever-watchful Fate of the young man (who
sEms omeimes to have depped backward in order to move for-
ward) intervened. For his third effort Joyoe was handed a shest of
music unknown to him and ordered to sing it at sight.* This seamed
to the budding tenor a mondroudy inartigic thing to do (much
like asking a blindfolded sculptor to carve a statue) and, flatly re-
fusng, he marched from the platform. He did not regard it as a
tes of the beauty of the voice or the musicanship of proper ddiv-
ery to ang at sght. Preparation and awareness were essntial quali-
ties of all art. Denza, the adjudicator, somewhat bcwilderedly (for
he had been greatly impressad by Joyces voice) delivered a gpesth
praisng number twenty-two's talent and announced regretfully that
he would not be able to award the Gold Medal to the young man
as he had failed to complete the required programme.

At the moment Joyce conddered this a definite unjust sstback
and there followed a day or two of fuming while the disappointed
contestant criticized the regulations of the Fcis Ceail in a rich blis
tering language that was a joy to his companions. However, an
immediate ssque revealed to him that nothing had been log at
all, except, of coursg the Gold Medal. He recaved a letter from
Benedetto Palmicri, his former teacher, requesting a rendezvous

1 As a matter of fact, Joyee cannot read musk well. He never could learn to play
the piano from shet musc though he began to take lesons from a Mr. Haughton at
Clongowet Wood College when he was a small lad. Many years later, in Trieste, he re-

sumed sudy with Giulio Veneztani but he asked so many quetions that the piano teacher
gave up his difficult job in despair.
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Joyce went. Palmieri, with astute Italian business logic, proceeded
straight to the point. Dcnza, it seemed, had written to the professor
of the Dublin Academy of Music and extolled in glowing terms
the virtues and potentialities of Joyces voice. Palmieri, therefore,
had an offer to make. As long as Joyce possessed no money and
small prospects of gaining any he (Palmieri) would teach the young
man gratis for three years provided the young man would sign an
agreement to turn over to the professor a certain per cent of his
earnings as a singer during the first ten years of his professiona
career.

Palmieri was too late, for Joyce had already decided to leave
Ireland.

The desire, like a hot iron, had been prodding him for a long
time. His disaffection with Dublincrs and Dublin, an aggravation
of the spirit troubling him since the autumn of 1902 when his brief
wild-goose flight to Paris had given him—despite his poverty—a
tantalizing taste of a broader civilization, was now an incurable
malady of the mind intensified by nearly all that he saw and heard.
There was no stable place for him in Dublin. He did not fit into the
untidy enthusiastic all-for-Kathleen-ni-Houlihan scheme of things
and he was incapable of remoulding himself so that he might be-
come an acquiescent part of it. He still distrusted enthusiasms. The
renascent dramatic and literary movement that had aready found a
haven in the newly-organized Irish National Theatre (a coming to
maturity, asit were, of the'Y cats-Martyn-Moorelrish Literary Thea-
tre) quite failed to carry him along on its ambient tide. Mr. Joseph
Holloway might be planning aready the reconstruction of the old
theatre in Abbey Street with Miss A. E. F. Horniman's subsidy and
W. B. Yeats might be busily assembling the cagts for his own The
Countess Cathlcen and On Bale's Strand, Lady Augusta Gregory's
Soreading the News and the dark tramper Synge's In the Shadow
of the Glen, but Joyces interest in it all was a scornful negative in-
terest, an interest shot with disappointment and disdain. The Irish
National Theatre was turning out exactly as he had feared and
prophesied. Of course it would be successful and rouse the plaudits
of the rabblement but that in itself would be its own damnation
in the unflickering eyes of art. The young poetasters, A.E.'s brood
of fledglings, who were so busily revising their manuscripts for
Maunsel and Company, aroused not even a tepid interest in Joyce.
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The novelists and essayids shrank to zero when measured by his
precise definitions of what creative letters should be. As for the
editors, he had aready sampled them in his dealings with Dana
and the Irish Homestead and found them to be as limited in the
larger vision as was the entire literary movement.

There arc spurious thinkers who might sy that Joyce could
have easly isolated himself from these particularities of a national-
istically-cxcited moment and attended to his own work in a seclu-
sion that was impregnable. But there are no Thebaids in Ireland
and even if there were Joyce was no anchorite. Neither are there
any seclusons of the spirit that are impregnable. The parish priest
gxs to that. As a matter of fact, it was not the particularities that
mattered, they were but the obvious results; it was the spirit, the
general atmosphere, the civilization of Ireland itself that rose like a
gone wall between Joyce and the aeshetic freedom that he de-
manded. From every sde it pressed on the young man, seeking to
difle his independent will, striving to force him into a conformity
that was an abnegation of himself, and endeavouring to net his
soaring impulses with the traditions of years and the authorities of
the masses. This invisible and practically omnipotent power was
both forthright and insidious in its indstencies and persuasions. It
spoke through the mouths of families and friends, the common
gestures of living were animated by it; it flavoured and coloured
the civilization it had captured and vanquished. It was from all this
that Joyce desired to extricate himself and he knew that he would
find his freedom only in flight. One cannot destroy a dave civiliza-
tion any more than one can destroy the magters who have subdued
it but one can evade it by stepping outside of it and so freeing one's
sf from its powerful impulsions. Joyce knew this. He did not want
to live for Ireland (as Ireland was); he wanted Ireland to live for
him (as its mythic subgtance was pictured in his mind). For that
to happen he would have to go away and take his own Ireland (the
real Ireland, perhaps) with him.

Feeling so aout his native land could not but enlarge his de-
gres and expectations of the great world that lay beyond the fron-
tiers of Ireland. It was not England that he thought of {that was as
stuffy and limited as the Emerald Isle) but Continental Europe, the
Europe of Ibsen and Maeterlinck and d'’Annunzio and Giacosa and
Hauptmann where a man could write without being smothered by
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religious and social obligations and oppressions. Perhaps that great
world was not quite so free as Joyce imagined but in comparison
to his own land it appeared to be the very acme of liberation. It was
an old saying that art was respected abroad whereas it was only
tolerated in the British Isles and tolerated only if it conformed. That
being so, exile for Joyce would really be a sort of coming home, at
least an entrance into the spiritual domain whose air he had to
breathe if he was to live. He was animated, then, during this au-
tumn of 1904 by practically the same urges (though more maturely
objectified by himself) that had driven him from Dublin in 1902.
His aspirations were the same and his intended means of achieving
them had not changed. This final period in Ireland had been but
an unhappy interim, an arrestation by callous chance of a journey
through time commenced two years before.

Besides his disgust with Ireland and his expectations of the
larger world that lay beyond the waves of the English Channel
there was a third element that was violently pushing him toward
flight. It was Nora Barnacle, his present wife.

The first days of autumn discovered Joyce busily preparing for
his second hegira from the land of his birth. The thin sheaf of
poems that made up Chamber Music was placed in order and dis-
patched to Arthur Symons in London with a plea that he seek an
English publisher for them. Symons, although his vogue was dim-
ming in the plush complacencies of the Edwardian era, continued
to remain a modest power in the London literary scene, and, as he
had expressed some interest in Joyce's work, the young man experi-
enced no hesitancy in calling upon him for aid. Symons immedi-
ately submitted the manuscript to a young publisher named Grant
Richards. So much done, there remained the vital decision of where
to go and how to live. Joyce, though impractical in many ways, was
not foolish enough to imagine that Nora Barnacle and himself
could exist on his problematical literary earnings. What were they,
anyway? A few pounds, perhaps, from Chamber Music, provided
it was immediately published, and a few pounds more from peri-
odicals for the short stories—provided they were accepted. All the
rest was in the realm of unachieved conceptions. There remained,
then, the possibilities of some sort of hackwork, an uneventful
drudgery that would keep body and soul together until the great
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days of recognition and royalties arrived. Journalism? Well, that
was too uncertain. He had thought of that two years before in Paris
and discovered that he was temperamentally unsuked for it, that
indeed, it was a way of dow inglorious death. He was absolutdy
incapable of writing anything that he did not bedieve or fed and
what he believed and felt was not what the eminently safe and
commercially-bulldozed journals of the pos-Boar War era desred,
Teaching, then ? That sounded more practical. His excelent knowl-
edge of modern languages good him in good gead here and he
had already acquired some brief experience. Such a grind might
prove obnoxious to him but, at lead, it did not conflict with his
xgthctic ideals. But to teach one must ssaure a billet.

Where and how ? At first Joyce concaved the idea of going to
Sweden, to Stockholm, and settling there as a teacher of the Eng-
lish language. There was something fresh and invigorating in his
conception of the Scandinavian air that called to him. The "how' of
his question settled that. The 'how, of course was an employment
agency and the one to which he applied in England had no vacan-
des in Sweden. But it averred that it did have a pogt in the Berlitz
Schod in Zurich. Joyoe really having no choice in the matter, de-
cided that Switzerland would do and accderated the preparations
for his departure. There was clothing to be assmbled (some of it
secondhand) and money (a part of it borrowed) to be collected.
The trial chapter and notes for Stephen Hero and the jottings for
the short dories that would make up Dubliners were packed away
in the young man's scanty luggage. There were a few farewdls to
be made. Thee were easy for Joyce snsad the lack of faith in his
acquaintances and comrades and this, as always, heightened his
arrogance and deded his determination. John Eglinton was sure
that he would come back begging to Dublin; J. Francis Byrne was
certain that he would become a drunkard; Cosgravc, the " lecherous
lynx," prophesed that he would deveop into a nymphomaniac;
Skeffington, the bearded, knickcrbockered, sout reformer of sod-
ety, averred that he had made the migake of his life in the com-
rade he had chosn. All of them appeared to think that he was an
obginate creature with no sne of values (Dublin values to be
aure) leaping into the limitless void; none of them remembered the
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indomitable wings of Dedalus. Joyods pugnacious jaw thrust for-
ward. By God, he would show them all! In ten years time he
would give them a nove to talk about!

Joyce and Nora Barnade left from the North Wall on the
eighth day of October to ssk a new world of their own.
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drove in an open carriage from the imposing barracks of the

Gare Saint-Lazare to the Gare de I'Est. As the horse trotted
up the long crowded stretch of the Rue Lafayette, Joyce, seeted be-
sde his charming young companion and gazing out at the familiar
colour of the French capital, people hurrying in all directions and
cabs rattling to and fro, must have contrasted in his mind his pres-
ent status with the bleak haf-year that had ended eighteen months
before when his father's succinct telegram had abruptly withdrawn
him from the fringe of the Bohemian life of Paris. Then he had
been unanchored, as it were, able to sail on whatever ss he choss,
to venture any tempest, and to change his course a will. His only
duty was towards his art, an onerous duty but one that disciplined
all his snes Now everything was different. He had assumed a re-
sponsibility that would inevitably change the entire course of his
life. He was no longer the complete master of his destiny in so far
as he would have to correlate another's with his own. He would be
compelled to work now and work hard and not aone at that search
for literary perfection that was the abiding passon of his days and
nights. He would have to labour for bread, to accept the unwel-
come drudgery of dull routine in a language school that two might
not be hungry. He would have to creste a world that would please
a second person. What time would be left for creative writing?
Not as much as he desired, perhaps, but yet sufficient to make the
adventure worth while. He had announced to his companions in
Dublin, companions, of course, who scoffed in the natural Irish
fashion, that he would produce a great book, at least, a book that
pleased him, in ten years time. That would be in 1914. There was
time to spare, then, time to venture upon the complications of a
minage and assume the responsibilities of living as well as the
responsibilities of art. In spite of the scepticism of his friends he

was sure that his instinct was a proper one. He would s to it that
128

THE young couple arrived in Paris on the tenth of October and
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what had been ventured in passon would be vindicated by reason.
He would prove himself a human being as well as an arrogant
brain.

During this solitary day in Paris he found time to call upon his
earlier benefactor, Dr. Jacques Riviere, and secure a small loan from
him to augment the scanty sum that was carrying him and the
choice of his heart into the dubious future. On the eleventh of the
month the venturesome couple were in Zurich and settling them-
sves and their luggage in a modest third-rate hotel, the Gasthaus
Hoffnung." An immediate disappointment shocked Joyce into a
grave recognition of the responsibiltics he had so unthinkingly
assumed. There was no position waiting for him in the Berlitz
School. The employment agency that had dispatched him on this
wild-goose chase was aswindle. What could he do ? Returnignomin-
iously to Dublin and admit defeat? Try to write for newspapers
and endeavour to live the life of the impecunious free lance? He
remembered Paris, those freezing months when he had starved for
forty hours at a stretch, and shook his head. However, the direc-
tor of the Berlitz School in Zurich, one Malacrida, had a better idea.
He would query the various schools on the Continent for a possible
vacancy while Joyce attended in Zurich and stretched his scanty
means to cover as many days as possible. Joyce attended for three
weeks.

In the meantime there was Zurich to be explored.

The wide lake rippled gently under fleecy-clouded skies and
fresh autumn winds and sometimes there was a hint of winter, of
icy rains and invisible snows in the fleeting gusts. Far away were
the shining snow-capped pesks of mysterious mountains. Villages
glimmered in the near distance as one gazed across the waters,
Zollikon, Kilchberg, Erlenbach. One turned from the lake by the
regal Hotel Baur au Lac and sauntered back along the wide lime-
tree-shaded Bahnhofstrasse where the shop windows winked lux-
ury at the pedestrian and immediately before the pleased eyes lifted
the congested congeries of the city dominated by the double towers
of the Grossmunster and climbing to the high fringe of pine trees
so soon to be covered with their white mantles of snow. The blue

Y1t is now called the Gasthaus Spcer. Curiously enough, when the Joyce family re-
turned there in 1915 this hotel bore the name Gasthaus Doeblin.
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and white tramcars clattered by, their gongs sounding warning.
The two rivers that split the town—the limmat and the Sihl—
coursed through the coloured quarters, snakelike and silent under
the miniature bridges. From the bank of the Limmat rose the
Shipfe, the old section, with its seventeenth-century houses parad-
ing toward the sky. Everywhere there was something to engage the
eye, the Fraumunstcr, the Peterskirche, the white vision of the Uni-
versity, the Polytechnic, the Stadttheater. The dreets were ani-
mated. On all ddes passd the robust, self-confident Zurichers,
arguing, laughing, marvellously certain of themselves. And for the
imaginative mind of the scholar there were the memories of the
mighty who had strode the sreets of Zurich and found it a place
to remember and love, Klopstock, Wieland, Goethe, Klcist, Pcs
talozzi, Keller and Richard Wagner.

Joyce experienced an amost immediate sympathy for Zurich.
Perhaps even its remoteness from Roman Catholic Dublin enlarged
its virtues. It pleased him. Its sweep and height ssemed to give him
room to breathe. Its delicate white wines warmed his paate and the
Swiss-German language assuaged his car. He regretted that there
was no place for him in this active and desirable city for he felt
that he could work here, that he could carry on with serenity the
literary projects that were in his mind, the searies of short stories to
be called Dubliners and the novel, Stephen Hero, whose introduc-
tory chapter he had shown to John Eglinton so short a time before.
But he was no longer the complete master of his own fate. There
was another to consider and a livelihood to be won.

He was desperately low in funds when the director of the Ber-
litz School informed him that the long-sought vacancy had been lo-
cated at last. It was in Trieste, an immediate city of the Austro-
Hungarian Empire although its population was predominantly of
Italian blood. There Joyce was to report to the Berlitz School and,
presumably, begin his labours as a teacher of the English language.
It was during the first week in November that the young couple
started for the mysterious city. As the train chugged out of Zurich
station Joyce must have sighed a little. Zurich had pleased him so
much. But perhaps the day would come when he would live in
Zurich again and live there for a long time, long enough, indeed,
until the city became amost as familiar to him as hisown Dublin.
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Thetrain rushed southward and after an interminable period halted
in the gation of what appeared to be a great city, surey the end of
the grange new journey. The young couple dismounted from their
compartment and made their way out of the gation and into the
dregds A puzzled inquiry brought them the disturbing informa-
tion that they were in Laibach (now called Ljubljana) some saven
hours from Trieste. The train they had deserted was already hoot-
ing its way through the darkness for it was night, and there would
be no more traffic for the south and Trieste until the dawn came.
The two travelers crept into a near-by garden and remained there
until the morning. There was an Observatory here and they watched
and counted the dars that great whed of light that glowed above
the myserious city, and agreed that they were bright and glorious.
The rich odour of autumnal earth sugpired about them and they
were not unhappy at all.

In the morning they continued their journey and this time they
left the train in Trieste without making an error of place. But once
in the drange dreds they were in a quandary. Where would they
find lodgings? Joyce had failed to provide himsdf with this infor-
mation before he left Zurich. It was necessary that he do something
immediately about it. Therefore, he depodted his worried partner
in a garden opposte the sation and sarted off to make inquiries.
Reaching a small noisy cafe crowded with sailors he entered but no
ong had he aked his quedion than a squad of Austrian police
drove up to the door and arresed everybody in the place includ-
ing Joyce himsdf. The sailors were British sailors being rounded
up, as usual, by local palice at the request of the commander of the
vigting sguadron, which was about to move on, and the police,
hearing Joyoe gpesk English, thought he was a naval desarter at-
tempting a flight in civilian garb. The indignant sailors on the
other hand, were convinced that Joyce was a police oy st after
them when he responded to the offidals in Italian. For a moment
the Stuation ssemed ugly. But after great argument, many explana-
tions and the digplay of such identity papers as he carried the young
man was reluctantly rdeassd and information as to possble habi-
tations given him. Somewhat shaken by this unexpected experi-
ence he hurried back to the garden opposte the dation. It was a
perilous and disconcerting beginning and the young wanderers ven-

K
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tured rather timorously into the sreets of what they thought would
be their new home for a long period to come.

The lot of a Berlitz School teacher is an arduous one and in
the cae of a man like Joyce, whose interest in his teaching was
only perfunctory, it proved to be a deadly boring grind. For a sd-
ary amounting to approximately eighty pounds a year he taught a
heterogeneous group of people, ranging from counts and baron-
neses to hard-headed Jewish commercials and stokers and cooks,
a colloquial English calculated to carry them through English-
speaking countries without serious linguistic mishaps. The objective
aways was immediate vocabulary and a minimum of grammatical
drudgery. If Joyce, who regarded his teaching as no more than a
disappointing but necessary interruption of his proper life, was
sometimes dry and ironical with his bewildered students they do
not appear to have liked him the less for that. As a matter of fact,
despite his scorn for his routine he was extremely conscientious.
His career as a teacher may be said to have really begun in Pola to
which town he was sent very soon after he reported to the director
of the Berlitz School in Trieste. There, settled in a chamber at Via
Mcdolina, 7, he commenced the laborious task that was to continue
until the thunders of the Great War desfened all ears to the niceties
of language. This drudgery of teaching ran parallel with the com-
position of Dubliners, A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man,
Exiles and a good portion of Ulysses.

Pola, he decided, was a queer old place, but it possessd its
virtue in that it brought him his first Italian friends. They were
Alessandro Francini-Bruni, a young Florentine, and his recently-ac-
quired wife. Francini-Bruni taught the official Tuscan to those stu-
dents in the Berlitz School anxious to get rid of their harsh Tries-
tine dialect. As he was a qualified critic of the Italian language it is
interesting to note what he once said about Joycds command of the
tongue. "At that time [the first months in Pola] he spoke a rather
odd Italian,” Francini-Bruni declared, "an Italian covered with
wounds and scabs It was, in fact, a dead language, come to join
the babd of living tongues™
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Once settled in Pola the young man resumed his labours in
what spare time he could grasp for himself on the literary ventures
that his romantic flight from the North Wall had interrupted. The
notebooks were unpacked and the ink bottle uncorked. The novel
tentatively called Stephen Hero absorbed the larger part of his
energies. It was to be (as has been pointed out before) an autobio-
graphical book, a personal history, as it were, of the growth of a
mind, his own mind, and his own intensive absorption in himself
and what he had been and how he had grown out of the Jesuitical
garden of his youth. He endeavoured to s himself objectively, to
assume a godlike poise of watchfulness and observance over the
small boy and youth he called Stephen and who was really himself.
He recalled, not without nostalgia perhaps, the progressve seps of
that youth's march towards maturity and piled up page after page
of memories, of observant comment, of fastidious characterizations,
always aiming towards his objective—the portrait of the artist as
a young man. The notebook he had started in Paris was continued
and in it he s# down the unhesitating march towards that aethetic
upon which his art was based and which his hero was to enunciate.
As, for instance:

Bonum et in quod tendit appctitus.

S. Thomas Aquinas.

The goaod is that towards the possssson of which an appetite tends:
the good is the dedrable. The true and the beautiful are the mog per-
sgent orders of the desrable. Truth is desred by the intellectual appetite
which is appeasad by the mog satiffying relations of the intdligible;
beauty is desred by the aeshetic appetite which is appeased by the most
satisfying relations of the sengble The true and the beautiful arc spirit-
ually posesed; the true by intdlection, the beautiful by apprehenson,
and the appetites which dedre to poses them, the intelectual and

aeshdic appdtites, arc therefore spiritual appsdites. . . .
JA.J. Pola, 7 X1 04.

Pulcera sunt quae visa placent.

S. Thomas Aquinas.

Those things are beautiful the apprehenson of which pleasss There-
fore beauty is that quality of a sngble object in virtue of which its ap-
prehenson pleasss or satidies the aethdic appetite which dedres to ap-
prehend the mog satisfying relations of the sengble Now the act of ap-
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prehenson involves at leas two activities, the activity of cognition or
smple perception and the activity of consequent satifaction recognition.
(1f?) the activity of Smple perception is like every other activity, itsdf
pleasant (,?) every sengble object that has been apprehended can be
said in the first place to have been and to be beautiful- in a measure
beautiful; and even the mos hideous object can be said to have been
and to be beautiful in so far asit has been apprehended. In regard then
to that part of the act of apprehenson which is called the activity of
smple perception there is no sengble object which cannot be said to be
in a measure beautiful.

With regard to the sscond part of the act of apprehenson which
is called the activity of recognition it may further be said that there is
no activity of ample perception to which there does not sucossd in what-
Lever measure the activity of recognition. For by the activity of recog-
nition is meant an activity of decison; and in accordance with this
activity in all conceivable cases a sengble object is said to be satisfying
or dissatisfying. But the activity of recognition is, like every other activ-
ity, itsdf pleasant and therefore every object that has been apprehended
is secondly in whatsoever measure beautiful. Consequently even the most
hideous object may be said to be beautiful for this reason as it is a priori
said to be beautiful in s far as it encounters the activity of smple
per ception.

Sensghle objects, however, are said conventionally to be beautiful or
not for neither of the foregoing reasons but rather by reason of the
nature, degree and duration of the satisfaction resulting from the appre-
henson of them and it is in accordance with thee latter meredy that
the words 'beautiful' and 'ugly* are used in practical aesthetic philosophy.
It remains then to be said that thee words indicate only a greater or
less measure of reaultant satifaction and that any sensble object, to
which the word 'ugly* is practically applied, an object, that is the appre-
henson of which results in a small measure of sethetic satisfaction, is,
in 0 far as its apprehension reaults in any measure of satisfaction what-
Lever, said to be for the third time beautiful. . . .

JA.J. Pola, 15 X1 04.

The Act of Apprehension.
It has been said that the act of apprehenson involves at least two
activities—the activity of cognition or ssimple perception and the activity

of recognition. The act of apprehenson, however, in its most complete
form involves three activities—the third being the activity of satisfaction*
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By reason of the fact that these three activities are all pleasant themsdves
evay sngble object that has been apprehended must be doubly and
may be trebly beautiful. In practical aegheic philosophy the epithets
'beautiful* and 'ugly' arc applied with regard chiefly to the third activity,
with regard, that is to the nature, degree and duration of the satisfaction
resultant from the apprehenson of any snsble object and therefore any
sengble object to which in practical aeghetic philosophy the epithet 'beau-
tiful' is applied mus be trebly beautiful, must have encountered, that is,
the three activities which are involved in the ad of apprehenson in its
most complete form. Practically then the quality of beauty in itsdf must
involve three congituents to encounter each of these three activities. . . .
J.AJ. Pola. 16 XI 04.

It is to be hoped that some ambitious young student of aesthetics
in one of the greater universities will, sooner or later, base a pains
taking thess on the aesthetic reasoning and development of the
youthful James Joyce. In the notes s¢ forth above and in A Portrait
of the Artist asa Young Man there is plenty of material from which
to work.

In this same early cahier, too, Joyce s down odd scraps,
phrases and hintsfor the novel and they reveal so clearly the widely-
sear ching antennae of the creator exploring for precisons and mo-
tives that a sdection from them should be s down here, affording
the reader a behind-the-scenes peep, as it were, into the artist's inti-
mate wor kshop.

Greek culture (Iliad) Barbarian (Bible)

Spiritual and temporal power
Priests and police in Ireland

Catacombsand vermin
La Suggcdione L ctteraria

Irdland—an afterthought of Europe
Beauty is 20 difficult
| once saw a bleeding Christ—(W. Yeats) quoting Bcarddey

Old Murray and Dante

'Miss Esposito, | never s a roxe but | think of you!

'l got the highest marks in mathematics of any man that ever went
in/
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'Ah, Paris? What's Paris? The theatres, the cafes Its petites femmes
desboulevards!

Ladies bonnets. High mass at the Pro-Cathedral.

Signs of Zodiac. Earth a living being.

'The English have their music-hall songs but we have the mdodies!

Moments of spiritual life.

'That queer thing—genius.

'Synges play is Greek,' said Yeats, €tc.

"With all his eccentricities he remains a dear fellow.'

Dr. Doherty and the Holy City

Strangers are contemporary posterity—Chamfort.

The artillery of heaven

Mrs. Riordan and the breadcrumbs

Spittin' and spattin' on the floor

Consumatum est

Dog an' divil

Make death a capital offence in England; end of modern English
plays, Fr. Delaney.

'Yigterday' F. Butt Moloney (Clery)

Kinahan and Boccacdo

Kinahan Enc. Britt. 'Socialism'’

The icecream |talian—Rossctti

The marsupials

Art has the gift of tongues

'Special reporter’ noves

‘on our dde every time

centripetal writing

every bond is a bond to sorrow

With men women do not think independantly

What is the ambition of the hero's valet?

Love—an intimate, desrous dependance.

Church cals it a low vice to srve the body, to make a God of the
bdly, and a high virtue to make a temple of it.

The egoig revenges himsdf on his loves for the redrictions his
higher morality lays upon him.

Unlike Saul, the son of Kish, Tolstoy ssams to have come out to
find a kingdom and to have found his father's ases
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Coyne: Beauty is a white light.
Joyce Made up of seven colours.

Coyne and rédligious landscape

"The blanket with the hole in the middle was not the dress of the
ancient Irish but was introduced by the indecent Saxon."

Shakespeare, Sophodes and |bsen

Walshe didn't know how anyone could know more about Ibsen
than F. Butt did.

Starkey thinks Ibsn's mind a chaos "Hcdda should get a kick in
the aree"

| am unhappy all day—the cause is | have been walking on my heds
not from the ball of my foot.

The music-hall, not Poetry, a criticism of life.

Thevulgarian priest

Byrne

Features of the Middle Age: a pale, square large-boned face an
aquiline nose with wide nogtrils rather low in his face, a tight-
shut lifdess mouth, full of pregudice, brown eyes & wide apart
under short thick eyebrows and a long narrow forehead with
short coarse black hair brushed up off it resting on his temples
like an iron crown.

The Grand Byrne.

Wicklow.

Brutal 'bloody" 'flamin"'

Thomas Sguaretoes

Talking likea pint

Deprecate ke 0

Did that bloody boat the Seaqucen ever dart?

Immor al plebeian

His Intensity The Sea-green Incorruptible

to make medrink

Stannie takes off his hat

There was a page, too, devoted to notes for the series of short
stories he was writing.

For 'Dubliners

High jnstep
Foretelling rain by pain of corns
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'the world will not willingly let die

'which, if anything that the hand of man has wrought of nobfe and
inspiring and beautiful deserves to live desrves to live

'that way madness lies

The United Sates of Europe

Sck and indigent roomkeepers

Loguc: a handsome face in repose

Lightning: a livid woundlike flash

God plays sKittles. thunder

Tips: palm-oil

To soff—to devour

Medieval artig—lice in a friar's beard

The cold flesh of priests

A woman is a fruit

Paris—a lamp for lovers hung in the wood of the world

To take the part of England and her tradition againg Irish-America

Mac—Be Jaze, that put the kybosh on me

S D.

Sx medical sudents under my direction will write Paradise Lost
except 100 lines.

The editor of the Evening Telegraph will write the Senstive Plant
Hellenism—European appendicitis.

And during this short period in Pola he wrote the fourth story
in that series He called it "Hallow Eve' but when it was finally
published it appeared under the title of " Clay."

At the same time he gave himself some bitter amusement in
concocting a satiric attack on his Dublin contemporaries that was
compact with all the arrogance of his scornful youth. He had it
printed as a broadside and dispatched to all the victims mentioned
init. It was called " The Holy Office."

Mysef unto mysdf will give

This name, Katharsis-Purgative.

I, who dishevelled ways forsook

To hold the poets grammar-book,
Bringing to tavern and to brothe
The mind of witty Aristotle,

Lest bards in the attempt should err
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Must here be my interpreter:
Wherefore receive now from my lip
Peripatetic scholarship.

To enter heaven, travel hell,

Be piteous or terrible,

One positively needs the ease

Of plenary indulgences.

For every true-born mysticist

A Dante is, unprejudiced,

Who safe at ingle-nook, by proxy,
Hazards extremes of heterodoxy,
Like him who finds a joy at table,
Pondering the uncomfortable.
Ruling on€'s life by commonsense
How can one fail to be intense?

But I must not accounted be

One of that mumming company—
With him who hies him to appease
His giddy dames* frivolities

While they console him when he whinges
With gold-embroidered Celtic fringes—
Or him who sober all the day

Mixes a naggin in his play—

Or him whose conduct "seems to own"
His preference for a man of "tone'—
Or him who plays the ragged patch
To millionaires in Hazelpatch

But weeping after holy fast
Confesses all his pagan past—

Or him who will his hat unfix
Neither to malt nor crucifix

But show to all that poor-dressed be
His high Castilian courtesy—

Or him who loves his Master dear—
Or him who drinks his pint in fear—
Or him who once when snug abed
Saw Jesus Christ without his head
And tried so hard to win for us
The long-lost works of Eschylus.

But all these men of whom | speak
Make me the sewer of their clique.
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That they may dream their dreamy dreams
| carry off their filthy streams

For | can do those things for them
Through which | lost my diadem;
Those things for which Grandmother Church
Left me severely in the lurch.

Thus | relieve their timid arses,
Perform my office of Katharsis.

My scarlet leaves them white as wool.
Through me they purge a bellyful.

To dster mummers one and all

| act as vicar-general,

And for each maiden, shy and nervous,
| do a similar kind service.

For | detect without surprise

That shadowy beauty in her eyes,

The "dare not" of sweet maidenhood
That answers my corruptive "would."
Whenever publicly we meet

She never seems to think of it;

At night when close in bed she lies
And feds my hand between her thighs
My little love in light attire

Knows the soft flame which is desire.
But Mammon places under ban

The usss of Leviathan

And that high spirit ever wars

On Mammon's countless servitors,

Nor can they ever be exempt

From his taxation of contempt.

So distantly | turn to view

The shnmblings of that motley crew,
Those souls that hate the strength that mine has
Steeled in the school of old Aquinas.
Where they have crouched and crawled and prayed
1 stand, the self-doomed, unafraid,
Unfcllowed, friendless and alone,
Indifferent as the herring-bone,

Firm as the mountain-ridges where

| flash my antlers on the air.

Let them continue as is meet
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To adequate the balanceshed.

Though they may labour to the grave
My spirit shall they never have

Nor make my soul with thers as one

Till the Mahamanvantara be done

And though they sourn me from their door
My soul shall sourn them evermore

With such labours as thexe Joyce filled the larger part of his
Yare time; yet he found opportunity, too, to enjoy the lighter and
more frivolous gde of life. Though non-committal and averse to
giving himsdf to drangers he was always willing to unloosen his
'talktapes with friends and intimate acquaintances There were
joyous dinners with the Francini-Brunis, much drinking of light
wines and even the extravagance of a trip on the little geamer to
the Idand of Brioni. He was in a light-hearted country where every
tiny fead was enlarged into a holiday and he relished that way of
living. For the time being he was comparatively light-hearted, too,
taking his colour from his surroundings. His work ssamed to march
and his material necessties were sufficently satisfied. Though he
was not living like a king neither was he living like a poor sudent
of the humanities in Paris. True enough, his book of varse did not
s to travel rapidly towards the printing press Impatient at the
dday and hearing from Arthur Symons that Grant Richards was in
bankruptcy he digpatched a note to that publisher.

7 via Meddling,
Pola, Austria.
The Manager,
Grant Richards,
London.
DEAR SR,

| wrote to you at the beginning of Oddber lag from Dublin asking
you to let me know what you had dedded to do with the baok of my
vass (" Chamber Mudc') which Mr. Arthur Symons gave you to con-
dde and in reply | recaived a card from you saying that you would let
me know definitdy in a day or two. May | ak you to tell me by return
whether you intend to print them or nat and, in cae you do nat intend
to print them* to snd them to me without dday as | want to try and
publish them somenhere as soon as possble and | have already refussd
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to acoept the offer of another publishing firm because | thought there
was a prospect of your bringing the book out.
Faithfully yours,
JAS A JOYCE.
16 January 1905

Grant Richards eventually replied:

| mugt apologize for not having sooner answered your letter with
reference to the M S. of your versss | regret to say that it is not at pres
ent possble for me to make any arrangements for the publication of the
book, but | may say that | admire the work exceedingly and if you
would leave the matter open for a few wedks it is possble that | might
then be able to make you some offer. The MS. | regret to sy has been
packed up by some mistake with some furniture of mine that has been
warehoused and it is not easy for mc at the moment to get at it so that
in any cae | shall be glad if you can leave the whole quesion over for
a short time.

Even this did not dispirit the young man too much. He had
yet to be weakened by the dow torture of the procrastination of
publishers.

Early in March 1905, Joyce was recalled to Trieste where a pos-
tion similar to the one he held in Pola awaited him in the Berlitz
School at Via S. Nicold, 32. He secured living quarters at Piazza
Pontcrosso, 3 1'11. and settled down to his sedentary labours. He
would have to work harder than ever now for he had known for
some time that he would be a father by midsummer. With the
promptitude of most expectant fathers he had already sdected two
names for the newcomer. If it were a boy he would call him George
after his brother who had died at an early age; if it were a girl he
would call her Lucy.

Time now marched fast. The pile of manuscript called Stephen
Hero grew mightily. New stories for Dubliners were sketched out
and then written. And he dove into the variegated life of Trieste
with the pleasure of a dolphin diving in familiar waters. Every
agpect of the city seemed to please him, the picturesque life along
the quays, the diverse ways of the Citta Vecchia with their wine-
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shops and cheap restaurants, the oxcarts rumbling through the
dreds the congant processons when red blankets hung out of
windows and candles glimmered behind them, the Albanians in
native codumes and the brilliantly shawled women—for none of
them wore hats—leaving the theatres the countless barres of cof-
fee outdde the shops and their rich odour impregnating the air,
the giant watermelons piled in the squares and the lights flaring on
their crimson succulence until two or three ddock in the morning,
the Sunday loiterers playing bowls or mora, the carnival masks
crowding the dregs on Shrove Tuesday, the nutria caps and fur
coets and coloured collars and sk shawls passing on all Sdes the
sde-whiskered image of the Emperor Franz Josph in white tunic
ador ning every tobacco shop, the huge powdered beadle at the Opera
who bawled for carriages and the three opera sssons themsdves—
the Chrigmas and Carnival ssasn at the Tcatro Communalc and
the summer sasn in the open-air theatre and the autumn seasn at
the Politeama, the excited jabber of buyers and Hlers in the mar-
kets for there were no s prices the smdl of fish and the sght
of s iders cooked in their shdls the innumerable taverns bear-
ing Christian names and, above all, the Tricgtincs, charitable, witty,
irreligious, soeptical, fond of cakes and the black wine of Istria and
the fortified vin rosi—the Opollo from Lissa. Even the 'bora,’ that
dreadful wind that blew so fiercdly through the town that ropes had
to be gretched aross the dregts to aid pededrians, fascinated him
as one of the irresgible phenomena of nature. Many years later he
remarked to a friend: "1 cannot begin to give you the flavour of
the old Austrian Empire. It was a ramshackle affair but it was
charming, gay, and | experienced more kindnesses in Trieste than
eve before or ance in my life . . . Times pag cannot return but |
wish they were back."

[f, however, the town with its multiple attractions pleased him,
0 much could not be said for his personal life. Despite the ground
he had covered (and in July he was enumerating what he had
achieved in a letter to his brother Sanidaus—". . . in these nine
months | have begotten a child, written 500 pages of my nove,
written three of my dories, learned German and Danish fairly well,
besdes discharging the intolerable (to me) duties of my postion
and swindling two tailors') he was increasngly dissatified with
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his place in time. He was impatient with what he regarded as the
duggishness of the tide that was carrying him on. And he became
suspicious and sengitive at what he was convinced was the scorn-
ful rudeness of people observing the condition of his partner in
life. Indeed, it became necessary for him to change lodgings once
or twice and finally he moved into the household of a Jew, Moise
Canarutto, next door to the Berlitz School. It was from this place,
Via S. Nicolo, 30, that he walked one day early in July across
Trieste and into the adjoining wood.

The damned monotonous summer was over [ hewrote to his brother]
and the rain and soft air made me think of the beautiful (and | am seri-
ous) climate of Ireland! | hate a damn slly sun that makes men into
butter. I st down miles away from everybody on a bench surrounded
by tall trees The Bora (the Trieste wind) was roaring through the tops
of the trees | sniffed up all the fragrance of the earth and offered up
this following prayer (not identical with that which Renan offered upon
the Acropolis):

'0O. Vague Something behind everything.

For the love of the Lord Christ change my curse0-God date of affairs.
Give me for Chrig's sske a pen and an ink-bottle and some pesce
of mind, and then, by the crucified Jaysus if | don't sharpen that
little pen and dip it into fermented ink and write tiny little san-
tences about the people who betrayed me, send me to hell. After all,
there arc many ways of betraying people. It wasn't only the Galilean
auffered that. Whoever the hell you arc, | inform you that this is a
poor comedy you expect me to play and I'm damned to hel if 1'll
play it for you. What do you mean by urging me to be forbearing?
For your ske | refrained from taking a little black fellow from
Bristol by the nape of the neck and hurling him into the srest when
he spat some of his hatched venom at me. But my heroic nature
urged me to do this because he was smaller than I. For your sake
| allowed a cydig to use towards mc his ignoble and cowardly man-
ners, pretending to see nothing, pretending that he was my equal.
| sorrowfully confess to you, old chap, that | was a damn fool. But
if you will only grant that thing | ak you for | will go to Paris
where | bdieve there is a pason by the name of Anatole France
much admired by a Cetic philologis by the name of Goodbctterbest
and I'll say to him, "Repected mader, is this pen poinud enough?"
Amen.'
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On Thursday the twenty-seventh of July at nine o'clock in the
evening Joyces first child was born and the excited father received
his first felicitations from the aged Jewish aunt of Canarutto who
approached him smiling and nodding and saying, "Xe un bel
maschio, signore."

During this period Joyce's sate of mind was not improved by
the misfortunes of Chamber Music. Grant Richards could not pub-
lish the verses (in the near future, anyway) unless the author fur-
nished part of the money. Both Heinemann and T. Fisher Unwin
flatly refused the book. A short story, "Hallow Eve" ("Clay"), was
rejected by the Literary World. All this exasperaied the young man
and increased his reslessness Pictures of Ireland, of Dublin, con-
stantly flashed through his mind and he desired someone who knew
his native city as intimately as he did as a companion for walks
and conversations. He thought instinctively of his brother Stanis-
laus with whom he possessed so much in common and to whom he
had written so many letters concerning his ambitions, hardships
and disappointments. It would be a splendid thing to have Stanis-
laus with him in Trieste for Stanidaus was intelligent and sensitive
and endowed with a goodly measure of artistic perception. So as
the summer passed Joyce broached this matter to his brother and,
receiving a favorable response, st about to make it possble. The
way for the advent of Stanidaus was cleared when one of the Ber-
litz School teachers, who had quarrelled with the director, was dis-
charged. The vacant place was offered through Joyce to his brother
and on October 24, 1905, Stanidaus left Dublin and arrived in
Trieste a few days later. He was not yet twenty-one years of age
but he was quite equipped to act as an adequate foil to Joyces rest-
lessly-darting mind. With him he brought the aroma and paradoxi-
cal temperament of the city by the Liffey, its gossp and irony, its
sudden flares of temper and bursts of laughter and mischievous
ridicule and exaggeration. At last, Joyce had someone with whom
to converse in the way that he desired to converse.

v

By Novejnbcr Joyce had completed the twelve stories that made
up his scheme of Dubliners and on December 3, 1905, he sent the
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manuscript to Grant Richards who appears to have partially ex-
tricated himself from the toils of bankruptcy. But before this, on
October fifteenth, he had written to that unpredictable publisher:

ViaS. Nicolo, 30.
DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

Mr. Symons wrote to me saying that Messrs Congable and Com-
pany,,to whom he had spoken of me, had invited me to send them the
MS. of my two books. Accordingly | made a copy of 'Chamber Musct
and sent it to them today. | am not sure whether you will think this act
of mine discourteous but | hardly know what to do. | think you had
better keep my versss as it is mog probable that Messys Congable and
Company will refuse the book.

The second book which | have ready is called 'Dublincrs. It is a
collection of twelve short dories It is possble that you would congder
it to be of a commercial nature. | would gladly submit it to you before
sending it to Mess's Congable, and, if you could promise to publish it
soon, | would gladly agree. Unfortunately | am in such drcumsances
that it is necessary for me to have either of the books published as soon
as posshle

| do nat think that any writer has yet presented Dublin to the world.
It has been a capital of Europe for thousands of years it is supposad to
be the second city of the British Empire and it is nearly three times as
big as Venice. Moreover, on account of many drcumstances which |
cannot detail here, the expresson Dubliner ssams to me to bear some
meaning and | doubt whether the same can be said for such words as
‘Londoner' and 'Parisan, both of which have been usad by writers as
titles. From time to time | se in publishers® ligs announcements of books
on Irish subjects o that | think people might be willing to pay for the
specia odour of corruption which, | hope, floats over my dories

Faithfully yours
JAS A JOYCE.

The young man's history, so far as it concerns the world, be-
comes from now on the history of Dublincrs. He had his brother
with him, he had his young son to observe, he had his routine at
the Berlitz School, he had the vie rnouvementic of Trieste, and,
eventually, he had a house of his own (shared with the Francini-
Brunis) at Via Giovanni Boccaccio, 1, on the outskirts of the Italo-
Austrian city and all of this was good in so far as it fortified his
ambitions as a creative artist. To follow his progress now one must
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follow the series of letters he wrote to Grant Richards and find re-
flected in them the struggle of the artist against prejudice, against
compromise, againgt the shoddinesses and hesitations of the British
bourgeoisie. L et us start with a letter written on February 28, 1906.
Joyce had just received a letter of acceptance for Dublincrs from the
British publisher.
Via Giovanni Boccaccio, 1.
Trieste, Austria.
DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

| hardly know what you wish me to write as a description of the
book. | sketched it for you in former letters but perhaps you want a
complete description. The only thing | could think of was to ak my
brother to write a short account of the book and this 1 now endose you.
It expressss my aim very well and you are free to us it as well as any
notice of your own which sams to you suitable. Naturally you know
better than | what is needed.

As for the appearance of the book | am content to leave it to your
judgement. | have no books here to sdet from my library being com-
posed mainly of bundles of old letters. | would not like the book to be
too dim in form. If you send me in your reply to this details of, say, two
gyles of binding | will choose one of them. On one point | would wish
you to be careful. | would like the printer to follow the manuscript ac-
curately in punctuation and arrangement. Inverted commas, for ingance,
to endose dialogue always ssemed to me a great eyesre

| doubt if June would be a good time to publish the book. | would
prefer some date early in May, or, if that is not possble September.

You have aked me to tell you what | am doing and what my
progects are. | am an English teacher here in a Berlitz Schoal. | have
been here for sixteen months during which time | have achieved the
ddicate tak of living and of supporting two other trusting souls on a
slary of £80 a year. | am employed to teach young men of this city the
English language as quickly as possble with no ddays for degarice and
recave in return tenpence for every sixty minutes so spent. | must not
omit to mention that | teach ds a baroness

My progpedts are the chance of, getting money enough from my
book or books to enable me to resume my interrupted life. | hope thee
details will not bore you as much as they bore me. In any casg | give
them to you only because you have asked for them.

| return YOu the contract sgned by me. | hope you will write to
me as Lon as posshle 0 that the date of the appearance and form of

L
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the book may be soon agreed on. | have snt you a sory Two Gallants
and propose adding one more gory to the book. | have written part of
it and can promise that it will be ready during Mar ch.
Faithfully yours
JAS A JOYCE.

In another letter, written on the thirteenth of March, Joyce ac-
knowledges receipt of the signed contract from Grant Richards and
also describes the size of Stephen Hero.

Via Giovanni Boccacdio, 1.
Trieste, Austria.
DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

| am obliged to you for your letter and copy of the contract. If
Dubliners cannot be published in May | should prefer September. | shall
snd you in a week or S0 the lag gory which is to be inserted between
The Boarding House and Counterparts so that you may procesd with
the printing of the book. Being a first offender 1 cannot judge of the
financial prospects of my book of dories It ssms to me, however, that
if it had any sde in England you might perhaps be able to arrange an
edition for America where there arc some fifteen millions of my coun-
trymen.

You suggest | should write a novel in some sense autobiographical.
| have aready written a thousand pages of such a novd, as | think |
told you, 914 pages to be accurate. | calculate that these twenty-five chap-
ters about half of the book, run into 150000 words. But it is quite im-
possble for me in present drcumstances to think the res of the book
much less to write it. . . .

| shall be glad to hear from you when you have decided in what
form you will bring out Dublincrs.

Faithfully yours
JAS A JOYCE

One would think that with the contracts signed, the obvious
approval of the publisher for the book and the unmistakable quality
of the work itself that the way was clear for the publication of
Dublincrs. It is possble that Joyce thought so for a few weeks. But
there was an antagonist with whom he had not thought to cope,
the British Philistine, that last bulwark of mediocrity in a world
that was rushing into the future. The British Printer raised his
Moral Thumb, blew his Moral Nose and lifted hi/Moral Eye
brows. Joyces letter of May fifth explains all.
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Via Giovanni Boccaccio, 1.
Trieste, Austria.
DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

| am sorry you do not tell me why the printer, who ssams to be
the barometer of English opinion, refuses to print Two Gallants and
makes marks in the margin of Counterparts. Is it the small gold coin
in the former gory or the code of honour which the two gallants live by
which shocks him? | s nothing which should shock him in either of
these things. His idea of gallantry has grown up in him (probably) dur-
ing the reading of the novds of the eder Dumas and during the per-
formance of romantic plays which presented to him cavaliers and ladies
in full dress But | am sure he is willing to modify his fantagtic views.
| would strongly recommend to him the chapters wherein Ferrero ex-
amines the moral code of the soldier and (incidentally) of the gallant.
But it would be usdess for | am sure that in his heart of hearts he is a
militarist.

He has marked three passges in Counterparts:

‘aman with two esablishments to keep up, of course hecouldn't . . .

'Farrington said he wouldn't mind having the far one and began
to amile at her . . .

'She continued to cag bold glances at him and changed the postion
of her legs often; and when she was going out she brushed againg his
chair and said " Pardon,” in a Cockney accent . . *

His marking of the first passage makes me think that thereis priestly
blood in him: the soent for immoral alusons is certainly very keen here.
To me this passage ssams as childlike as the reports of divorce cass in
The Standard. Or, is it possble that this same printer (or maybe some
near relative of his) will read (nay more, actually collaborate in) that
solemn journal which tdls its readers not merdy that Mrs. So and So
misconducted hersdf with Captain So and So but even how often she
misconducted hersdf with him. The word 'etablishment* is surdy as
inoffensve as the word 'misconducted.’

It is eeder to undergand why he has marked the sscond passage
and evident why he has marked the third. But | would refer him again
to that respectable organ the reporters of which arc allowed to esk of
uch intimate things as even |, a poor artist, have but dared to suggedt.
O oneeyed printer! Why has he desended with his blue pencil, full
of the Holy Ghost, upon theee passages and allowed his companions to
s up in type reports of divorce cases and ragging stenes and casss of
criminal assault—reports moreover, which are to be read by an ‘incon-
veniendy large section of the general public?
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There remains his final objection to the word 'bloody.* | cannot
know, of coursg from what he derives the word or whether, in his plain
blunt way, he acoepts it as it dands. In the latter case his aobjection is
abaurd and in the former cae (if he follows the only derivation | have
heard for it) it is strange that he should object more strongly to a pro-
fane use of the name of the Virgin than to a profane use of the name
of God. Where is his English Protestantism? | mysdf can bear witness
that | have ssn in modern English print such expressons as *by God'
and 'damn.' Some cunning Jesuit must have tempted our stout Protestant
from the path of righteousness that he defends the honour of the Virgin
with such virgin ardour.

As for my part and share in the book | have already told you all
I have to tell. My intention was to write a chapter of the moral higtory
of my country and | chose Dublin for the ssene because that city ssemed
to me the centre of paralyss. | have tried to present it to the indifferent
public under four of its agpects childhood, adolescence, maturity and
public life. The dories arc arranged in this order. | have written it for
the mog part in a gyle of scrupulous meanness and with the conviction
that he is a very bold man who dares to alter in the presentment, ill
more to deform, whatever he has ssn and heard. | cannot do any more
than this. | cannot alter what | have written. All these objections of
which the printer is now the mouthpiece arose in my mind when | was
writing the book, both as to the themes of the dories and their manner
of treatment. Had | listened to them | would not have written the book.
| have come to the concluson that | cannot write without offending
people. The printer denounces Two Gallants and Counterparts. A Dub-
liner would denounce vy Day in the Committee Room. The more subtle
inquisitor will denounce An Encounter, the enormity of which the
printer cannot se because he i, as | said, a plain blunt man. The Irish
prieg will denounce The Sisters. The Irish boarding-house keeper will
denounce The Boarding-House. Do not let the printer imagine, for good-
ness sake, that he is going to have all the barking to himsdf.

1 can = plainly that there are two ddes to the matter but unfortu-
nately |1 can occupy only one of them. | will not fall into the error of
uggesting to you which dde you should occupy but it ssams to me that
you credit the printer with too infallible a knowledge of the future, |
know very little of the date of English literature at present nor do |
know whether it desrves or not the eminence which it occupies as the
laughing-stock of Europe. But | sugpect that it will follow the other
countries of Europe as it did in Chaucer's time. You have opportunities
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to observe the phenomenon at dose range. Do you think that The Sec-
ond Mrs. Tanqueray would not have been denounced by a manager of
the middle Victorian period, or that a publisher of that period would
not have rgected a book by George Moore or Thomas Hardy? And if a
change is to take place | do not s¢ why it should not begin now.

You tell mein concluson that | am endangering my future and your
reputation. | have shown you earlier in the letter the frivolity of the
printer's objections and | do not s how the publication of Dubliners
as it now gands in manuscript could possbly be conddered an outrage
on public morality. | am willing to believe that when you advise me not
to padg in the publication of dories such as those you have returned
to me you do so with a kind intention towards me; and | am sure you
will think me wrong-headed in perssting. But if the art were any other,
if | were a painter and my book were a picture you would be less ready
to condemn me for my wrong-hcadedness if | refused to alter certain
details. These details may now ssem to you unimportant but if | took
them away Dubliners would seem to me like an egg without slt. In
fact, | am somewhat curious to know what, if these and smilar points
have been condemned, has been admired in the book at all?

| se now that my letter is becoming nearly as long as my book.
| have touched on every point you raise in order to give you reason for
the faith that isin me. | have not, however, said what a disappointment
it would be to me if you were unable to share my views. | do not spesk
s0 much of a material asof a moral disappointment. But | think | could
more easly reconcile mysdf to such a disappointment than to the thou-
sand little regrets and sf-reproaches which would certainly make me
their prey afterwards.

Believe me, dear Mr. Grant Richards,

Faithfully yours
JAS A JOYCE.

On May thirteenth, having received an unsatisfactory reply
from Grant Richards, Joyce continued his sdf-defence.

Via Giovanni Boccacdo, i.
Trieste, Audtria.
DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,
| am sorry that in reply to my letter you have written one of so
generalizing a character. | do not sc how you can expect me to agree
with you abgut the imposshbility of publishing the book as it is. Your
satement that no publisher could issue such a book seams to me some
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what categorical. You must not imagine that the attitude | have taken
up is in the leas heroic. The fact is | cannot s&2 much reason in your
complaints.

You complain of Two Gallants, of a pasage in Counterparts and
of the word 'bloody' in Grace. Are these the only things that prevent
you from publishing the book? To begin at -the end: the word 'bloody'
occurs in that sory twice in the following passage

‘At dinner, you know. Then he has a bloody big bowl of cabbage
before him on the table and a bloody big spoon like a shovd, ec!

This | could alter, if you indg. | se no reason for doing so but if
this point alone prevented the book from being published | could put
another word ingead of 'bloody." But this word occurs esewhere in the
book in vy Day in the Committee-Room, in The Boarding-House, in
Two Gallants:

'And one night, man, she brought me two bloody fine cigars, etc.
Two Gallants.

'Her€'s this fellow come to the throne after his bloody owld mother
keeping him out of it till the man was grey, etc/
Ivy Day in the Committee-Room.

. . if any fellow tried that sort of a game on with his 9¢er hed
bloody well put his teeth down his throat, so he would . . /
The Boarding-House.

The first passage | could alter. The second passage (with infinite
regret) | could alter by omitting the word simply. But the third passage
| absolutdly could not alter. Read The Boarding-House yoursdf and tell
me frankly what you think. The word, the exact expression | have used,
is in my opinion the one expression in the English language which can
cregte on the reader the effect which | wish to create. Surely you can
see this for yoursdf? And if the word appears once in the book it may
as well appear three times. Is it not ridiculous that my book cannot be
published because it contains this one word which is nether indecent
nor blagphemous?

The objections raised againg Counterparts seam to me equally trivial.
Is it posble that at this age of the world in the country which the
ingenuous L atins are fond of calling 'the home of liberty' an allusion to
'two egtablishments cannot appear in print or that | cannot write the
phrase 'she changed the postion of her legs often? To invoke the name
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of Areopagitica in this conneaion would be to render the artist as absurd
as the printer.

You sy it is a small thing | am asked to do, to eface a word here
and there. But do you not st dearly that in a short sory above all such
cffacement may be fatal? You cannot sy that the phrass objected to
are gratuitous and impossble to print and at the same time approve of
the tenor of the book. Granted this latter as legitimate | cannot se how
anyone can consde these minute and necesary details illegitimate. |
must sy that these objections ssem to me illogical. Why do you not
object to the theme of An Encounter, to the passage 'he sood up dowly
saying that he had to leave us for a few minutes, ec. . . . '? Why do
you not object to the theme of The Boarding-House? Why do you omit
to cenaure the allusions to the Royal Family, to the Holy Ghog, to the
Dublin Police, to the Lord Mayor of Dublin, to the cities of the plain,
to the Irish Parliamentary Party, ec? As | told you in my lag letter |
cannot understand what has been admired in the book at all if these
pasages have been condemned. What would remain of the book if | had
to dface everything which might give offence? The title, perhaps.

You mug allow me to sy that | think you are unduly timid. There
is nothing 'impossble® in the book, in my opinion. You will not be
prosecuted for publishing it. The wors that will happen, | upposs is
that some critic will allude to me as the 'lrish Zola.!' But even such a
display of the critical intelect should not be suffidently terrible to deter
you from bringing out the book. I am not, as you may suppose, an ex-
tremely busnesslike person but | confes | am puzzled to know why
all these objections were not raisad at firs. When the contract was sgned
| thought everything was over: but now | find 1 must plunge into a
correspondence which, | am afraid, tends only to agitate my nerves.

The appeal to my pocket has not much weight with me. Of course
| would gladly s the book in print and of course | would like to make
money by it. But, on the other hand, | have very little intention of
progtituting whatever talent | may have to the public. (This letter is not
for publication.) | am not an emissary from a War dffice teting a new
explodve or an eminent doctor praisng a new medicine or a sporting
cyclig riding a new make of bicyde or a renowned tenor singing a song
by a new compose: and therefore the appeal to my pocket does not
touch me as deeply as it otherwise might. You sy you will be sorry
if the book mugt pass from your ligt. | will be extremely sorry. But what
can | do? | have thought the matter over and looked over the book
again and | think you arc making much ado about nothing. Kindly do
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not misread this as a rebuke to you but put the emphass on the lagt
word. For, | asure you, not the leas unfortunate efect of this tardy
corregpondence is that it has brought my own writing into disfavour
with mysdf. Act, however, as you think bes. | have done my part.
Believe me, dear Mr. Grant Richards,
Faithfully yours,
JAS A JOYCE.

Three further letters may be quoted as revealing to what point
Joyce permitted himself to be driven by the Moral British Printer.

The first is dated the tenth of June.
Via Giovanni Boccacdo, i.
Trieste, Audtria.

DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

| s by rdference to letters that you were sending the book to the
printers two months ago. Its transit, however, has been ddayed by a
oopious and futile correspondence which my original reply to your ob-
jections certainly did not provoke. This correspondence has been a cause
of great and congant worry to me and | now recognize how usdes it
has been.

| pointed out to you dearly in my lagt letter that it was | who had
made efforts to narrow down the difficulties between us difficultieswhich,
I think, it would have been much wiser to raise at an earlier dage | am
unable to gather from your letter of this morning whether you hold to
your firs claims of Sx weeks ago or whether you agree to the concessons
I made in my letter of a fortnight ago. | will ak you to le¢ me know
this definitely.

| have nothing further to add to what | have written in defence of
my book but | may repeat that, in my opinion, you have allowed your-
«f to be intimidated by imaginary persons You may have difficulties
of which | know nothing for | imagine it is not public opinion which
deters you. My bag of suggetions is nearly empty but | present you with
this lag one. Buy two critics. If you could do this with tact you could
eadly withstand a campaign. Two jugt and strong men, each armed with
ven newspaper s—auis sustinebit? | peak in parables

As regards me, | leave this delightful city at the end of next month
and go to Rome where | have obtained a postion as correspondent in a
bank. As the salary (£150 a year) is nearly double my present princely
emolument and as the hours of honest labour will be fewer | hope to
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find time to finish my novel in Rome within a year or, at mod, a year
and a half. | mention this because in a former letter of yours you were
kind enough to inquire about my financial position.
Bdlieve me, dear Mr. Grant Richards,
Faithfully yours,
JAS A JOYCE.

On the sixteenth of June Joyce wrote again, this time at length
and with another attack on the Moral British Printer.

Via Giovanni Boccacdio, i.
Trieste, Austria.
DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

| have turned to your letter of May 16th lag and particularly to the
firs paragraph where | read that in consderation of three omissons
conceded by me you allowed me to retain a word originally written in
one of the dories These three concessons | am still disposed to make
on certain conditions.

The second paragraph of the same letter contains a withdrawal of
one of your objections and a gatement that one other phrase in the gory
under discusson should come out. In that dory there are two other
phrases marked by somebody's blue pencil; and in reply to your letter
| dated that | was disposed to modify the passage but that | could not
omit it. You now sy that one of the two phrasss mus come out and
| presume you choose this solution in preference to the one proposed by
me, namely, a modification of the passge which contains the two
phrases objected to. | am ill disposad to make cither concesson, that is,
dther to modify (without omitting) the passage or to allow you to cance
whichever of the phrases you prefer to cancd on certain conditions.

The third paragraph of your letter of 16 May stated that you wished
to omit another sory of the original book but that you would not inds
on this if | gave way on the other paints. | replied by making the con-
cessons mentioned above.

In the fourth and fifth paragraphs of the same letter you said that
the story Two Gallant* should certainly be omitted adding that you sup-
possd | could omit it with an eader mind dnce it did not form part of
the original book. | replied to this by pointing out that | had already
agreed to make an omisson in that dory, that it was one of the mog
important gories in the book in my opinion, that | saw no way in which
it could be rewritten and that its omission would mean in my opinion a
mutilation of, the book. | am still disposed to make the omisson | agreed
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to make of the word 'bloody' in that story if you are disposad to include
it in the book.

| suppose you are now quite clear as to my presnt postion. The
concessons which | made in reference to the original book | made soldy
with a view to the incluson of Two Gallants, which, if it did not actu-
ally form part of the original book, you knew to be in preparation and
finally wrote for when the book was going to press If you cann&t pos
sbly include Two Gallants with the omisson | volunteered to make, the
motive which would induce me to make the other concessons disap-
pears and | am digposed to allow you to print the book without it as |
originally wrote it, though, as | have told you, | regard such an omisson
as an amog mortal mutilation of my work.

The spectre of the printer which | thought | had laid rises again in
your letter of the 14th ingtant. This apparition is mog disasteful to me
and | hope he will not trouble the correspondence again. | do not sk
to penetrate the myseries of his being and exisence, for example, how
he came by his consdence and culture, how he is permitted in your
country to combine the duties of author with his own honourable calling,
how he came to be the representative of the public mind, how he hap-
pened to alight magically on what he was desgned to overlook, and
(incidentally) why he began the process of printing my book at the third
page of the sixth story, numbered in the manuscript 5A. These for me
arc myseries and may remain 0. But | cannot permit a printer to write
my book for me. In no other civilized country in Europe, | think, isa
printer allowed to open his mouth. If there are any objections to be
made the publisher can make them when the book is submitted to him:
if he withdraws them he pays a printer to print the book and if he
cannot withdraw them he dedides not to trouble the printer by asking
him to print the book. A printer is smply a workman hired by the day
or by thejob for a certain sum.

| am delighted and surprised to learn that nowadays it is impossble
to buy a critic of importance. Evidently snce | left the British Ides some
extraordinary rdligious revolution has taken place | expect to hear
shortly that the practices of sdf-gultification and prostitution have gone
out of fashion among authors.

In the last paragraph of your letter you seam to suggest the possbility
of our meeting in Rome. | should be glad of such a meeting as corre-
spondence on debated points appears to me mogt unsatisfactory. How-
ever, by dint of exchanging sx or seven letters, | hope we have now
arrived at a dear understanding of our respective attitudes.
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In condusion | thank you for replying to me so quickly and will be
glad if you will answer this with equal promptness.
Beieveme, dear Mr. Grant Richards,
Faithfully yours,
JAS A JOYCE.

A final letter, dated July ninth, sums up the concessons and
changes that Joyce was reluctantly willing to make in his manu-
script.

Via Giovanni Boccacdo, 1.

Trieste, Austria.
DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

| return you today the M S of Dubliners which you suggested in your
letter of 19 June that | should alter at certain points. | have read it care-
fully from beginning to end and have made the following alterations:

| have rewritten thefirst gory in the book The Sisters and included
the lag gory A Little Cloud which you asked me to send on with the
others.

| have corrected a few small errors and rearranged and renumbered
the gories in the middle of the book, so that the book should now con-
sg of fourteen dories in the order in which | have placed them.

| have deleted the word 'bloody' in six places namely, on page 4 of
Two Gallants, on page 7 and twice on page 16 of vy Day in the Com-
mittee-Room, and twice on page 16 of Grace.

| have ddeted the passage you objected to in Counterparts and have
rewritten the incident in the way | engaged to do.

| will not conceal from you that | think | have injured these dories
by thex ddetions but | sncerdy trugt you will recognize that | have
tried to medt your wishes and scruples fairly. And | will ask you to write
to me, as soon as possble after receipt of the MS, in order that | may
know definitely what you intend to do. This address will find me until
the 28th July.

Faithfully yours,
JAS A JOYCE.

It would be superfluous to comment at any length on this cor-
respondence. Everything that should be said is said and said well
by the young author. Today it sounds strange (and almost unbe-
lievable) that a long correspondence between an author and his
prospective publisher should be mainly concerned over the word
'bloody' and a phrase describing a woman who changes the posi-
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tion of her legs frequently. But one mus remember that the year
was 1906 and the period that suffy post-Boer-War time when smug-
ness and gentle sentiment hovered like an anacshetical miasma over
the British Ides. Strange, too, is the idea that a printer could wield
uch influence over a publisher's mind and dedsons but that is a
phenomenon peculiar to England and even today it has not been
wholly eradicated. It is as curious as the stringent libel laws of Eng-
land. Taken altogether Joyces epistolary 'dud with Grant Richards
isrevelatory of two grievous matters: the impossble world he lived
in so far as the freedom of the artist was concerned and the brutal
and disheartening struggle to vindicate his own theories that loomed
before the young writer. Such a progect (and one calculated to
sp the courage from mog men) Joyce faced without one weaken-
ing gesture. He would be reasonable (as his letters show) but there
was a point beyond which he would not be driven. He believed too
thoroughly in his own art (arrived at by such arduous geps) to
quail before the mumbling magigers of British public tage Exile
had drengthened him by making him independent. He would
march along hislondy road with his own pride for a buckler.

\Y

During this aggravated period of correpondence with Grant
Richards Joyce was occupying himsdf with many other matters as
well. There was his nove, Stephen Hero, upon which he laboured
spasmadically and which he conceved as a huge book running to
gxty-three chapters and totalling more than three hundred thou-
sand words. As we have sen (in a letter to the English publisher)
by March 1906, he had completed about half of thisambitious work.
He continued to hestate about the title, shifting from Stephen Hero
to the original title, A Portrait of the Artist, and then to Chapters
in the Life of a Young Man. None of them sounded quite right.
For want of a definitive title, one that would express clearly the
object of hisbook, hereturned, for the time being, to Stephen Hero.
There is no doubt whatsoever but what the long-drawn-out argu-
mentations over Dubliners partially dammed the progress of the
nove. #

At this time, too, he was serioudy conddering studying for the
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operatic stage. Sinico, a Tricstine maestro to whom he went, in-
formed him that his voice had an extremely beautiful timbre and
that two years hard work should make him ready for the stage.
But this was a dream. He was never to be a professiond singer, an
interpreter, because the daemon of creation struggled too fiercely
within him. Singing would continue to be, as it had been in the
past, his avocation and the delight of his friends. The only perma
nent mark that Maestro Sinico left on Joyces career was the use
of his name for the unfortunate woman in the short story called
"A Painful Case"

It must not be supposed that there were not lighter moments
in the young writer's life during this spring and early summer of
1906. Despite the laborious travail of the Berlitz School and the
thwarted fortunes of literary ventures Joyce was continuously sus
ceptible to joyous explosions of camaraderie. There were evenings
in the house on the Via Giovanni Boccaccio when Francini-Bruni
would get into the infant Giorgio's carriage, suck at a milk bottle
and cry, squed and regurgitate like a baby while Joyce trundled
him about the place. This would be at midnight. And after the
clowning was over Joyce would sing Gregorian chants and the ex-
citable Francini-Bruni, who had a high shrill laugh like a goat,
would kiss the singer in an ecsasy of joy. Many a bottle of Tries-
tine wine was emptied over the midnight table while the dark-
blue-cycd Giorgio, now grown into a plump serious-countenanced
baby, dept placidly in his crib and his mother st by and com-
mented with her rich native Irish humour on the frivolities of the
two men.

But with all this an increasing reslessness pervaded Joyces life.
Even the presence of Stanidaus, with his introduction, as it were,
of a doubled Dublin atmosphere into the house, could not stem it.
The rut of the Berlitz School, the forced economy of life in Trieste,
the feeling of being shut away from the world, the futile corre-
goondence with Grant Richards, all these things, perhaps, merged
into a genera dissatisfaction that troubled Joyces mind and finally
aroused in him a desre to get away from Trieste, to change his
e and s if that would change his fortune. The visions of other
cities beckoned to him, Rome, Genoa, Marseilles. He began to cast
about him for a means of excape, any sort of line that would pull
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him out of his familiar waters. The feeling that he must go was
intengfied by the conviction that his billet at the Berlitz School
was undable, certain occurrences there suggesting to him that he
was to be let out. Where, then, should he go? He perusad the daily
pape's and searched the advertisng columns for possble vacandes
to which he might be suited. Eventually he happened upon, one in
the Tribunal the bank of Nast, Kolb and Schumacher in Rome de-
sred a correspondence clerk, one who would be as proficient in
English as in Italian. The slary was congderably more than he
was getting at the Berlitz Schod although, even o, it could hardly
be called a fortune. But it would ssem to be enough upon which
to druggle along. And the new sene would be Rome. Joyce st
down and answered the advertisement, the firs one he had ever
answvered, and a few days later he recaved a reponse provisonally
accepting him if, after his arrival in Rome, the ensuing interview
with the manager of the bank was satidactory. On one of the lag
days of July 1906, Joyce and his young family turned their backs
on Triese and darted for Rome.
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HE Austrian city faded behind them. But even as the three

young people (the father but twenty-four years old, the

mother twenty-two and the son barely beyond his first year)
travelled the uninteresting distance between Trieste and Fiumc,
where they were to take ship for Ancona, the enervating summer
ar was spinning with hazards, desres, expectancies and uncertain-
ties. There is no doubt but what Joyce desired to go to Rome. He
could just as well have remained in Trieste, his city of the many
kindnesses, and devoted himself to private teaching of languages if
his billet at the Berlitz School (and this is not certain) had cessd
to exist. But, as has been pointed out before, the truth ssems to be
that he had become restless, that the unvarying routine had wearied
him and that he was convinced (a blind urge telling him so) that
the time for a change had come. If the mind moved on then the
body must move on too. He had been unsettled and indefinite
about that change, pondering the possibilities of Rome, Genoa and
Marseilles. And here one may speculate for a moment on his deci-
sion. Each city appeded to him for a different reason but the ap-
peal of Rome had been the greatest of all. There was, it may be
suggested, a deep-rooted reason for that and it lay neither in the
advertisement of a vacant position in an unknown bank that had
appeared in the Tribuna nor the favourable response rewarding the
applicant's answer to that advertisement. This was but the outward
semblance of the reason, the practical gesture of the deeper urge.
Now what was the urge that pushed Joyce into answering an ad-
vertisement that ended with the word 'Roma? What propulsion
garted him towards the Eternal City? The answer to this lay in
himself, in his childhood (shadow and spell of black soutanes mov-
ing across the cropped grass of unforgotten football fields), in the
droning Latin of plump-paunchcd priests and their frightening ad-
monitions at hushed Retreats (had he not but recently completed

the chapters in Stephen Hero describing those days when he walked
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in the shadow of Rome?), in his consdous sruggle to shake off the
incubus that had driven to crush him to conformity at Belvedere
and Universty College. He yearned to se the Eternal City, where
a legendary Peter became a legendary Rock, as anxioudy and as
curioudy as a much-driven man dedres to gaze upon the face of
his invulnerable persscutor. What was in the centre of this great
web called Roman Catholicism that so entangled the green idand
where he was born? What myserious power had its home in the
House of Peater ? The impulse driving him towards this search may
have been wholly cdouded to himsdf at the time but it was there
neverthdess, a primitive reaching, as it were, towards a mongrous
influence born in the blood and srengthened in the breeding but
entirely nullified by the reason. He did not know it but the
Roman days were to influence his comprehenson of himsdf and
what he dedred to do, to sharpen his focus on Time, 0 to geak,
and to dear away the ground upon which he desred to build.

The long-scattered voyagers of that journey, if any sill exid,
will hardly remember the dim, picrcingly-blue-eyed young man
with the tightly-clamped mouth and the thin threadbare trousers
(to become such a problem in Rome), the charmingly-rousse young
woman and the child not yet out of its swaddling dothes, foreign-
as all, drangers in a drange land, travelling from one point of
time to another, following a seemingly-reasonless but spontane-
oudy-determined path that started in poverty and ended in mystery.
They saw (if they saw anything) a trio coming from nowhere and
going to nowhere, that was all. And it is very possble that Joyce
saw himsdf in this light as he arrived in Fiume and boarded the
vesd that was to take him across the turbulent waters to Ancona.

From Fiume to Ancona the three travelers dept on deck
(cheapest place of all), the infant Giorgio suffering not the least
harm from the rough knocking about of the voyage Joyce from
his brief observation, decided that he admired Fiume, finding in it
a "dean, agphalted town with a very modern go-ahead air . . . far
finer than Trieste)" but Ancona arousad a repugnance in him. He
found something Irish "in its bleak gaunt beggarly ugliness" This
repugnance was possbly intensfied by the misfortunes of being
swindled out of two lire by the money-changer, half a lira by the
cabman who drove him and his family the three miles from the
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pier to thetrain, and three lire by the insolent railway ticket clerk.

Hisfirg activities in Rome were to find decent living quarters,
report at the bank of Nast, Kolb and Schumacher on the corner of
the Piazza Colonna and the Via San Claudio (this he did on
Augus first) and discover a favourite cafe. The living quarters
(only ajingle room for three) were sscured at Via Frattina, 52.
The firg vidt to the bank was succesful. Schumacher, one of the
partners and Austro-Hungarian Consul for Rome as well, inter-
viewed him in the typically-gruff Germanic fashion, inquiring his
age and desiring information about his father. The regponsss being
satisfactory, Joyoe was definitely engaged and assigned to the Ital-
ian correpondence department, receving immediately sixty-five
lire for his travelling expensss and a hundred lire advance on his
monthly gipend of two hundred and fifty lire. The work was easy
and mechanical (albeit dull and arduous) but the hours were long,
officially extending from half-past eight oddock to twelve in the
morning and from two to seven-thirty in the afternoon, but often
continuing far later into the evening. It was a sdentary occupation;
Joyce st down all day; and it was not long before the rapidly thin-
ning st of his solitary pair of trousers became one of his major
problemsin the Holy City. Towards the end of hisfirst month (and
it was an extremey hot August) he was gloomily announcing to
his brother in Trieste: " There are two great patches on the s=t of
my trousers o0 that | cannot leave off my coat in the office and st
sewing for hours" Still later he was forced to wear his tail coat
all day. Because of this tail coat he was advanced to the postion
of reception clerk. This portrait of the artist as a young man attend-
ing to gacks of dull Italian financial correspondence in a foreign
bank or receving prospective dients with money to burn while
all his desre was to write down the literary images that flashed
through his mind and glumly regarding piles of lire and bundles
of paper notes that meant lesure for others but not for himsdf
approaches the acme of irony. It was a ridiculous jes of Time that
Joyce, himself o prodigal of the few pence that came his way and
absolutely impracticable in money matters of any sort, should land,
of all places, in a bank. Here was the bewildered eagle sitting in a
garrow's (or," should we sy, buzzard's) nes. Yet he acoepted his
lot with that sort of exasperated fatality that kept him precarioudy

M
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exiging in a world where mog things ssamed to ssk to drag him
down and grip his unearthly plumage from him. Surrounded by
fifty or dxty shiny-panted employess who hisssd "dgnorc’ at one
another all day (every wretched scribbler in account books was a
sgnore) Joyce conformed outwardly but inwardly he was choked
with a deyperate detestation of "the stupid, dishoned, tyrannical
and cowardly burgher dass" He hated their smug satisfaction and
abhorred the petty crudties they wreaked on their juniors.

The sarch for a favourite cafe was an exagperating adventure
asn. He could discover nothing comparable to his comfortable
haunts in Trieste. There were innumerable little cafebars humble
restaurants, trattorias, but they did not fulfil that desre for a homely
rendezvous where one might be en salon, en salle-a-mangcr and
en cafe at the same time. This problem of an agreeable cafe, a place
one entered with the same spirit that one put on an old favourite
smoking jacket, is always important when onés home is circum-
sribed in an overcrowded bedchamber with its unlovely furniture.
There is an atmosphere about the proper cafe that turns it into a
soond home. 1t is a place to greet friends, to argue about the mat-
ters that concern one dosdy, indeed, to grow into tunc with Time
and onés Hf. There is ample judtification for the assertion (as true
asmod broad satements arc) that the majority of the great literary
and artigic movements in France were concaived and delivered in
cafes and redaurants Joyce after some blundering search, fixed
upon a little Greek eating place, a forgotten corner formerly fre-
guented by Amiel, Thackeray, Byron and Ibsen, where the bill of
fare was in English, a pot containing Sx cups of tea cod only Sx-
pence and the New York Herald (European edition) and Daily
Mail were provided for sedentary dlients. It was not the perfect
headquarters that Joyce envisaged, for its clatter and lack of sze
were drawbacks, but it had to serve Its chegpness was its great ad-
vantage. For Joyce all the time that he was in Rome jud as all the
time he had been in Trieste or in Paris, or anywhere, for that mat-
ter, suffered from a pinching and humiliating lack of funds. Even
in those days of compar ative chegpness two hundred and fifty lire a
month was hardly suffident to provide for three people. The natu-
ral result of this poverty was a feverish anxiety about the morrow.
He could, and he did, apply for and receive advances on his meagre
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monthly sipend but this only forced him into further arrears when
his depleted envelope reached him on the regular payday. There
was, too, his brother Sanidaus in Trieste to whom he could (and
did) digpatch frantic letters demanding small sums but Stanidaus,
although without family respongbilities, was as badly off as Joyce
himsdf Therefore the small sums (those tiny sops to the ravenous
wolf who had taken up a permanent resdence on Joyces door step),
though they did arrive occasonally, were few and far between. To
augment his insufficdent income Joyce sought prospective sudents
of the English language. He watched the advertisng columns of
the Tribuna each day for any intimations of Italians ambitious to
conquer Shakegpearés tongue and finally landed one Terzini, a
nephew of the Abruzzese painter Michetti. Terzini mus have bean
a likable sort for he did not demur at paying for half a dozen les
ans in advance whenever Joyce was blindly floundering in one of
his critical financial arisss A ssoond pupil was eventually provided
by one of the derks in the bank. And in November of this year an
ansver to another advertissment in the Tribuna sscured for Joyce
the dubious honour of teaching by night in a small Ecole des
Langues, one of those tuppenny imitations of Herr Berlitz's vaser
undertaking to make foreign languages as easy as soothing syrup.

Despite the long hours of labour, the lack of a tranquil and
satisfying milieu and the practical invisbility of money Joyce uc
ceeded in maintaining an eguanimity that was only infrequently
shattered by unfortunate crisss He posesssd the svere integrity
of his mind, his dogged purpose in life, his inextinguishable snse
of humour and his ability to compose himsdf in the ugly face of
advergty. He may have bemn irritable as the young and highly nerv-
aus are irritable but he does not appear to have been ever despond-
ent or hopdess When a man can jes about his adversty he is u-
perior to it and this was peculiarly Joycgs reaction. He might burst
out with the glum reflection that his mouth was full of decayed
teeth and his soul was full of decayed ambitions but the next min-
ute he was meditating a new literary venture or heaping rich ridi-
cule on the psaudo artigs he had left behind in Dublin. The invul-
nerable dement of which his spirit was fashioned could be shaken
but it never gould be broken. There are periods during this epoch
of his life when Joyods will to live and the swift ondaught of mis
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fortune have the agpet of an irresgible force in contact with an
immovable object.

What did he find in this Rome that he had so desred to s ?
Its exterior agpeds do not ssem to have moved him at all. Faith-
fully, when time permitted and that was only on his free Sundays
he tramped about the dregs and gazed upon the monuments of
the pad. St. Pete's, the Pincio, the Forum, the Colissum, he di-
rected an inquistive eye upon them and reacted not at all as the
vistor first arriving in Rome is supposad to react. Papal Rome was
like the Coombe in Dublin or old Trieste and the new Ludovici
Quarter was not 0 fine as Pembroke township. S. Peter's did not
g=m to him much larger than . Paul's in London. The musc of
the mass "was nothing much" and "some of the rev. gents' had
voices like crows. Cardinal Rampolla, whom he had long ago traves-
tied in charades in Dublin and whom he now saw in processon,
was "a tall grong man with a truculent faceg' wearing "a red
bcretta suck anyhow on his head." The neighbourhood of the
Colissum was like an old cemetery. The cobbled dreds were fear-
fully noisy. Ingde the famous crcus when once the gladiators had
dashed in fatal combats his cars were assaulted by a tourig's voice
proclaiming:

"Whowail gands the Cdissum, Rawhm $h'll gand;
When fdlls the Cdissum, Rawhm $h'll fall,
And when Rawhm fals—theworld $'ll fall,"

and adding cheerfully, " Kemlong, 'eés the way aht." Guides and
pogcard vendors drove him to digraction. However, he derived
ome pleasure in the Colissum and &. Peter's from the disegpect-
ful gpetade of his small son (who, with infant acumen, had dis
covered the "ethogy' possbilities of the two great piles) shouting
at the top of his voice. Indeed, it was Giorgio who adjusted him-
«f to Rome (or, rather, adjused Rome to himsef) with the
blander composure. Joyce informed his brother: " Georgic is a great
favourite with everyone here. All the people we frequent know
his name. He has added to his vocabulary, 'O, Gesu Mio," 'brutto,
brut to, bruttol and deans out his car when told to do 0. Also,
when we go to the bank in the Piazza Colonna he bests time to
the music, amusng the 'smiling Romans thereby very much. He
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wears along mayoral chain with little medals round his neck." Still
later Giorgio would march up and down in resaurants flourishing
a wooden sword and singing arias from the operas When less than
two years old he hit the high notes But if Rome was pleasng
enough to Giorgio it had fallen far short of Joyods somewhat ab-
dract expectations. In the midst of all these vediges of the pag he
announced plaintively, "1 wish someone was here to talk to me
about Dublin,” and he summed the whole siene up in the declara-
tion that the Holy City reminded him of "a man who lives by ex-
hibiting to travelers his grandmother's corps”

If the exterior sene sruck no sparks from the flint of his
mind, what is to be said for the efect of the spiritual entity that is
timdess and boundless and is the Rome of the imagination, that
mysterious quintessence of a thousand historical, philosophical and
religious gestures and divagations? That is more difficult to judge.
Joyce was avid enough to discover, to encompass and to extend the
bounds of his comprehension; but Rome, it would ssem, did not
provide that quickening of the snss or indigate that awareness
of immeasurable impulses that might have been expected. In The
Marble Faun, Nathaniedl Hawthorne, attempting to drcumscribe
the effect of Rome on a sengtive nature, wrote: " It is a vague sne
of ponderous remembrances, a perception of such weight and
densty in a bygone life, of which this pat was the centre, that the
present moment is presssd down or crowded out and our individual
affairsand interets are but half asreal here as dsawhere” This sort
of romantic exape (for it is no more than that) Rome did not give
to Joyce Yet the city did provide something and that something
was an increasngly intensve recognition of himsdf and a conse
guent knowledge of where he should begin to build. The very
drangeness of Rome sharpened his own outline to his own percep-
tion. He was londier in Rome, perhaps than he had been in any
city wherein he had dwelt. It was the firsg metropolis where he
could find no one with whom to converse, except an old pries who
had him out to dinner once or twice, and the natural result of this
dradic isolation was to fling him violently inward upon himsdf.
The savour of Paris and its chatter in little bistros and the home-
liness of Trieste with Stanidaus always at hand were lacking; yet
this londiness, the posgtive fact that he was a dlitary in the midst
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of "ponderous remembrances” focused more clearly than ever his
sengbilities upon himsdf and, a logical corollary, the city of his
childhood and youth. Rome planted him more firmly in the heart
of Dublin and, at the same time, made possble for him an ob-
jective perspective of the compact humming metropolis by the
Liffey, a Pisgah dght he had lacked before. As a matter of fact, he
had never left Dublin; he carried it about with him wheitver he
went, in his heart, in his brain, in nogalgic returns of the mind;
now, exigting vicarioudy in it, he could, miraculoudy enough, sand
adde from it and obsarve it with a calm clinical eye It was Rome
that sharpened this double vison of immerson and doctoral per-
ception.

There are writers who will submerge themsdves in the colours
and personalities of the various places in which they res for a
month or a year, who, if in Rome, will, as Hawthorne did, give
you a Roman novd or, if in Paris, saze upon the sparkling phe-
nomena of La Ville Lumitrc, but Joyce was never of this category.
The farther he travelled and the more alien the agpeds of his en-
vironment then the more vivid and intense became his absorption
in Dublin. " The shortes way to Tara was via Holyhead" till. Al-
though he might gand in the Ludovici Quarter of the Holy City
he was spiritually in Pembroke township. When he walked aoross
the Piazza Colonna amongs the " smiling Romans' he walked, at
the same time, acoss S. Sephen’'s Green, his Green. It was not
that he did not s what was before his eyes but his entire intel-
lectual and creative being was concentred in a digant milieu (al-
ways near to him) that provided him with all the sugenance he
required. Curioudy enough, this absorption did not parochialize
his artigic impulse. By some subtle chemigry of the will he uni-
versalized Dublin until it became a microcosm of all life, a city of
the mythos, an epitome of human exigence and endeavour and
mysterious evolution. All of this was not dear to him; the gnogtic
vison with its mythic sgnificance was yet to come, but as he st
in his noisy trattoria before his polpctta the vague and enormous
shapes were moving cloudily in the depths of his mind. What he
was to do was concealed behind vels, but what he was doing al-
ready troubled those vells.
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During the seven disappointing and laborious months that he
existed in Rome there would not ssem to have been much time left
from Joyces diurnal routine for literature; and yet certain objec-
tives, momentous in their implications for him and his future, were
achieved; and others, inexplicably buried like fecund seadis in the
rich soil of his mind, were swelling towards the sun and attending
that slow deliverance of Time that would break the earth and let
them push into the light of day with all their great blossoms full-
blown upon them. The problem that occupied his mind the most
and sdted his days with a stinging exasperation was the dubious
(and, later, impossible) publication of Dublincrs. He still continued
his unavailing duel of letters with Grant Richards, a duel disastrous
to him in that there was no cutting edge to his vigorously-flourished
sword. It was as ineffectual as Giorgio's wooden weapon. It is only
money or influence that puts a sharp blade on such rapiers. The
armour of the Philistine is otherwise impregnable. At the same time
he unceasingly tested in his mind the vaue of the sories that made
up his manuscript volume. "I have written three paragraphs to add
to 'A Painful Case but | don't know if | can rewrite it. | would
like dso to rewrite 'After the Race' but if G.R. [Grant Richards]
sent me proofs | would pess the book as it is. The chase of perfec-
tion is very unprofitable." [From a letter to his brother Stanidaus
dated August 14, 1906 The firm of Grant Richards still dithered
and procrastinated and Joyce began to prophesy gloomily that the
book would only s the light when too late to give its author any
pleasure. He had st great dtore by this collection of fictiona
ketches for it had occupied a vest part of his mind from 1904
onward. There were times when he had a faintly-guilty feeling of
being too harsh to his compatriots and the city that had shaped
him; but this feeling (almost a sentimental weakening) was soon
enough dissipated by a conviction of the integrity of his impartial
objectivity. What he saw and what his logical reasoning powers
told him was so he must put down in cold prose. He himself
expressed this mixed feeling in a letter he wrote to his brother
during this'period.
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" Sometimes thinking of Ireland,” he admitted, "it seems to me
that 1 have been unnecessarily harsh. | have reproduced (in 'Dub-
liners/ at least) none of the attraction of the city, for | have never
felt at my ease in any city snce | left it, except Paris. | have not
reproduced its ingenuous insularity and its hospitality; the latter
'virtue,' so far as | can seg does not exist elsewhere in Europe. |
have not been just to its beauty: for it is more beautiful naturally,
in my opinion, than what | have seen of England, Switzerland,
France, Austria and Italy. And yet | know how usdess these reflec-
tions arc. For was | to rewrite the book as G.R. suggess 'in another
snsE (where the hell does he get the meaningless phrases he uses!)
| am sure | should find again what you call the Holy Ghost sitting
in the ink-bottle and the perverse devil of my literary conscience
sitting on the hump of my pen. And, after all, Two Gallants—
with the Sunday crowds and the harp in Kildare Street and
Lcnchan—is an Irish landscape.”

By the autumn of this year Joyce realized, to his dismay and
chagrin, that still another publishing season would pass without
the appearance of Dubliners. A full year had wasted itself in epis
tolary argumentation over literary franknesses that Joyce with his
congenital honesty of purpose and inability to compromise with
the social timidities and hypocrisies of the Edwardian scene, would
not and could not accept as valid flaws in composition. On Sep-
tember twenty-third he dispatched a further protest to the English
publisher:

Via Frattina, 52. 11.
DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

| have been waiting all the week for a letter from you with regard
to my book. The month of September is now nearly over and | am 4till
uncertain of its fate. | write to you now because | wish that this suspense
of mind in which | live at pressnt may come to an end one way or the
other. | nead scarcdy assure you how disheartening it is for me to s
(as | =x) that yet another smason is going by without my book being
published. And yet | think you will not accuse me of being importunate
if | ak you to write me definitely on receipt of this letter.

Faithfully yours,
JAS. A. JOYCE.

The regponse of Mr. Grant Richards was far from definite and
by the thirtieth of the month Joyce (now worked into a feverish
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date of exasperation) had composed a long letter setting forth the
meaningless impase which he snt to Arthur Symons. Although he
had not ssen Symons for several years he remembered him as sym-
pathetic and willing even to go out of his way (something surpris-
ing in mog English authors) for a fellow writer at odds and be-
wildered by the chameeon agpeds of London publishers. At the
same time he determined to conault an international jurist in Rome
and disoover if there was any method by which he could force the
English publisher to regect his agreement. The British Consul gave
Joyce the name of S. Lo Malet and to this presumable Solon the
young writer went, carrying with him all the correspondence and
the agreement with the firm of Grant Richards. To Stanidaus Joyce
forwarded an acoount of this consultation. "He [St. Lo Malet] dis
covered some discrepandes. First, G.R. sys 'l read the book mysdf
on behalf of this house; later, 'the man who read the book for us
was Filson Young.' He says an agreement like mine is consdered
only a personal contract. He advised me to try to come to terms on
letter 11 and not to go to law (letter 11 is the letter with which
G.R. returned the M S.), as law-auits arc long and codly and as
other publisherswould then be reluctant to publish me. | said | had
tried to come to terms on letter 11 unsuccessfully. | told him | had
written to Symons and he advised me to wait for Symons answer
before doing anything. ... In one way, he sys my cae is srong
gnce G.R. has broken a contract. But he says the assessment of
damages would be very difficult. G.R. has congantly disparaged
the book commercially. The contract gave me nothing on the first
500 and G.R. would maintain that it was unlikely my book would
reach even that limit. | might be awarded five pounds damages
or enough money to enable me to bring out the book mysdf."

All of thiswas cold pottage to the impatient young writer. He
regarded an immediate publication as a edes of sdf-vindication,
an earnes of the pledge he had made himsdf by the very gesure
of his voluntary exile; and he knew, too, that his mind was grow-
ing and what was representative of it today would not be so tomor-
row. It was a clearing of the decks, so to gpesk, that he desred, a
sripping for action (only to be attained by the appearance of what
had been written) so that he might advance into new gruggles
with that perdurable wrestler called Art. At this vexatious moment



172 JamesJoyce

of time the letter he shortly received from Arthur Symons brought
him a substantial crumb of comfort. He could chew upon it while
he waited for the greater feast. Symons wrote:

| am glad to hear from you again. When | named you to Grant
Richards, it was before his failure; | should hardly have done it since
Still, as he has apparently begun to print your book, | would be inclined
to give it to him as far as you can without vitally damaging your work.
If he sgned an agreement to publish the twelve dories why not hold
him to that: and you could hold over the other two dories for another
book later. The great thing is to get published, so that people may have
a chance of reading you. | will write a line to G.R. advisng him not to
lose your book. | hope you will arrange it between you.

Now as to your poems | fed almost sure that | can get Elkin
Mathews to print them in his shilling Garland sries

You would get little money from him, but | think it would be worth
your while to take what he offered—probably a small royalty after ex-
penss are covered. He did for me a little & of trandations from Baude-
laire's' Petites Poimes en Prose! The cogt was £14/14/0, and it is now
nearly covered when my royalty will begin. Tell me if | may write and
advise him to take the book. If it comes out | will give it the beg review
| can in the 'Saturday' or 'Athacncum,” and | will get one or two other
people to give it proper notices | hope you are getting on well in Rome.
Let me have a line promptly about the poems.

This was unexpectedly friendly and it succeeded, to some de-
gree, in diverting Joyces mind from the unhappy Odyssey of the
Dubliners manuscript. He wrote immediately accepting this well-
intentioned offer from the English poet and critic to stand god-
father to Chamber Music. While he professsd no more than a per-
functory interest in the verses regarding them much in the light
of an idle tuning-up of the rare instrument of his creative instinct
preliminary to the more serious performance of Dubliners and that
multitudinously-rewrittcn and still-truncated autobiographical novel
upon which he had stopped work for some ,time, he was pleased
enough at the prospect of seeing them published before any of his
prose volumes. If they were printed at all both chronology and
development called for their immediate appearance. It would, at
least, be a logical beginning to the necessary clearing of the decks.
So, for the time being, he had something to occupy his mind, a
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not-unwelcome dive back into his immediate pag, the arrangement
of the verses and a conssquent past-springtime diverson from the
hovering spetade of the dow death, or lethal coma, of his unfor-
tunate dealings with Mr. Grant Richards. That lethal coma was
near when he wrote on October twenty-second to the English pub-
lisher.
Via Fratting, 52. 11.
Rome

DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS

| have recaived your letter of the 16th., and my vase MS for which
thanks As 1 told you in my lag letter | can make no further dhangesin
the MS you have at presant, the changes made S0 far having been made
ldy in order that daries 13 and 14 might be induded. I f, however, you
wigh to gand by our agreament with regard to the original twelve dories
| will conosde what you ak for in your letter of 23 April:

1) suppreson of 'Two Gallants (and of 'A Little Cloud’)

2) ddeion of pasage in 'Counterparts (already deeted)

3) ddetion of word 'bloody’ in 'Grace (already ddeted)

If, however, you dedde that you cannat publish the original book,
as agexd bewean us even with these concessons kindly ssnd me badk
the complete MS by return of pod.

Faithfully yours
JAS A. JOYCE.

One hears here the veritable death rattle of Dubliners, so far
as the publishing house of Grant Richards at this period of polite
and unadventurous civilization was concerned. Within the next
month all dealings with the English firm ceessd for Joyce found
himsdf unable to cgpe with the Stuation. He was hdpless, imprac-
tical, penniless and the humiliated gort of guffy timidities. What
could he do ? Entirely friendless in Rome, innumerable miles away
from London, an Irishman, the creator of a new honesty in English
letters, unknown and, therefore, unconsdered, without a book to
his name, he was absolutdy discomfited and worsed in a world
that his reason would permit him to have no part in. The Sodety of
Authorsdemanded a guinea subscription before it would take up the
matter and Joyoe who couldn't even buy himsdf a new pair of
trousers did not have the guinea. Mr. &. Lo MalEt, international
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jurist par excellence, advised againg any legal proceadings and re-
quesed a pound for his opinion. Joyce gave him ten lire on account
and the manuscript of " Two Gallants' to read.

A humorous epilogue to the misfortunes of Dubliners gro-
tesgquey ended this joyless ssason. Joyoe wrote to John Long, the
English publisher, offering him the book and received the amazing
reply that if he (Joyce) would snd him (Long) the artk of one
and a half guineas he (L ong) would forward an exhaudive report
on the book, written by a novdig of good standing which would
be of usee to him (Joyce). Still later Long wrote that his reader had
advised againg the publication of Dubliners and so the manuscript
returned to root on Joyods shef again. The dissdrous campaign
was over and Dubliners passed into oblivion for a time.

Matters procesded more merrily with Chamber Music. Arthur
Symons true to his promise and with a promptitude exceptional
in poets, approached Elkin Mathews and receved from him a letter
which he forwarded to Joyce

MY DBAR SYMONS,

| am very much obliged to you for drawing my attention to Mr .
Joycds work and fed sure from what you tell me of its quality that it
will be a great acquistion to my Vigo sries So will you pleese put me
into communication with Mr. Joyae or arrange with him for me to se
hisMSS.

Faithfully yours
ELKIN MATHEWS.

This letter was written early in October.

(Arthur Symons, by the way, appears to have visted Rome in
January of the following year—for some versss in his Collected
Poems, " At Sant' Onofrio," arc dated " Rome, January 9,1907" —but
there is no evidence that he encountered Joyce)

During the late autumn evenings after he had given his lan-
guage lessins and the free Sundays when the bank was mercifully
dosad Joyce occupied the hours with arranging and dightly revis
ing the thirty-seven short lyrics (one, the poem now called " Tilly"
in Pomes Penyeach, being suppressed as not in the mood of the
others) that were the resduum of his lag years in publin. What
memories they evoked in him were his own ssore. He had, how-
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ever, long sepped out of the delicate circle of dieir archaic preci-
son and sought a bleaker, sonier, wind-swept gace of reality. Yet
from this harder place of Time it is mog certain that he glanced
back at that younger Joyce who tramped the rainy autumn greds
of Dublin and brooded over the dark narrow dimpling waters of
the LiflFfy, who drifted lon€elily aoross the iron ways of that Paris
lightea by the pale-blue disks of the night lamps and sought to
find himsdf and found only the beginnings of the long and thank-
less task of living; for to glance backward (but with an eye on the
present as well) had already become an important aspett of hisart.

Chamber Music was digpatched to Elkin Mathews early in No-
vembe with a note from the author explaining that the poems had
bean in bond for two years and requesting an early decison as to
their acceptability. But publishers are never to be hurried. While
they will press and harry authors most unreasonably they regard
the author's natural impatience as an insolent form of Ihc-majcsti.
Elkin Mathews, like the solid dow-stepping Britisher he was, re-
plied that Chamber Music could not be published thisdde of Christ-
mas but that as soon as he got some pressng work off his hands he
would turn to and examine the manuscript. The manuscript con-
tained exactly 434 short lines, not much labour, one would think,
for areader, perhapsa half hour's perusal at most. However, towards
the end of January 1907, the agreement arrived and early in Febru-
ary came the proof sheds those thin long dips that arc firg the
delight and then the despair of the consdentious writer. Shortly
after receiving them Joyce announced to his brother: "It isa dim
book and on the frontispiece is an open pianner!” Even now, with
the flimsy proof sheds in his hands, a feding of doubt best him
for he went on to dedare to Stanidaus "I don't like the book but
wigh it were published and be damned to it. However, it isa young
man's book. | felt like that. It is not a book of loveverss at all, |
perceive. But some of them arc pretty enough to be put to musc.
| hope someone will do 0, someone that knows old English musc
auch as | like. Besdes they arc not pretentious and have a certain
grace"

The remainder of the higory of Chamber Music bdongs to the
period succeading Joyces forlorn saven months in the Holy City of
" ponderous remembrances.”
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We have in thee various negotiations, then, the collapse of a
long sruggle for the publication of Dubliners, a book that Joyce
felt fairly represented him, and the progpett of the imminent ap-
pearance of Chamber Music, a book that interesed him dightly if
at all. Such a log battle and a won skirmish can hardly have been
gimulative to his creative urge and ye that irrepressble gift was
condantly redless and reaching out towards a vaser expresson.
Towards the end of his sojourn in Rome the idea for a long short
gory (the longest he had ever written) to be called " The Dead,”
and to form the fifteenth and lag section of Dubliners, possessad
him but his precarious Stuation was 0 impossble, his days o
crowded with drudgery and his mind so agitated that he was quite
put off the theme and compeled to pogpone it to a future time.
Titles of other gories each one conveying to him its peculiar Stua-
tion, floated through his mind, " The Lagt Supper,” " The Stret,”
"Vengeance" " At Bay," but drcumgances were never favourable
to their compostion and they remain, even now, in that mygerious
limbo of authors progpective but never accomplished works which
20 tease the mind of the imaginative reader. It is as though one saw
a ssoond volume of Dubliners (what a titillating title, " Dubliners:
Second Scries'!) floating just beyond recognition by eye and mind
in the cloudy insubgtantiality of the potential pad.

More important to Joyods own future was an idea adumbrated
in three brief passages from his letters to Sanidaus during this
period. One is at liberty to geculate upon thee remarks as one
pleasss although whatever assumptions one arrives at will be prac-
tically basdess s0 far as definitive facts arc concerned. On Septem-
ber 30,1906, Joyce wrote: " | have a new gory for ‘Dubliners in my
head. It deslswith M r. Hunter." ' Again, on November thirteenth:
"1 thought of beginning my gory, 'Ulysses’ but | have too many
cares at prent.” And once more, on February 6, 1907: "'Ulysses
never got any forrarder than thetide" Here, then, for thefirg time
we find the name that was (Sxteen years later) to make Joyce
world-renowned. The wanderer had found the Wanderer; at lead,
he had snsad the great presence It is plain asa pikestaff that Joyces

! To anticipate what was to come later it may be mentioned here that this Mr. Hunter
of Dublin was only one of the living modds who served fur the chaficter of Leopold
Bloom in Ulysses. There were two others, one in Trieste and the other in Zurich, the
former a Greek and the latter a Hungarian.
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firs conception of the theme carrying that name was a short sketch
or gory in which some person he had known named Hunter was
to play a r6le and this narrative was intended to form an integral
part of Dublincrs. He probably envisaged nothing profounder than
the honest recital of a day's peregrinations through the dregs of
Dublin, the observations and reflections, maybe, of Vhommc moyen
sensual. It is equally obvious that he did nothing about it at the
time. For what reason did he put the subjet adde in favour of
another, " The Dead," which was to finish off his firg prose work ?
One might suggest several reasons that the idea did not bite at
him grongly enough, that it dipped out of his mind in the days
that followed, that it was but part and parcd of those other titles,
"At Bay," "Vengeance" ec., that congantly sreamed through his
mind and floated off into the disspating smoke of the never-to-bc-
accomplished; but it is equally valid to asume that the subdy-
govcerning daemon who directs the expresson of all great artigs put
a peremptory halt to it because the artis was not yet ready for this
particular adventure. The daeamon saw more than a day's peregrina-
tionsfrom Drumcondrato Rathgar. Therewasalong road totravel,
much water was to flow from near Sally Gap down and under the
bridges of the Liffey and several way dations to the theme were
to be achieved before Joyce sood face to face with Ulysses and saw
it for what it mug be The artig was yet to be “ngulfed conscoudy
in the mythos. For what was the title Ulysses, with all its implica-
tions of far journeys and perilous meetings with drens Cydops
and sorm-tossed draits, but the Sgnpod, the sudden signature of
direction thrusting momentarily upward from the degp suboon-
sdous pointing along a fog-enveoped road towards a great myth, a
legend of man's wandering endeavour and unceasng ssarch for the
tranquillity that isimplicit in a complete sdf-recognition and final
orientation in the great-waved ses of outrageous Time ? And here
was Joycg an exile not many leagues from the wine-dark M editer-
ranean, a salor and searche too, but over abgract waters dangerous
with uncharted shoals and rocks a heroworshipper of the wily
Greek who discomfited his enemies by sratagems of common snsg
a father with an infant son jugt beginning to respond to the stimuli
of living, here was Joyce, be it repeated, hearing the great name
in his mind but unaware as yet of its thousand and one meanings.
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He was not prepared for the event but the sssd had been dropped
and fecundated during this period of intellectual sdf-adjusgment in
Rome. " Thereis a painful pregnancy in genius" George Santayana
once wrote, "a long incubation and waiting for the spirit, a thou-
sand rgections and futile birthpangs, before the wonderful child
appears a gift of the gods utterly undeserved and inexplicably per-
fect." The " painful pregnancy” that was to result in Ulysses began,
then, in the autumn of 1906 and lased until 1914, the year that
convulsed Europe, when the first words were put on paper in the
loyal Austrian city of the Emperor Franz Josd, Trieste.

Hereit isilluminating to consder those complementary ageds
of Joyogs mind not directly asodated with his cregtive endeavours
but ye feeding them and playing a part in his aegheic deveop-
ment, apedts that crowded the narrow intergices of his labour-
crammed days and afforded him some pleasures of speculation and
observation. They may be assorted under: his reading, those phass
of the contemporary activitiesin Rome that caught at his mind, and
his continual absorption in the Irish (or, to be precse Dublin)
e and what he found in it; in other words, what fed his mind
from literature, from the shifting gpectade of his Italian environ-
ment, and from his congant return, if only through memory and
reports, to the Irish city where he grew to manhood. From the
letters he wrote to Stanidaus during this period it will be of reve-
latory interes to cull a few extracts concerned with his reading.

The firg book that appears to have fallen into Joyods hands
in Rome was Oscar Wilde's The Picture of Dorian Gray. Curiousy
enough, heread it in an Italian trandation. "1 have jus finished
'Dorian Gray,'" he wrote on August 19, 1906. " Some chapters are
like Huysmans catalogued atrocities ligs of perfumes and instru-
ments. The central idea is fantagtic. Dorian is exquistey beautiful
and becomes awfully wicked—but never ages His portrait ages
| can imagine the capital which Wilde's prosecuting counsd made
out of certain parts of it. It is not very difficult to read between the
lines. Wilde ssams to have had some good intentions in writing it—
ome wish to put himsdf before the world—but the book's rather
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crowded with lies and epigrams. If he had had the courage to de-
velop the alusons in the book, it might have been better. | suspedt
he has done this in some privatey-printed books Like his Irish
imitator:

Jug the revee is

The gyle of his verss' "

Later in this same month Joyce didocated his finances by pur-
chasng a copy of George Moor€s The Lake. It will be remembered
that he had definitive ideas about Mr. Moore, that while he recog-
nized him as an author of wonderful mimetic ability he aso saw
him as a sruggler in the backwash of that tide which had ad-
vanced from Flaubert through Jaocobsn to d'Annunzio. In " The
Day of the Rabblement" Joyce had written: " But however frankly
Mr. Moore may misquote Pater and Turgenieflf to defend himsdif,
his new impulse has no kind of relation to the future of art." A
perusal of The Lake arousad a joooe contempt in him. On August
thirty-first he wrote to his brother: "The Times calls it a prose
poem. You know the plot. She [the heroine of The Lal(g] writes
long letters to Father Oliver Gogarty about Wagner and the Ring
and Bayreuth (memories of my youth!) and about Italy where
everybody is o happy (! and where they drink nice
wine and not that horrid black porter (O, poor Lady Ardilaun,
over whoe lily-white hand he lingered some years back!) with a
literary man named Ellis—one of Moorés literary men (you can
imagine what ... a dlent ssoond cousn of that terribly knowing
felow, Harding)—and Father Oliver Gogarty goes out to the lake
to plunge in by moonlight, before which the moon shines oppor-
tunely 'on afirm erect frame and grey buttocks; and on the Seamer
he reflects that every man has a lake in his heart and mug ungird
his loins for the crossing. Preface written in French to a French
friend who cannot read or write English (intelligent artist, how*
ever, no doubt) and George Moore, out of George Henry Moore
and a Ballyglass lady, explains that he only does it 'becausg, cher
ami (dear friend), you cannot read mein my own language' Eh?"
Some days later Joyoe reverted to The Lake again, in reponse to
ome comments by his brother. " Yerra, what's good in the end of
'TheLake? lasee nothing. And what is to be said about the 'lithery’
man, Ellis, and all the talk about pictures and music ? Now, tell the
God's truth, ign't it bloody tiresome? To me it is As for 'Rev.

N
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Oliver Gogarty' | think that may cither have been laughingly sug-
geded by O. S. Jeus [Joyce alluded to Oliver &. John Gogarty,
his former companion in the Martello Tower at Sandycove] for his
greater glory or hawk-eyedly intended by Moore to put O. S. Jeus
in an embarras. If the latter O. S. Jesus has risen nobly to the stu-
ation, | have violated the sandity of this office by laughjng. | re-
membered Moor€s legend about Mrs. Craigie. Thanks be to Chrigt,
they amuse us anyhow." The description of Father Oliver Gogarty
plunging into the lake by moonlight reminded Joyce of his rapidly
disintegrating trousrs for he further remarked to hisbrother: " Al-
ready the moon is threatening to shine on my grey buttocks and
| wish someone would snd me a pair of Father Oliver's small
dothes that he hid among the bulrushes" It is amusng to note
that in Ulysses (published sxteen years later) Stephen Dedalus re-
fuses a pair of grey trousers offered him by Buck Mulligan (Oliver
St. John Gogarty).

The next work to arouse comment from Joyce was Gerhart
Hauptmann's play, Rosa Bcrnd. We are already cognizant of his
familiarity with the dramas of this German writer. Early in October
hewrote: " | finished Hauptmann's Rosa Bernd on Sunday. | won-
der if he ads well. His plays when read, leave an unsatisfying
impresson on the reader. Yet he mus have the sns of the sage
well-developed in him by now. He never (in his later plays, at least)
tried for a curtain so0 that the ends of his ads ssam ruptures of a
e His characters ssam to be more highly vivified by ther creator
than Ibsn's do but they are a0 less under control. He has a dif-
ficulty in subordinating them to the action of his drama. He deals
with life quite differently, more frankly in certain points (this play
opens with Rosa and her lover emerging one after the other from
oppogte gdes of a budh, looking at each other firsg and then laugh-
ing) but alo s0 broadly that my personal consdence is sddom
touched. His way of treating such types as Arnold Kramer and
Rosa Bernd is however, altogether to my tage His temperament
has a little of Rimbaud in it. Like him, too, | suppose somebody
d= will be his future. But, after all, he has written two or three
maderpiecss—a little immortal thing like 'The Weawrrs' for exam-
ple. | have found nothing of the charlatan in him ye&."
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By November Joyce had plunged into the somewhat muddy
waters of George Gissing, reading one after the other Demos: A
Story of English Socialism and The Croum of Life. Both books
disguged him, offending all his canons of art and proe "Why arc
English noves so terribly boring?' he demanded. " | think Gissng
has little merit. The Sodalig in this [Demos| isfirst a worker and
then inherits a fortune, jilts his first girl, marries a lady, becomes
a big employer and takes to drink. You know the kind of sory.
There is a clergyman in it with searching eyes and a degp voice
who makes all the Sodaligs wince under his firm gaze. | am going
to read another book of his. Then | will try Arthur Morrison and
Hardy and finally Thackeray." With a flash of his old Dublin
arrogance he concluded: " Without boaging, | think | have little
or nothing to learn from English noveigs" The Crown of Life
he found equally bad and decided that Gising's work reminded
him of pastefazoi, a sort of Triestine soup. What he thought him-
odf of sodalign at this time, the political and economic theory so
dear to Gissng, will be discussd later.

Another book that aroused a puzzled scornful comment from
him was Saumas O'Kédly's By the Stream of Killmeen, a volume
of dories snt to him at his own reques by his aunt Jossphine He
announced to Stanidaus " The dories | read were about faithful
and pure Connacht girls and lithe broad-shouldered open-faced
young Connacht men, and | read them without blinking, patiently
trying to s whether the writer was trying to express something
he had understood. | always concduded by saying to mysdf without
anger something like this, 'Well, theés no doubt they're very
romantic young people; at firs they come as a relief, then they tire.
Maybe, begod, people like that are to be found by the Stream of
Kilmecn only none of them has ever come under my observation,
as the deceasad gent in Norway remarked.*

Other books mentioned casually by him in his letters at this
time were Ferraro's Young Europe, sveral volumes of Guy de
Maupassant's short gories two or three Anatolc France narratives
and some of the old Italian taletdlers such as Sermini and Doni.

! Joyoe however, has a great admiration for this writer's remarkable short tale, " The
Weaver's Grave."
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For the mog part he did not find the particular magic for which
he sought.

His own ideas on writing as a fine art pear out obliquely from
the comments on his reading. Fuzziness of conception, disregard
for exactitude of expresson, sentimentalism, compromise of any
ort with onés literary integrity, the failure to intelligently circum-
sribe an idea, thexe were flaws that he abhorred and they were
flaws that he discovered all too often in the Irish and English books
he read. The duffiness of Edward VI1's smug era offended his sns-
bilities. He was congantly endeavouring "to s if the writer was
trying to express something he had undersood” and by understand-
ing he meant to see the thing, the stuation, the emotional resolu-
tion exactly and wholly for what it was, to catch it in its datic
perfection, to apprehend it at the ingant of its completeness and
S0 convey it to the reader. Compromise or sentimentality always re-
duced such an endeavour to bathos And it was so that he scorn-
fully saw the tentative expresson of the Irish writers he had left
behind him in Dublin. A.E.'s nex of snging birds were not cygnets
to him but a sdf-satiffied brood of chickens pegping shrilly in a
high-fenced barnyard. They apprehended nether terror nor pity;
they knew not "the human digpodtion of sensble or inteligible
matter for an aeghetic end" which was art; the old Aquinian " Ad
pulchritudinem tria requiruntur integritas, consonantia, claritas,"
over which Joyce had so pondered during his Dublin, Paris and
Pola days meant nothing to them. Small wonder, then, that he
could break out bitterly (and it is by the infrequent wesknesses of
a man that we may gauge his strength): " They arc all in the public
eye and favour. . . . And here am | (whom their writings and
lives nauseste to the point of vomiting) writing away letters for
ten hours a day like a blue devil on the offchancc of pleasng three
bad-tempered bankers and inducing them to let me retain my pos-
tion while (asa luxury) | am allowed to haggle for two years with
the same publisher, trying to induce him to publish a book for
which he has an intense admiration. Orco Diol* This was the
resounding exagperation of a young man but a young man much
tried to whom Time had bemn less than kind.

As for those phasss of contemporary activities in Rome that
caught at his mind they may (so far as any perceptible stimulation
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went, and that was but lukewarm) be confined to one: the Sodalist
Congress then meeting and whose damorous ssssons he followed
with a detached but actual interest. The gectade of the ddegates
representing various types of sodalism plunging into endless inter-
necine warfare concerning conflicting theories of dogma and action,
arguing, orating, denouncing and expounding, causd to flicker up
anew, but fitfully, that speculative curiogty that had moved him
snce the days he had first read the anarchist and sodalig writers*
His own sodalign was thin and ungeady and ill-informed and he
knew it to be 0. Indeed, it was more of a sympathy than a convic-
tion, a feding that the perfect freedom in life with the absolute min-
imum of restraining laws was an ideal devoutly to be desred, a fed-
ing that was of course, no more sodalisn than it was capitalism.
But it naturally followed that no favoured dass should have privi-
leges denied a more unfortunate dass that freedom—freedom of the
soul, freedom of the will, freedom of the intdligence, freedom of
the artigtic urge—should be the common property of all, beggars
as well as Edwardian noblemen and purse-proud landowners. From
this anarchistic conception of the unfettered mind it was but a gep
to the theory of an economic equality, to a world where hardships
engendered by dass digtinctions and the unfair distribution of the
riches of the earth no longer exisged. Joyce lacking or ignoring an
exact knowledge of sodalism, made that sep. But it would be
absurd to ingg that he was a Marxian or that he acquiesoed in any
degree to the principle that individual freedom should be sub-
ordinated to the interess of the community. He depissd the bour-
geois dass as a dass and there is no doubt he knew that his true
ideal was an intelectual plane of living unattainable by the mass
of mankind. It was pleasant to dream about but all the reslities
were againg it. His intellectual anarchy, then, had little or nothing
to do with Karl Marx.

Palitics as politics were wearisome to him although infrequent
Soeculative conjectures betrayed his flickering concern with them.
The only country that he would like to s changed (and that so

1 Among the many whose works he had read may be mentioned Most, Malatesta,
Sarner, Bakunin, Kropotkin, Elise Rectus Spencer and Benjamin Tucker, whose |Instead
of * Book proclaimed the liberty of the non-invasive individual. He never read anything
by Karl Marx except the firs sentence of Das Kapiud and he found it so absurd that he
immediately returned the book to the lender.
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changed that the artis might live in it without a fedling of frustra-
tion) was Ireland, but as he couldn't change the country he pre-
ferred to change the conversation. And o as he followed the windy
drift of the Sodalig Congress, vagudy admired Ferraro, noted that
Labriolareminded him of Arthur Griffith and ligened to the wordy
dashes between the intdlectual and parliamentary Socaigs and the
garker-minded Syndicaligs, his tepid interes in the gpectade grew
colder and colder until it congealed and was put out of mind for
more important matters. Not even the exploson of a bomb near
the bank (a favourite argument among the antagonigic Italian
political groups) could arouse more than a momentary horror and
disgus in him. He was only reminded anew of the savagery that
exiged in his so-called civilized world.

The far-away Irish s;ene made a greater impact on his mind
than the bomb exploson in the Cafe Aragno. From his modes
perch in the foreign correspondence department of the Roman
bank he followed with an undeviating absorption all the phe-
nomena, great and small, that made up the sum total of Dublin life.
His great vexation was that he did not receive enough information.
Dublincrs, then as now, were exceedingly poor correspondents. But
auffident information (through newspapers and letters) reached
him to impress upon his mind the exhilarating effect of the srong
yead that was fermenting in his native city. Dublin, according to
all accounts was one of the livelies and mog pleasant places in
which to live during this transtional period of time when the rest
of the world's great cties appeared content to drowse in a sort of
midsummer lethargy. There was sparkling excitement over art and
politics in the air above the Liffcy. Hugh Lane was perfecting his
plans to inaugurate the Modern Art Gallery and a shoa of young
painters (few, alas of first rank) were dapping pigment on canvas
The Arts Club had bemn organized and to its sssons came the
James Duncans, William Butler Yeats, the Markievicz—Casse and
Congance, the Orpens, A.E., Maurice Joy, Padraic Colum, Cruise
O'Brien, Percy French and a dozen others. " The hairy fairies of
Plunkctt House" A.E., Sr Horace Plunkctt, Edward Stopford,
Henry Norman and ther oohorts laboured for the Irish Agricul-
tural Organization Sodety. At the Abbey Theatre, cursed by mogt
Dubliners because it had no bar and one was forced, between the
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ads to run across the gregt and round the corner to Wynn's for
a gxpenny 'Baby' Powers, the company was rehearsng a new play
that would lay all Dublin by the cars and even have repercussons
on Joyce, as we shall s= A quaint individual (Dublin has always
abounded in them) called Alabager was inventing a piano that
played colours indead of notes The Players Club, guided by Arnold
Graves, continued to produce dramas with amateur ceds The
Gadlic League, directed by its prophet with the waterfall mougache,
Douglas Hyde, today Presdent of Eire, indugtrioudy propagated
the Irish language. Arthur Griffith, that squarejawed fighter, was
struggling to egablish the Sinn Fein party and build up an or-
ganization strong enough to contes a parliamentary eection. And
in the submerged ranks of Labour the two Jamexs Connolly
and Larkin, were prosdytizing againg that day when they might
present a united front to callous capitalisn. At another extreme
Dr. Esposto was conducting concerts calculated to raise the leve
of mudc in Dublin. It was all exciting from the lunatic fringe
exemplified by that Endymion who drode the dregds with a
bare sabre under his arms to the large-bodied lumbering Ed-
ward Martyn who forsook his heavy dinners at the Kildarc Strest
Club to dabble in pdlitics, in the language revival, in musc, in
plays, in a gained-glass renasoence, in anything at all calculated to
advance the civilization of Ireland.

And Joyce was copying dull letters in a digant Italian bank.

From that lamentable stuation he desred to know everything,
what books were written, what gossp was retailed in the dreds
and public housss what political agitation was in process or im-
pending, in short, the very shape and subgance and diurnal being
of Dublin. At the same time he was congantly diving back into
the pag. He demanded old editions of Kickham, Griffin, Carleton,
Banim, P. J. Smyth. He wondered if his aunt would snd him a
great bundle of tram tickets, advertissments handbills, pogers
newspapers, programmes, city maps, all the small flotsam that daily
covered the fluctuating waters of the dancing sa that was Dublin.

" Remembering thee, O Son."

Poalitics as palitics, it has been pointed out, were wearisome to
him and ye the Dublin manifestations as he read of them in the
United Irishman and, later, Sinn Fein arousad a rational commen-



188 JamesJoyce

the outraged ydlsfrom the audience at such linesas Christy Mahon's
declaration to Pegeen Mike: " | squeezing kisses on your puckered
lipstill I'd fed a kind of pity for the Lord God in all ages gtting
lonesome in His golden chair!" and that other terrific image pic-
turing all the girls of Mayo standing before Christy Mahon in their
shifts What blasphemy! What indecency!

As Joyce read about this hurly-burly in his English journal
and the Irish papers that reached him a day or two later a wild
exagperation at his own londiness posessd him and rapidly taut-
ened to the breaking point. " This whole affair has upsst me" he
burg out to his brother. "1 fed like a man in a house who hears
arow in the drest and voices he knows shouting but can't get up
to == what the hell is going on. It has put me off the sory | was
going to write—to wit, 'TheDead.' " Almost immediately he de-
cided definitely .to leave Rome. Let the cursed " ponderous remem-
brances’ remind somebody dse of something. Where he should go,
however, proved to be a painful problem. Without settling upon
that degtination he recklesdy handed in his notice at the bank.
At leas the coil was cut and he would have to go somewhere. He
wrote to various agendes and ansvered newspaper advertissments
in different parts of Italy and France. The idea of Marsdlles again
aosed his mind and he thought it might be pleasant to labour
in a shipping dffice near the harbour where he could go in and out
and se the water sparkling in the bay and hear the din of ships
loading and unloading. But this was no more than a passing fancy,
a daydream of his quickened imagination. His painful problem was
quickly reaching its solution without any particular mental volition
on hispart. Hard-fisted drcumstance and a not-unwilling surrender
were ssaing to that. Trieste, the city he had left in disgust, began to
draw him like an irresstible magnet. He was known there. He re-
membered that there he would meet people who shared his tempera-
ment to some degree. He would be able to talk all he pleased about
Dublin with Stanidaus He recalled with some nogalgia calm eve-
nings when he had srolled along the Triestine dregts and thought
ove the phrasss in his dories. Very well, then, though it were no
more than the bes of a bad bargain he would acoept it and return.
"There is ome dement of sanity in this las mad performance of
mine, | am sure" heremarked to his dubiousminded brother and
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he was right. Even the discouraging news, forwarded by Stanidaus
that the Berlitz School would provide no place for him did not
change his determination. He would give private lesons then. In
me way he would make ends mest. And he would be able to
write in Trieste, something he had found amog impossble in
Rome. The lag gory in Dubliners was ready to his pen and behind
it theréwas Stephen Hero, which, after all, he thought he would
call A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.
Early in March the three wanderers were back in Trieste.



Seven

HE familiar dreets with their picturesque figures hurrying
to and fro reasured Joyce and as he stled his family in

modest quarters at Via Santa Catarina, i, he experienced
the sensation of the wanderer who had returned to a well-known
home. It was not the real home, perhaps, that was Dublin, but it
was as do as he, an exile because of a rigorous moral and artistic
necessty, could come to a home. There was Sanidaus with whom
to converse again and there were the winding ways of the Citti
Vecchia wherein to wander. The bora roared a welcome to him
and the Triestine dialect fell pleasantly upon his ears The smiling
Romans and the multitudinous ruins of the Eternal City faded
into the pergective of things that had served ther purpose

Joyoes first tak was to procure private gudents of the English
language s0 that he might support himsdf and his family and as
he had already achieved some reputation as teacher during the
Berlitz School days they were not too difficult to find. An acquaint-
ance of this period (Silvio Benco) dexribes the Joyoe of 1907 in
thexe terms. " Tali, thin, smooth-shaven (a member of the giraffe
family, he usd to say) he might have ssemed (and without so
much contradicting the facts) an overgrown schodboy who had
developed too rapidly. Except that no one would have taken James
Joyce for an overgrown boy, so vivid was the impresson of a ma-
ture, already decided life in his giff, automaton-like bearing . . .
He was aways hagening from house to house to give their hour
of English to all the Tricgtincs. Energetic and punctual in his work,
devoted to his wife, his children and his housg, he was remarkable
for his sobriety. But within there was the poetic torment, the keen
critical mind, the paradoxical diablerie of Joyce"

The young man apparently kept from his sudents as a whole
the knowledge that the teaching of language was digaseful to
him and that his entire nature was permeated with a devouring

cregtive urge. But there was one exception and that was a busness
190
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man named Ettore Schmitz who in his youth had written a couple
of books under the nom de plume of Italo Svevo. To him Joyce
revealed himsdf and his ambitions and the contact between the
two men was uch that it affected both of them. Schmitz returned
to writing, undoubtedly at the ingtigation of Joyog and Joyce found
in the matter-of-fact unsentimental Schmitz more than one hint
for the cloudy figure moving in the back of his mind and who
would one day be called Leopold Bloom.

Joyods sllary as a language teacher at the beginning was
equivalent to tcnpenec an hour and there were days when he gave
as many as deven lesons Later his fess rose to 2/— and 2/6 and
in the casss of some dasss to 4/— and even 5/—. There was
not much leisure then, for his creative work; that had to go by
the board for the time being or be hadily snatched at late at
night. As an example of the laboriousness of his days the teach-
ing of a certain Captain Dehan may be cited. Captain Dehan
commanded a boat that ussd to come every fortnight to Trieste
from Bari. On thee days Joyce would leave his house walk across
the Piazza Giambattisa Vico, walk through the tunne of Mon-
tuzza, take an dectric tram to the gate of the Free Port, enter
and take a horse tram to the Punto Franco, make dgnals to the ship
until a small boat was st out for him, board the boat and be taken
to the ship, climb aboard and have a sailor ssarch for the Captain,
look for a quiet at to give the lesson, give it (the Captain was
intensdy stupid), then look for a siilor to take him back to the
Punto Franco, enter the horse tram and ride to the gate of the
Free Port, board the dectric tram which would take him to the
mouth of the Montuzza tunnel, walk back through it, aoss the
Piazza Giambattista Vico and 0 reach his house For this extraor-
dinary exertion he received payment amounting to thirty pence

Interrupting the grey routine of 1907 were four events that
had ther influence on Joyce and his future. The first was the pub-
lication of his first book.

On April gxth Elkin Mathews issued an edition of five hun-
dred and nine oopies of Chamber Music, priced at 1/6. The tome
was a small one bound in light-green boards with the tide in gold
on the sde And back and the title page carrying a desgn with a
harpschord. True to his word Arthur Symons immediately re-
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viewed the little volume in an English periodical and as what he
wrote is probably the first piece of any length ever to be written
about Joyce it desrves to be s down here

‘Chamber Music,' by James Joyce an Irishman, who was in no Irish
movement, literary or national, has not anything cbvioudy Cédltic in its
manner. The book is tiny, there are thirty-seven pages with a poem on
each page [Thisis not true. There arc thirty-six poems on thirty-six un-
numbered pages] And they are all so singularly good, so firm and deli-
cate, and yet so full of music and suggestion, that | can hardly choose
between them; they are aimost all of an equal merit. Here is one of the

Gentle lady, do not sing

Sad songs about the end of love;
L ay addesadnessand sing

How love that passsis enough.

Sing about the long deep dep
Of lovers that arc dead and how

In the grave all love shall desp.
Love is aweary now.

No one who has not tried can realize how difficult it is to do such
tiny evanescent things as that; for it is to evoke, not only ross in mid-
winter, but the very dew of the roes Someiimes | am reminded of
Elizabethan, but more often of Jacobean, lyrics; there is more than swedt-
ness there is now and then the sharp prose touch, as in Rochester, which
gives a kind of malice to sentiment:

For degant and antique phrase,
Dearest, my lips wax all too wise;
Nor have | known a love whose praise
Our piping poets solemnize,
Neither a love where may not be

Ever w0 little falsty.

Thereisarare kind of pogry to be made out of the kind or unkind
ingnuations of lovers, who are not always in a date of rapture, even
when the mood comes for singing, and it may, like this love-poet, be
turned to a new harmony.

And all for some drange name heread Q
In Purchas or in Holinshed.
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There is no subgance at all in thee songs which hardly hint at a
sory; but they arc like a whispering clavichord that someone plays in
the evening, when it is getting dark. They arc full of ghostly old tunes,
that were never young, and will never be old, played on an old instru-
ment. If poery is to be a thing overheard, thee songs certainly, will
jugtify the definition. They are so dight, as a drawing of Whistler is
dight, that ther entire beauty will not be discovered by those who go
to poery for anything but its perfume. But to those who care only for
what is essntially poetry in a poem, they will ssam to have so much the
more value by all they omit. There is only just enough, but these ingants
are, in Browning's phrase, 'made eternity/

Perhaps the rare quality of theee songs might captivate certain read-
ers Such asong as Bright Cap and Streamersor Silently She's Combing
ought to catch every fancy, and the graver poams ought to awaken every
imagination. But if anything in art is small, and merdy good, without
anything but that fact to recommend it, it has usually to wait a long
time for recognition. People arc s0 afraid of following even an impulse,
fearing that they may be mistaken. How unlikdly it ssams docs it not,
that any new thing should come suddenly into the world and be beauti-
ful.

In the old Freemans Journal of Dublin there appeared a
sympathetic notice over the initials T. M. K., which every student
of modern Irish politics will be able to trandate. It was, of course,
Thomas M. Kettle. This was to be for more than twenty years the
first and last mention of Joyces name in any Dublin paper, though
it ssemsin the last few years the slence has been broken.

There were other favourable reviews as well and Joyce opti-
mistically ventured to hope that he might gain a few pounds from
the sales of the book. In this hope he was disappointed, but the
mere fact of the publication of Chamber Music was of a greater
value at this period than, perhaps, he suspected. It was a book. It
was published by a professional publisher at the publisher's risk.
In other words, Joyce had joined the great company of professional
authors and joined it at a moment when he most needed the
strengthening reassurance of that fact It was not a fortification of
his faith in himself as a creator that he needed (for that faith had
never faltered) but it was rather an indication that the public (rep-
resented by»publishcrs, at least) would accept him and, conse
quently, that in the near or far future he would be rdeased from
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routine drudgeries having nothing in common with his art. Cham-
ber Music did that for him.

The ssoond event of 1907 was the discovery of Joyce as a writer
by Triestinc journaligs. This was due to Joyods contribution of
three artides to // Piccolo della Sera, then edited by Roberto
Prczioso. The budding journalis wrote, of course in Italian (" The
Italian was a bit hard and cautious” comments Silvio Benco) and
the subjects had to do with Irish politics They were, so to speak,
the final flickers of Joyces interest in such matters. The firt, called
"The Lag of the Sinn Fein," was concerned with the apparently
dwindling drength of that young militant party. In Rome, as we
have seen, Joyee bdieved that e@ther Sinn Fein or imperialism
would triumph in Ireland; he now beieved that imperialisn was
winning and that this was due to the inconsgtent Irish nature,
always blowing hot and cold by turns. "In Ireland at the psycho-
logical moment the traitor always appears” he wrote bluntly and
the gatement was one that was later paraphrased in Ulysses. The
soond article was called "Home Rule Come of Age" and pointed
out that twenty-one years had passad snce Gladstone, in 1886, made
his satement that the English Liberal party would refuse to legis
late for England until England had granted some measure of sdf-
rule to Ireland. But, in the intervening time, Gladstone, " having,
with the aid of the Irish bishops brought about the assassnation of
Parnell," Home Rule had met with nothing but dissger. The third
article was entitled " Ireland in the Dock." All the pessmiam of Joyce
concerning his country and its future was packed into this indict-
ment. Ireland "docs not sucosed in making hersdf understood; she
has no means of communicating with the public opinion of Eng-
land and other countries The Irish are aleged cut-throats. The
true sovereign of Ireland, the Pope looks upon them as the Eng-
lish do."

Joyoe of course was observing Irdland from a digance and
over a gae of three years exile. If the political pulse was acoderat-
ing he could only know it by hearsay, by the letters he received
from his family, by the congant sream of Irish newspapers that
gad from Dublin to Trieste. He knew it, too, from his desgp com-
prehenson of the Irish character, from his inginctive awareness of
the mental reactions of the race he consdered to be the mog be
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latcd in Europe. It would be essy to asume that Joyods own mis
fortunes with his people had so prgudiced him that he was in-
capable of taking a neutral attitude and seeing the Stuation for
what it was without persona coloration. But this is not true. He
had arrived at his condusons by a digpassonate reasoning and not
without anguish. He loved Dublin and it tortured him to think
what incongderate and cowardly men had made of the city. His
journalism, then, may be regarded as a sort of vent through which
he disspated the bitterness that was swelling his mind. He was all
the better for it. Through it he was unconsdoudy fumbling to-
wards a realization of that atmospheric presure that colours parts
of Ulysses. And through it, too, he found a sympathetic personality,
Roberto Prezioso, to whom he could read the dories that made up
Dubliners, and discuss them as he could with no others except his
brother Sanidaus and Ettorc Schmitz. The small cirde was widen-
ing.

A third event of importance to him occurred on July twenty-
saxth, S. Annés day, when his daughter, Lucia Anna, was born
in the City Hospital of Trieste. This added condderably to his re-
soonshilities and emphaszed in his mind anew the necessty for
condant labour. With three to provide for out of a precarious liveli-
hood he was to be ssn more often than ever dashing from house
to house in Trieste to give his English lessons and the day was to
come when he mockingly remarked that he had taught everybody
in town the English language and would have to move on to an-
other city. With such an unegual contex with fortune it was ex-
ceedingly difficult for him to devote much time to his creative
labours and they consequently suffered, the huge manuscript of
Stephen Hero being laid adde for the, time being.

But in the early autumn a fourth event in the form of an un-
expected letter renewed his interes in his writing. One Josph
Hone, a director of Maunscl and Company, Dublin publishers,
wrote to him from Marsalles suggesting that he submit the manu-
sript of Dublinersto the Irish firm. Joyce did s0 and then waited
impatiently for the decison of acogptance or rgection and the
possble contract. He was to have a long wait, Irish publishers
being, if anything, ill more impossble than English publishers

An unfortunate episode marked this year, aso. Shortly before

0
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he left Rome Joyce had celebrated a special occasion by dancing
through the drees late one night with two postmen during a ter-
rific rainstorm. Some time after he returned to Trieste he de
veloped a rheumatic fever which temporarily atrophied his biceps.
This resulted in his first attack of iritis, an ailment that was to
torture him annually for the next eighteen years. Grave as this may
sound it was but the beginning of the many eye troubles that were
eventually to reduce him close to blindness. His doctor in Trieste
was Oblath, a student of the famous Brettauer.

If 1907 was a year of few events for Joyce and his future, 1908
may be said to be a year without any events. He continued the
dreary round of language lesons he trandlated John M. Synge's
Riders to the Sea into Italian, with the assgance of Dr. Nicold
Vidacovitch he did the same thing with W. B. Yeatss Countess
Cathlcen, he burned a portion of Stephen Hero in a fit of mo-
mentary despair and then started the novel anew in a more com-
pressed form, he waited in vain for the contract for Dubliners from
Maunsel and Company, he suffered his second attack of iritis and
he received not a penny in royalties from Chamber Music. As for
the lighter dde of life, he went often to the theatre, he became
interested in several Triestine musicians including Antonio Smarag-
lia the little-known blind Polcsan composer of the charming opera
Nozze Istriane and the beautiful opera La Falena, and followed
their careers attentively, he studied singing for a time under Romeo
Bartoli and he read the dramatic criticisms of Giovanni Pozza in
the Corriere. Late in the year, in December, he conceived an idea
which he broached in a letter to his sster Poppic.® He wrote:

ViaS. Catarina, 1.

Trieste, Austria.
DEAR POPPIE,

Thanks for sending on the musc. | have ssan your letter to Stannic
and his reply, which is endosed with this. | have an idea which you will
tell me if you like. I will ssnd Georgie among you for 9x weeks or 0
next summer in charge of Stannie if you think such a proposal would
have the effect desred. Neither he nor Stannic would be any expense as
(if we can manage the thing at all) we shall pay all expenses of travel-
ling and board with you. Perhaps he might be a good influence in your
household and | fancy all of you would be glad to make hb acquaintance.
He could go about the end of July and come back to Trieste about the

! Now Sser Mary Gertrude, Convent of the Order of Mercy, Greymouth, New Zealand.
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end of August or first of September. If you like the idea and think it
likely to do good | shall write to Pappy mysdf.

| suppose you will think this a hare-brained idea like all the others |
have had hitherto but if you will walk around it for about a quarter of an
hour and look at it from all sdes it will begin to look right enough.

I will send him gladly if that will make yiz all happy and loving. |
told him | was going to, and he has been canvassng all the people in
the house for a valise to put his dothes in and go to 'Dubirino.’

Thank you, | fed a little better of the rheumatism and am now more
like a capital Sthan a capital Z. Hoping this will find you as it leaves me
at present, thank God, | am, dear Sger,

Y our mos affectionate brother,
JIM.

But when the time came for the projected trip it was not Stan-
idaus who accompanied the three-year-old Giorgio but Joyce him-
«f. At the lax moment the lure of Dublin had been too strong
and, furthermore, there was the question of the dilatory tactics of
Maunsel and Company concerning the acceptance or rejection of
Dubliners. That dlothful little firm had even outdone Grant Rich-
ards in the stupid sin of procrastination. So, about the first of
August 1909, Joyce and his young son left Via Vincenzo Scussa, 8,
the new address to which they had recently moved, for the city
that the father had not seen for five years.

n

The voyagers were met at Westland Row Railroad Station by
the entire Joyce family group. During the next few days the re-
turned exile had an opportunity of discovering what Dublin
thought of his appearance and he humorously s the verdicts down
in a letter he wrote to his brother.

Aunt J.: log all bayishness

Cogyravc: in splendid health

Eglinton: looking very ecdesadtical
Gogarty: Jaysus man, you're in phthiss
O'Leary Curtis. much more mature
Sheehan: very thin

Eileen: very foreign-looking

Kcohler: you look 35
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Mrs. keff.. nat a bit changed
Skeff.: somenhat blase
Everybody: mdanchaly
RussHl: like a man of busnes

While the family at 44 Fontcnoy Street regaled themsdves
with the infant Giorgio, Joyce st about his busness immediately
with the firm of Maunsd and Company. He discovered that one
George Raoberts was the man with whom to treat. For the time
being all went well and by the twentieth of the month the contract
for the publication of Dublincrs was Sgned by both parties and
damped at the Stamp Office. With this off his mind, as he thought,
he procesded to renew his acquaintance with the familiar city,
wandering about the dreds and visting old companions. It was,
he discovered, the same Dublin, the very replica of the image he
had carried about Europe in his mind for five arduous years The
well-known thoroughfares and squares and buildings, the Liffey
running gently between her narrow quays the green expanse of
S. Sephen's Green, the grey-brown bulk of Trinity College, the
General Pog Office and the Manson House and Leinstcr House
and the National Library and the Nelson Pillar and the satue of
O'Conncll and the bookgalls on Bachdor's Walk and the Rotunda
and Davy Byrnes and The Ship and the stews' and Eglinton
and A.E. walking sdatdy along the dredt, all were there as he
had remembered them and would remember them again for a
definite purpose when the special daemon of creation that had
briefly vigted him in Rome reached upward in his mind once more.

His activities beyond this replunge into the variegated life of
his native city were few. He attended the premiere of George
Bernard Shaw's The Shewing Up of Blanco Posnet and wrote a
critique on it which he snt to the Piccolo della Sera. He wrote to
Synges brother about the rights of production of the Italian tranda-
tion of Riders to the Sea and recaived such an unsatisactory re-

! There is nothing in Paris ressmbling this old Nighttown (now vanished) and to
e omething like it one has to go to the Vicux-Port at Marsdlles. Curioudy enough, the
whole quarter was dominated by the Roman Catholic Church of the city, the Pro-
Cathedral on Marlborough Street, so called because the other two cathedrals, St. Patrick's
and Chrigt Church, are now Protestant. Dubhners facetioudy referred to the Pro-Cathedral
as the Cathedral of the "Pros" The three churches appear from time to time throughout
Finnegans Wake, Marlborough the Less, Greatckrist, Holy Protector and so on.
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gone that he decided to let the brother "follow J.M.S. to the
Wicklow quarter of hell." He applied in turn to the Irish Times,
the Express and the Mail for authorization to interview Enrico
Caruso, who was singing in Dublin at the time, and was politely
refused. He went to the new recently-reorganized National Uni-
verdty to discover if the Board planned a professorship in Italian
(with the idea of applying for it) and found that there would be
only a lectureship in commercial Italian at ,£100 a year. It did not
appeal to him. And he decided to bring his 9se Eva back to
Trieste with him and so make life eeser for the mother of his
children.

By the ssoond week in September, with his sgned contract
for Dublinersin his pocket, he was shepherding his sser Eva and
his son George by way of London, Boulogne, Bade Zurich, Inns
bruck and Laibach to Triegte.

One would think that this dip back into the pas would have
been auffident for one year but Fate in the form of a motley quartet
of impresarios decreed otherwise No soone was Joyce back in
Trieste than he met four busnessmen who together controlled two
dnemas in the Austrian city and one in Bucharet. They were
Antonio Machnich, an upholserer who had invented a new type
of sofa-bed; Giovanni Rebez, a lesther merchant; Giusegppe Caris,
a draper; and Francesco Novak of Pirano, proprietor of a bicyde
shop. Through Dr. Nicold Vidacovitch Joyce interested this quartet
in the idea of introducing cinema theatres into Ireland, and epe
cially in Dublin. There were hurried negotiations between the little
group and on the twenty-first of October Joyoce was back in Dublin
again with a contract to open dnemas in Dublin, Bdfag and Cork
and a limited amount of money with which to finance them.
Sanidaus, who had dreamt vainly of returning to Ireland, re-
mained in Trieste and took over Joyogs language fudents whose
names were like a melody: Popper, Bdlaffio, Vencziani, Cagd-
bdonesg, Sordina, Hobcrth, Bertoli and Latzer.

For a brief period Joyce the busnessman superseded Joyce the
artig. He trotted about Dublin examining premises suitable to be
trandated into cinema theatres interviewed the theatre ingpector
about licensss and familiarized himsdf with the laws governing
such ventures. Eventually he decided upon a ste at 45 Mary Stregt
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as being the mog feasble. So much done, he wired for Antonio
Machnich (at the same time remarking in a letter to his brother:
"1f M. makes as many migakes travelling as he does in writing
Italian hewill end in Archangd 1') and occupied himself with other
affairs. Among these other affairs was the curious one of securing
for himself an agency in Trieste for Irish tweeds® It was not long
before the young Dubliner discovered that Joyce the busfiessnan
could not exig¢ smultaneoudy with Joyce the artis. One or the
other mug go. The busnessman went.

Machnich and Rcbez and Novak arrived in Dublin early in
November and at a moment when Joyog his expense money ex-
hauged, was fearful that the lease of 45 Mary Strest would be
voided for non-p.iyment of rent. With the arrival of the trio, none
of whom could gpesk English, the congruction of the Volta The-
atre (0 named in honour of Alessandro Voha) was hurried for-
ward. The trio and Joyce made a hurried trip to Bdfag (which
the Verdi-loving foreigners persged in calling Falstaff) to look
over the ground there. They found no dte but Joyoce discovered
W. B. Reyndlds, musc critic of the Bdfag Evening Telegraph,
who had st to musc svera of the songs from Chamber Music.
This, undoubtedly, interesed him far more than possble stes for
cinema theatres. Back in Dublin (December second) Joyce the artist
wasfurther dated by the promise of Geor ge Roberts of Maunscl and
Company that first proofs of Dubliners would be ready the follow-
ing week. The young writer (with an astounding optimism) had
aready figured out that if the book sold twelve thousand copies the
royalties would total £500.

However, for the moment Joyce the busnessman was pre-
dominant. In a letter written to his brother at this period he gives
a dear picture of his activities.

Itis1am. 1 havejug come home from Mary Srest where | have been
for thelagt hour or 0in acdlar under the house in the middle of dectric
wires The how is not open ye. Every day there are dissppointments
If I were to write you all the confuson hee you would nat find it
amudng in the lees. On Saturday night, for example | weas up till
430 am. snding eqress ldters and tdegrams for the Sodda to Trieste,

! He got the agency and did, in fact, succead in clothing several of s Tricstine male
pupils in Irish homespuns ordered by them.
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London and Bucharest. | got home and a cannon woke me up at 7 am.
| roe in the pdting rain and got to Kingsbridgc We left for Cork at
8 am. and arrived at 1 p.m. For five rainy dreary hours we were moon-
ing about Cork. At 6 p.m. we left for Dublin, and arrived at 11.30 p.m.
| was home at midnight, dined and st down to write with the result
that | got to my ricketty, naked bed at 3 am. Since this work began |
have never been in bed before 3 or 3.30.

| have no end of trouble and anxiety concerning landlords and build-
ers, eic. Now the dectrical engineer has left us in the lurch and the So-
cieta blames me for choosing him. How was | to know? (I forgot to sy
that the trip to Cork was put down to my expensss and cod me my
share of outlay. . . ) | snt two advance pogers to you today (designed
by me) and that is all the news | have 1 have not even got the Licence
yet, as the Recorder is not sitting at present, though | have had plenty of
Irish promisss. | am busy night, noon and morning. To my advt. in the
paper's for gaff hands, ec., | got nearly 200 replies and had to interview
about fifty of them. | did not wish to write either to you, Schmitz, Fran-
cini or Vidacovitch until the ball is open, as | know the scalogna that fol-
lows me. | will wire the moment we open.

In spite of obsacles, however, the Volta Theatre opened on
the Monday of Christmas Week with a program of Italian films
and so large was the crowd that milled about the strange new ven-
ture that the police had to be called to keep them in order. Half an
hour before the opening a Sinn Fein electrician, probably convinced
that the cinema had nothing to do with the freedom of Ireland,
abruptly quit and Joyce was forced to scour Dublin for a substitute.
On Christmas Day Machnich and Rebez returned to Bucharest
leaving Joyce and Novak to carry on the Volta, which, though the
weather was extremely bad, managed to draw a fairly good bus-
ness.

Joyce almost immediately decided to return to Trieste. There
were two strong reasons for this contemplated departure. He was
suffering from iritis again and he desred to be treated by his
Tricstine doctor. Also, he had received the disturbing news from
Stanidaus that his landlord had served a writ for non-payment of
rent and there was danger of the entire family being flung out into
the street. This was a problem that required immediate attention,
Fuxthcrmor e the was anxious to take his Sster Eileen back to Trieste
with him. All these considerations pushed him into speedy action
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and by the firs week in January 1910 he was on his way back to
the only city that he could really call home.

The further history of the Volta Theatre proved disappointing
enough. Novak discovered that it was eeder to run a bicyde shap
in Pirano than to direct a cinema in Dublin. The language, the
climate, the people were too alien and incomprehensble. After
five months the bewildered foreigner gave up the unequal Struggle,
and the Society much againg the will of Joyce who argued three
wesks againg it, sold out the theatre to an English company. It
was Joyces firg and lagt active venture into the hard-headed world
of busness If it proved anything it proved that such a world was
the very lag one into which he should venture. He could (and, as
we have sen, did) work hard but his impracticality in matters
concerning money was such that he was certain to be fleeced or
besed. He smply did nat have the knack. In the caz of the Volta
Theatre some months later (in June) he recaved the sum of one
thousand crowns as a liquidation of his partnership.

When he returned to Trieste with Eileen he was penniless A
desperate note digpatched by hand to his brother during February
reveals his condition.

DEAR STANNIE,
There is a ammaons here and pegple are calling for bills | have no
money whatever. | have four new pupils next wesk but till then cannot
od anything. Kindly come here unless we arc to darve
JIM.

There appears at this period to have been a sries of differences
between Joyce and his brother Sanidaus Perhaps Sanidaus felt
that he could no longer meet the emotional demands of his highly-
nervous brother. Both had lives to lead, both had ambitions and
both were high-strung and impatient. Joyce was deperatdy gragp-
ing to right and left for the means (and he meant to have them at
all cogt) to presrve himsdf againg illimitable dissger. A daamon
prodded him on and that darmon was ruthless in its intendty. It
became for the writer (who was but twenty-eight years old) an
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almost hysterical struggle to keep his head above the cold waters
of complete material failure. Another sombre note, sent by hand to
Stanidaus on March twelfth, reveals the perilous situation.

DEAR STANNIE,

I know nothing of any forty crowns. Zannoni's man was here six
times in three days He had orders to take the piano yesterday, but |
prevailed on him to wait another day. As | have already paid 300 crowns,
| think it would be dlly to lose it. Kindly snd me today at leas one
month for him and | will pay the other. And in addition some money
for the house which you arranged to give if | paid the bills. If not, |
mug sl part of my furniture. | do not understand your obscure threats,
but | paid the money. | got away relying on your promise to keep the
house going.

JIM.

The forty crowns mentioned in this letter was for the part
support of their dser which both brothers had agreed to share
Stanidauss prolonged absences from the house were the result of
frequent quarrels with his dster and occasionally with his sister-in-
law. Joyce invariably acted as a jocular peacemaker.
Casting about on all sdes for the means of preserving himself
and his family Joyce remembered that he had never received a
penny from Chamber Music. On the fourth of April he wrote to
his English publisher:
Via Vincenzo Sus=a 8,
Trieste, Austria.

Elkin Mathews, Esq.,

London.

DEAR SIR,

It is now three years snce you published Chamber Music and | would
like to hear if the sles have brought in anything to my profit. There-
fore | would ak you to send me an account to date by return.

When | wasin Bdfag lag autumn Mr. W. Reynolds, musical critic
of the Belfast Evening Telegraph, gave me some sdttings he had made of
certain of the songs and complained to me that you had refused to give
him permisson to s them. lliness and various busness prevented me
from writing you earlier on this matter. | cannot understand why you
did not give him leave. | had a letter today from Mr. O'Brien Butler, the
Irish compose . . . who writes that he admires the varses very much
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and will perhaps st some of them. Should he write you thereon | do
not s why such pemisson should be withheld. | was told in Dublin
that a Mr. Hughes had aso done some of the songs and one has even
ben & by a young ltalian muscian here Seang that no fewer than
five compos's seam to have bemn at work on the book and in the light
of the pres natices which were all very favourable | am quite at a los
to undergand how the book has brought me in nothing s far*

| will ak you for alinein reply and trugt it may be of an encourag-
ing nature.

Perhaps it will interes you to know that my long ddayed book of
gories Dubliners will come out in Dublin early in June published by
Mesrs Maunsd.

Very truly yours
JAMES JOYCE.

AS was to be expected there were no royalties.

Joyce, too, was mistaken about the publication date of Dub-
liners. Late in the previous year the Irish publisher, apparently
frightened by a frank reference to King Edward VI | in the gory
caled "lvy Day in the Committee Room," had asked Joyce to
change the passage Reluctantly he had done 0. But this had not
stidied the publishers. An unexpected, new and malevolent spirit
samed to enter into their correpondence and they deliberately
procraginated on the publication of the book and eventually de-
manded that the author cither completely kill or dragtically change
the passage in quegtion. Joyce remembering his futile epistolary
dud with Grant Richards (and was it not curious that Grant
Richards and George Roberts had the same initials?), refused with
some fury to compromise any further. On July 10, 1910, he wrote
an ultimatum to the Irish firm, having, as will be noted, changed
his address again.

ViaddlaBarrieraVecchia32, 1 1 1.
Triete
(Austria)
MESSRS MAUNSEL AND COMPANY,
Dublin,

In a letter | wrote you some time ago | proposad @ther ddetion of
the passage in digpute with a prefatory note of explanation by me or ar-
bitration as a solution of the matter. No reply has ben st me.
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If no reply is smt me to this letter | shall congde that you have no
intention of publishing the book and shall communicate the whole mat-
ter of the digoute in a dreular letter to the Irish pres and at the same
time take legal action againg you through my soligtor in Dublin for
breach of contradt.

Yourssnogdy,
JAMES JOYCE.

Joyce recaived no satigfaction from this letter. The Dublin pub-
lisher seamed to be animated by an unreasonable animosty that
had not exiged during the earlier part of 1909. It was as though
a new and evil influence antagonigic to Joyce had crept malevo-
lently into the attitude of the little firm and was determined to
completey suppress the publication of Dublincrs. Joyce was at a
loss as to what he could or might do to assrt his own rights. He
wrote letters; by mail he consulted a Dublin solicitor; no satifac-
tory solution appeared. What, in the name of God, did the idiots
mean by their suddenly-changed front? Who was behind it all?
Joyce could not answer that question and it is difficult to answer it
today. One can but suget and suspidons cannot be put down on
paper. There is ome reason to beieve that the influence was exerted
by a person who is no longer alive.

In the meantime Joyce continued the drudgery of his language
lesons often living from hand to mouth while he frantically
watched time flow by and knew that all he had dreamt of accom-
plishing was cither choked or in a forced abeyance The summer of
1910 merged into the autumn and then into a rainy winter. A new
year arrived inauspicioudy enough and he passad his twenty-ninth
birthday with nothing but the dim green volume of Chamber
Music to show for all his efforts «Giorgio was nearly sx years old
and Lucia was not far from four. The dim young Dubliner aged
and a light-brown beard concedled the pugnacious jaw that had
once thrugt forward so aggressvdy in the National Library. Winter
oftened into spring and spring into summer. There appeared to
be no means of bridging the widening impase between the
harassed author and Maunsd and Company. So Joyce put histhreat
into action. He wrote a circular letter and dipatched it to the Irish
pres.
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ViaddlaBarrieraVecchia32, 111 .
Trieste, Austria.
SIR,

May | ask you to publish this letter which throws some light on the
present conditions of authorship in England and Ireland?

Nearly dx years ago Mr. Grant Richards, publisher, of London,
signed a contract with me for the publication of a book of gories written
by me entitled Dubliners. Some ten months later he wrote asking me to
omit one of the dories and passages in others which, as he said, his
printer refused to ¢ up. | declined to do either and a correspondence
began between Mr. Grant Richards and mysdf which lased more than
three months. | went to an international jurist in Rome (where | lived
then) and was advised to omit. | declined to do so and the M S. was re-
turned to me, the publisher refusing to publish notwithstanding his
pledged printed word, the contract remaining in my possesson.

Six months afterwards a Mr. Hone wrote to me from Marsdlles to
ak me to submit the M S. to Messs Maunsdl, publishers, of Dublin. |
did 0. and after about a year, in July 1909, Messys Maunsd signed a
contract with me for the publication of the book on or before 1 Septem-
ber 1910. In December 1909 Messs MaunseFs manager begged me to
alter a passage in one of the dories vy Day in the Committee Room,
wherein some reference was made to Edward V1 1. | agread to do <,
much againg my will, and altered one or two phrasss Mesys Maunsel
continually pogtponed the date of publication and in the end wrote, ask-
ing mc to omit the passage or to change it radically. | declined to do
gther, pointing out that Mr. Grant Richards of London had raised no
obj ection to the passage when Edward V | | was alive and that | could not
s why an Irish publisher should raise an objection to it when Edward
V11 had passad into higtory. | suggested arbitration or a deletion of the
passage with a prefatory note of explanation by me but Messs Maunsel
would agree to neither. As Mr. Hone (who had written to me in the
firg insgance) disclaimed all respongbility in the matter and any con-
nection with the firm | took the opinion of a solicitor in Dublin who
advised me to omit the passage, informing me that as | had no domicile
in the United Kingdom | could not sue Messs Maunsd for breach of
contract unless | paid £100 into court and that, even if | paid £100 into
court and sued them, | should have no chance of getting a verdict in
my favour from a Dublin jury if the passage in dispute could be taken
as offengve in any way to the late King. | wrote then,to the present
King, George V, enclosng a printed proof of the gory with the passage
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therein marked and begging him to inform me whether in his view
the passage (certain allusons made by a person of the gory in the idiom
of his sodal dass) should be withheld from publication as offensve to
the memory of his father. His Mgjesty's private scretary sent me this
reply:
'‘Buckingham Palace.
The private sscretary is commanded to acknowledge the receipt
of Mr. James Joyces letter of the 1 ingant and to inform him that
it is incondgent with rule for His Majesty to express his opinion in
uch cass The endoaures arc returned herewith.
11 August, 1911

Here is the passage in dispute:

'—But look here, John—said Mr. O'Connor.—Why should we
welcome the king of England? Didn't Parnel himsdf . . . >—Par-
nell,—said Mr. Henchy,—is dead. Now, herés the way | look at it.
Her€'s this chap come to the throne after his old mother keeping
him out of it till the man was grey. He's a man of the world and
he means well by us H€'s a jolly fine decent fdlow, if you ak me,
and no damn nonsnse about him. He just sys to himsdf:—The
old one never went to see these wild Irish, By Chrigt, I'll go myself
and see what they're like—And are we going to insult the man
when he comes over here on a friendly vist? Eh? Isn't that right,
Crofton?—

Mr . Crofton nodded his head.

—But after all nowv—said Mr. Lyons, argumentatively—King Ed-
ward's life, you know, is not very . . .—Let bygones be bygones,-
sad Mr. Henchy.—I admire the man personally. He's just an ordi-
nary knockabout like you and me. H€e's fond of his glass of grog
and hés a bit of a rake, perhaps and hes a good sportsman. Damn
it, can't we Irish play fair?—'

| wrote this book seven years ago and hold two contracts for its pub-
lication. | am not even allowed to explain my cae in a prefatory note:
wherefore, as | cannot sein any quarter a chance that my rights will be
protected, | hereby give Messs Maunsel publicly permisson to publish
this sory with what changes or deetions they may please to make and
shall hope that what they may publish may ressmble that to the writing
of which | gave thought and time. Their attitude as an Irish publishing
firm may bejudged by Irish public opinion. |, asa writer, protest against
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the s/dems (legal, soda and ceremonious) which have brought me to

thispas
Thanking you for your ocourtesy
| am, S,
Your obedient servant.
18 Augug 1911 JAMES JOYCE.

So far as is known but two Irish newspapers took the trouble
to print this circular letter. They were Sinn Fein, Dublin, and the
Northern Whig, Bdfad. If Joyce thought that Maunsd and Com-
pany would now go ahead and print his book as it sood except
for this one mangled passge his angry carte blanche putting all
the responghility on the publisher, he was grievoudy mistaken.
Maunsd and Company did nothing of the sort and a year did by
with nothing at all accomplished in the way of breaking the dead-
lock between the two principals. In the meantime Joyce fumed
and racked his mind for a possble means of procedure. A diggus
for Trieste pose=ssd him and he even made two trips to the Univer-
gty of Padua where he underwent examinations firs written and
then oral with other candidates for teaching English in ltalian
public schods The result was that he was awarded 90 per cent for
proficency in the Italian language and literature but subssquently
was disqualified by the Board of Education in Rome on the ground
of the inadequacy of his Dublin degree. Not even the intervention
of influential friends in Trieste including Senator Mazzoni and a
language pupil Carlo Galli, then Italian consul-general in Trieste
and at presnt one of the Italian leading diplomatigts, was potent
enough to remedy this official dedson which desrves a very high
place indeed in the Annals of Comic Opera Culture. Joyce was wor k-
ing again, when he had the time, on the third verson of the nove
(now definitely called A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man)
and he planned to make it much shorter than that behemoth of
two thousand written pages he had envisaged under the title of
Stephen Hero. But the gectre of a mangled Dubliners danced con-
dantly before his eyes His disciplined xsthetic, so based on the
precison of words, the harmony of parts and the completeness of
apprehension, was outraged by the increasng demands for deetions
from the Dublin publisher. He felt far away and hepless too far
from the fiedd of battle to accomplish anything on his own behalf,
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and he realized that he would have to go to Dublin if matters were
to be stled. He was not anxious to go. He had been badck twice
and each time his pleasure in the city had been disspated by the
parochialism of the natives Ireland had become for him an "igno-
rant and faminc-gricken and treacherous country.” Nearly a year
before, when he had received a few lines from Maunsd and Com-
pany apprisng him of the third inexplicable pogponement of the
publication of Dubliners, he had written furioudy to Stanidaus " |
know the name and tradition of my country too well to be sur-
prised at receiving three scrawled lines in return for five years of
condant service to my art and congant waiting and indifference
and didoyalty in return for the 150,000 francs of continental money
[evidently from the Volta Theatre project] which | have deflected
into the pockets of hungry Irishmen and women dnce they drove
me out of therr hospitable bog Sx years ago," Snce then, his opin-
ion of Ireland, and egpedally Dublin, had not changed. It was in
fact, the fury of the lover at the hideous flaws in his sweetheart, a
wounded pride and a jus resentment at malevolent and super-
gitious injustice.

But, srong as his rductance at the moment was, to Dublin he
musg go. This time he planned to take his entire family with him
and the added expense was a problem that caussd much worry
and desperate planning on his part. The money was eventually
rased (part of it by neglecting to pay the overdue rent for his
flat) and late in July the four travelers were in Dublin,

v

The mother and two children went on immediately to Galway,
to the home of the mother's uncle, Michad Healy, His Maesy's
Ingpector of Cusoms and Recaver of Wreck for Galway, and a
day or two later, Joyoe having called at the office of Maunsd and
Company without any satisfaction, followed them. Michad Hcaly
was an excdlent man of the old type, broad-minded, sympathetic
in nature and generous (he aided Joyce for whom he had the
greates affection and admiration, monetarily several times later on
during the war and Joyce with an ironic observation of his pre-
carious date, had ggned his acknowledging letters " Flotsam, Je-
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sam, Lagging and Derelict"). Joyce enjoyed life very much in
Galway. He rowed and cycled and drove about the countrysde,
observing with pleasure the freshness of the fidds and the sm-
plicity of the natives. At Oughterard he vigted the little graveyard
he had pictured in hislong short sory, " The Dead," and discovered
there a headgone with the name " J. Joycg' engraved upon it. It
was in Galway, too, that he became interesed in a cure for the
foot and mouth dissese that was devagating Irish cattle (the ssd
of one of the motifs in Ulysses) and wrote a letter to William
Field, M.P., Presdent of the Irish Cattle Traders Society. Here-
caved no reponse to it. The only writing he did was two artides
on the Aran Idands for the Piccolo della Sera. An idea that he
concaived of interviewing Marconi for the Tricgtine journal came
to nothing, it being impossble to get into direct touch with the
great Italian inventor of wirdess telegraphy. This was his one and
only vist to the so-called Joyoe country in Connemara.

During these relatively calm daysin Galway Joyce was worried
and badgered by the attitude of his lates landlord in Trieste. That
individual, desring his overdue rent and sseing no way of getting
it, had decided to evict the Joyce family from the premises and
rent them to a more opulent tenant. Joyce, learning of this, ex-
plained the matter in a letter to Sanidaus " The gory about the
flat isthis. | recaved on the 24th Feb. notice. That was unpleasant
but valid. 1 then with Nora went about looking for a flat and
vigted thirty. The houssagent himself sopped me in the Via
Bellini and aked me had | found a flat. | said no. He said the
matter would be smoothed over, to leave it to him, that he did
not want me to leave as he did not know what kind of people
might come into the flat, that Picciola the landlord was very fond
of me and intended to take English lessons from me during the
winter, and that if any repairs were necessry he even beieved that
Picciola would pay for them. ¢ . . Similar conversations took place
four times. | told the porter and everyone who visted the flat that
| was remaining. When | paid the lag quarter | aked had he
gooken to Picciola. He said he would see in a few days and re-
peated the sory about the English lessons | condder (and will
contest by force and law) that thisis a verbal revocation of notice.
On the grength of it | left Trieste. | have written the whole sory
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to Picciola himsdf and said if he will not have me in the housg, |
shall vacate theflat for the 24th Feb. or 24th Nov. For the 24th Aug.
no. The house-agent did a wise thing to resand the contract with
the incoming tenant. Tell him to sgn a contract with nobody. He
has played a double game (as | told Picciola, who is a pig in any
caxd and has only himsdf to blame. But for his intervention |
should have found a flat. | have written to Eileen to explain the
matter to Serravallo. If in gite of that Picciola indds on putting
me and my family on the sregt | promise you you will sec some fun
in the house If he does 0 he is an inhuman person and | will
treat him as such. | am however sure that he would agree to my
proposal. In the meantime, if you have nothing better to do, call
again on the housz-agent and let him know that | intend to remain
in that house after the twenty-fourth of Augudt, and if anything
happens the result will lie at his door. Take poseson of the house
till I return. Don't let any debts trouble you. Tell them | am away
and will return in the month of September. They would get the
same ansver a Economo's' door and would salute and go away.
Fano, perhaps, would be nagty, not the others” The vexed stuation
was finaly soved by Joyce giving up the flat while Sanidaus
found another at Via Donato Bramante, 4.

Towards the end of the writer's holiday in Galway the negotia-
tions over Dubliners darted a swift march toward a climax. Joyce
had written to Hone, the original applicant on the part of Maunsd
and Company for the book, demanding fair treatment but re-
cadved an ansver from George Roberts suggesing that the dead-
lock might be broken if Joyoe were to sl the sheds to Grant
Richards "You dated that his printer would not print the book.
This would be obviated by him taking over the sheds printed by
us" Joyce had no intention of retiring so from the Irish battlefield.
He posessd a 9gned and samped contract and he meant to make
Maunsd and Company live up to it. That was why hewas in Ire-
land. A day or 0 after he received this surprisng suggegion from
George Roberts he engaged a Dublin solictor named George Lid-
well to represent him.

Returning to Dublin Joyce called immediately at the dffices of

! Baron Leon Economo was the wealthiest Gresk merchant in Trieste and a pupil of
Joyce
p
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the publishing firm and had a two hours conference with George
Roberts It ended in a willingness to compromise on the part of
the writer. He would omit " An Encounter,” deete and change
the passge in "lvy Day in the Committee Room," change the
names of the public houss in " Counterparts’ (Davy Byrnes to
Andy Kchoc's Mulligan's to Quinlan's, the Scotch House to the
Manx House), change the name of the pawnbroker Terry Kelly to
Micky Grim, change the name of Sydney Parade in "A Painful
Casg' to White Church and all this on condition that the book be
published before October. Padraic Colum, who was present, looked
ove the proofs and demanded if the book was all about public
houses George Roberts who had twice left the room in a temper,
refused to commit himsdf to anything and suggeted that Joyce
return again in a few days. At that time the writer would be ap-
prised as to the publisher's legal advisar's decison concerning the
changes

When Joyce went back on the twentieth of August George
Roberts sill had no dedson to offer. He ligened carefully while
Joyce defended the book from the firg dory to the last, demanded
ugpidoudy if there was sodomy suggested in " The Sdeas" aked
what smony was, requested the information if the pries in " The
Sges’ was ugpended only for the breaking of the chalice and
wanted to know if there was more in " The Dead" than appeared
on the surface Joyce attempted to answver all this calmly and then
sought his solicitor, George Lidwell, who had read the proofs, and
aked for a letter from him giving his opinion that the book was
nat liable to a libel action. Lidwell reluctantly wrote the following
note:

DEAR SR,
Re" Dublincrs.”

Referring to our correpondence conoarning the daries 'Ivy Day in
the Committee Room and 'An Encounte’ as the paseges you have
shown me are nat likdy to be taken srious nate of by the Advisors of
the Crown, they would nat interfere with the publication, nor do | con-
Sde a conviction could be eesly obtained.

Yoursfaithfully,
GEOUGE LIDWELL.
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Joyce took this note to George Roberts on the twenty-first but
the manager of the publishing firm said that it was no good to
him sinceit was not written tohim. The harried writer then sought
out his solicitor and requested him to dispatch a parallel note to
Maunscl and Company. This the timid-minded solicitor refused
to do, offering as the only reason for his refusal the fact that
Maunsel and Company was not his client. Why not, he suggested
smoothly, let the vexed portions of the book go and write another
story about Ringsend which had many historical associations? It
began to dawn on Joyce that his solicitor was far from militant.
He shrugged his shoulders and hurried back to George Roberts.
Roberts was as adamantine as ever. He demanded a letter from
Lidwell on the whole case stating where the author stood and what
he proposed to do about it. Joyce, sensing an ugliness in the situa-
tion that had not been so apparent before, countered by offering
to sign an agreement to indemnify the firm to the extent of £50
(that being his estimate of the cost of the first edition) if the book
were confiscated. George Roberts met this offer with a demand for
two sureties of five hundred pounds each. With just indignation
Joyce retorted that no person in his proper senses would consent to
that and that in any case it could never be proved whether or not the
author were responsible for the firm's losses. Whereupon George
Roberts declared the discussion at an end and added that Maunsel
and Company would act on its legal advice and not publish at all.

That evening Joyce wrote the following letter to the pub-
lisher's manager:

21t AUCUSt, 1012.
DEAR ROBERTS,

| enclose Copy of my solicitor's letter to me which confirms what
| assated all through our correspondence, the legal innocence of the
passages you took exception to.

Nevertheless, in order to end this interminable discord | have de-
cided to close with your proposal of the other day, very reluctantly and
entering my protest at the same time. That proposal was the omission
of 'An Encounter' from the book.

| agree to that on the following conditions:

1) That the following note be placed by me before the first story:
This book in this form is incomplete. The scheme of the book as
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framed by me includes a story entitled An Encounter which
stands between thefirst and second story in thisedition. /. /.

2) That no further changes be asked of me.

3) That | resrve the right to publish the said sory dsewhere be
fore or after the publication of the book by your firm.

4) That the book be published by you not later than the 6th of
October, 1912.

| bedieve that you will change your opinion very shortly after the
publication of the book, and believe als that its reception will strengthen
your hand so far as to lead you to include the omitted gory in subse
guent editions.
Sncerdy yours,
JAMES JOYCE.

George Raobertss surprising answer to this reached Joyce on
the twenty-third and it came like an exploding bomb. The manager
of Maunscl and Company wrote:

Without prejudice
DEAR MR. JOYCE,

| am sorry to find by your letter of the 21 ing. that our recent
conversations have led only to misunderstandings.

It is quite erroneous on your part to asume that provided the o
licitor advising you expreses the view that certain passages in your book
are free from risk of legal action, I should be prepared to take his opin-
ion. On the contrary, at our lag interview, | told you plainly that the
opinion of our legal advisers should have to be taken, and that in fact,
| was about to take it.

Pursuant to that understanding | submitted the whole matter to
them, and | regret to sy that they find the book to abound in risks of
action for hbd. They advise me that in practically every cae where any
going concern (e.g. public house regtaurant, railway company or other
exiging firm, peason or body corporated with veted interess) is men-
tioned by actual name, then, having regard to the events dexribed as
taking place in connection with them, there is no doubt that actions for
libe would lie.

As the indances arc o numerous they do not detail them, but con-
fine themsdves to the general datement that being 0 the publication
of the hook by Maunsd and Company is out of the question; and | am
advisad further that even if the objectionable were sruck out there would
sill remain the risk of some of them having been overlooked; and to
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provide for this risk should publication be contemplated they advise that
the author must under dause eleven of the agreement be bound in two
areties of £500——(five hundred pounds) each to meet possble dam-
ages or in the alternative, lodge the sum of ,£1000 in our bank.

In that case they advise me under dause two of the agreement, the
time and manner of publication is at our sde discretion. Serious as is
the foregoing part of their opinion, what follows is so serious from the
paoint of view of Maunsd and Company that | ak your particular atten-
tion to it. They advise that the author has committed a breach of guar-
antee contained in dause eleven by offering for publication a book which
as he should know is clearly libellous, and they recommend, if | o
desre, that Maunse and Company proceed againg you in order to re-
cover all cogts charges and expenses for time, labour and materials ex-
pended on the book. | should be extremely sorry to have to take prooeed-
ings againg you to protect the interest of Maunsd and Company, but as
it appears that the chance of sdling the sheds is very remote, | must ak
you to make a subgantial offer towards covering our loss

Failing your doing that | shall have mog reluctantly to put the
matter in other hands.

Faithfully yours,
GEORGE ROBERTS.

Joyce took this letter immediately to his solicitor. George Lid-
well read it and admitted that his client had been badly treated.
At the same time he advised the angry young author that he could
do nothing about it and that the publisher was quite right. What he
(Lidwell) had seen of the book was objectionable, Joyce then
sought advice of his father who airily told him to put the letter
in his pocket, buck up, take back the manuscript and find another
publisher. But Joyce was obstinate. He went to George Roberts
again and offered the defence which he wrote down later that
day and sent to his brother:

1) A railway company is mentioned once and then exonerated from
all blame by two witnesses, jury and coroner.

2.) Public housss arc mentioned in four dories out of fifteen. In
three of these dories the names arc fictitious. In the fourth the
names are real because the persons walked from place to place
(‘Country parts).

3.) Nothing happens in the public houses people drink.
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4) | ofered to take a car and go with Roberts prodfs in hand, to
the three or four publicans redly named and to the Serdary
of the railway company. He refused.

5. 1 sad the publicans would be glad of the advertissment.

6.) | sad that | would put fictitious names for the few real ones
but added that by s0 doing the sdling value in Dublin of the
book would go down.

7) | sd that even if they took adtion for libe againg Maunsd
that the jury would be a long time before awarding damages on
ch a plea.

8) | sad that hislegal advissr was a fod to adviee him to sue me
If he sued me (even if | lived in Dublin) a jury would sy he
had the MS. for ten months and | was nat liable for his error
of judgement. But if he sued me in Triete | would hdd the
whip and would laugh him out of court.

9) | sugoeted that his lawyer encouraged correpondence and liti-
gation for his own prodfit.

George Roberts walked about, made notes on a paper and
finally agreed to conault his legal advissr again. But this was
the end. A week later the Maunscl manager demanded that every
proper name in the book be fictionalized, that changes be made in
thefirst paragraph of "Grace" in three paragraphs of " Ivy Day in
the Committee Room" and in a portion of " The Boarding House."
Joyce flatly refused to make the latter group of changes where-
upon the Manager told him to pay over thirty pounds for the
shedts and sk another publisher. A day or 0 later Joyoe thinking
he might publish the book himsef with his brother's aid, agreed
to this propostion but a new snag held up even this humiliating
solution. The printer refused to hand over the sheds decided to
forgo all claim to the money due him, had the type broken up and
destroyed the edition. There has never been any valid explanation
for this crude sacrifice and wanton degruction on the part of the
printer. It may be pointed out here that the printers were Falconer
and Company who did a lot of work for various Roman Catholic
aeties and were in a snall way officia printers to the Crown.

Joyce, defeasted and hepless left Ireland about the middle of
September and has not s foot in that country snce. He was invited
to Ireland twice by the late William Butler Yeatsin connection with
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The Tailteann Games and then in connection with the foundation
of the Irish Academy of Letters. These invitations (the firs was
personal) and this membership were declined by him. He has not
even sought refuge there during the present calamitous events in
Europe. Having a vivid memory of the incident at Castlecomer
when quicklime was flung into the eyes of their dying leader,
Parndl, by a chivalrous Irish mob, he did not wish a smilar
unfortunate occurrence to interfere with the compostion of the
book he was trying to write.

Hereturned to Trieste. Behind him was a mysery; before him
years of hard work. At Flushing, Holland, where he changed
travel connections he occupied the long halt in the gation waiting
room in concocting a hundred line lampoon entitled: " Gas from
aBurner."

With this ssoond disappointment and defeat over the publica-
tion of Dubliners Joyce may be sad to have reached the nadir of
the bad luck that engulfed him. Eight years work and sruggle
had gone for apparently nothing. He was thirty years old and all
that he could show the public for those years was a dim book of
vase for which he had not received one penny. As he sttled down
again in Trieste and applied himsdf once more to the dreary
routine of teaching the English language to his counts and cooks
he mug have realized how apparently hopdess was his continual
gruggle againg the Philigtines. Hisfailurein Dublin had intensfied
the bitterness he felt towards that city and its inhabitants. He was
convinced that a conspiracy to cush him compledy exised
amongs his former companions in that lively centre of mingled
religiodty and mthlcsncss Their scorn of him was engendered
by fear and their mocking voices were heightened by envy. Yet
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apparently hopeless as his struggle against them was he would not
surrender to the compromises that might reinstate him in their
Lilliputian circle. Asthetic pardyss lay that way and he could not
succumb to it. He would rely still on the ancient wegpons of his
early youth, dlence to their scorn and objurgations, exile from
their choking amosphere, and a cunning through which he would
discomfit them. He would continue to write too, and write in the
only way that his integrity would permit him to write.

Vi

By 1913 he was teaching in the Commercial Academy as well
as carrying on his private lessons in English. He delivered a num-
ber of lectures, among them a series on Hamlet as well as others
on Daniel De Foe, William Blake, and the Island of Saints and
Sages In the saries on Hamlet he outlined the theory that he was
later to incorporate in Ulysses. The final draft of A Portrait of the
Artist as a Young Man, assduoudy laboured a whenever he was
free from his routine, approached the end and he felt satisfied with
it. It was a book in which he had pictured his youth with an un-
compromising fidelity to facts and an implicit indictment of the
civilization that had attempted to mould him into an image of
itself. What would Dublin think of that? And surging upward
in his consdiousness was a sequel to A Portrait of the Artist as a
Young Man, the very theme that had bitten at him briefly in Rome
and which he had put asde, a work to be called Ulysses and which
would carry still further into the heretofore unexplored terrain of
letters the aesthetic theories upon which his art was based.

It is an old and trite saying that it is darkest just before dawn
but it will serve at this period of Joyces dow advance towards
recognition. The year 1913, which began so sombrely with Joyce
resettled in Trieste much to his father's disgust and apparently
doomed to remain there in indefinite isolation, ended with light
breaking before him. The incipient gleam in this case was the Amer-
ican poet, Ezra Pound, then settled in London. Pound, who must
have heard of Joyce through W. B. Yedas, was compiling the
first Imagist Anthology and he wrote to the Dublin exile asking
him if he might use the poem from Chamber Music beginning
"I her an army charging upon the land,” in that selection.



JamesJoyce 219

Joyce immediately agreed and in the correspondence that fol-
lowed Pound learned that A Portrait of the Artist as a Young
Man was practically completed. At that time Pound was ad-
visory editor to a publication called the Egoist, formerly the New
Frcewoman, and he was searching about for new prose writers
of a modernigtic calibre to contribute to it. The Egoist was edited
by Miss Dora Marsden and later by Miss Harriet Weaver. Al-
ready gathering about that advanced publication were such new
writers as Wyndham Lewis, Richard Aldington, H.D., and
T. S Eliot. Joyee had fallen into good hands He snt on the
firg portion of A Portrait of the Artist asa Young Man and it was
immediately acoepted for serial publication. This was a decided ad-
vance for the Irish writer and it added to his courage to go on in
his integral fashion.

Another unexpected devdopment during this year vindicated
Joyogsfortitude.

Grant Richards reopened negotiations for the publication of
Dublinersin London. Perhaps a light from heaven had fallen upon
him or, more probable, the name of Joyce was being bruited about
0 much in the advanced literary drdes of the English capital that
he succumbed to a sort of autosuggestion. Whatever it was, Joyce
log no time in sending on the manuscript that had been the cause
of two disagrous campaigns.

The year 1914 opened, then, to an auspicoudy turning tide
for Joyce As he wrote 'finis to A Portrait of the Artist asa Young
Man and added the dates " Dublin, 1904. Trieste, 1914" he knew
that he had rounded one of the mog difficult capes of his difficult
life. Times might continue to be hard but never in the same frus
trated way they had bemn in the pas. He posssssad his well-wishers
now and an imminent audience was in the near digance A new
pot of literary urges was boiling in London (assduoudy irred by
the indefatigable Ezra Pound) and the Edwardian epoch was
rapidly receding into the pad. Discregt gentility was on the wane,
a fearless realism increasad rapidly, and more than one young
man (freed from the shackles of davish tradition) was preparing
to 'blag’ the public with new and unexpected experiments in
technique and words. When, early in the new year, A Portrait of
the Artist as a Young Man began to appear in the pages of the
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Egoist Joyce found himself in the vanguard of this revolutionary
group.

And there was Dublincrs. Grant Richards was procrastinating
again and on the eight of January 1914, Joyce wrote briefly:

DEAR MR. RICHARDS,
| am sorry to press you but | musgt ak you to let me hear from you
by return of pog with regard to my book 'Dublincrs® as | am Naturally
mog anxious to have the matter settled one way or another after so many
years.
Sincerely yours,
JAMES JOYCE.

It was not until the twentieth of the month (and after Joyce
had written a second letter to him) that the English publisher re-
plied and to this response the impatient author answered:

Via Donato Bramante 4, | | .

Grant Richards, Eiq, Trieste, Austria.
London.

DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

In reply to yours of 20 ingt:

The book is in the form approved of by me, i.e, with one or two
dight changes already made.

I am willing to omit the preface from the book and to have it re-
placed by the introduction you spesk of.

There is not the leag fear of an action. If you have read between
the lines you will se that the congant objection raised in Dublin were
exausss and nothing more. Some person paid the Dublin printer for his
work. | did not.

As to modification of the present text all things consdered had we
not better waive this paoint?

| am willing a0 to take for sale here 120 copies at trade price.

| think of publishing two of the dories in an American magazine
and the Italian verson of one (Ivy Day) in the Nuova Antologia, where
the book is promised an article of notice. If so would you wish it to be
known that the publication by you in book form is to be expected?

| daresay you know your own busnes better than I, but | fancy
the 'curious history' of 'Dublincrs is of notable effect.

Sincerdy yoyrs,
JAMES JOYCE.
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Grant Richards definitely acoepted the book (his second ac-
ceptance of it in eght years) and the episolary discusson turned
tothetermsof the new contract. On thethird of February (one day
after histhirty-second birthday) Joyce wrote:

DEAR MR. GRANT RICHARDS,

In reply to yoursof 29 ult:

| agtec to the tarms in our old contract but there are a few paints
on which it is better to be dear.

1) | think you should agree to withhold the Continental (Tauch-
nitz, etc.) rights for two years This would allow me to sl the English
edition even after the 120 oopies which are now 0ld. It is undersood
that | take theee at the trade price of 2/6 (£15).

2) In view of a possble suoess | think the royalty of 10 per cent,
should apply to, sy, the firg 8000 aopies After that | think you could
wel inaeese it to 15 pa cent—if only in recognition of my troubles
with the book.

Could you bring out the bodk in May? | undertaketo return proofs

st me corrected within two days of recept.
| hope our troubles are now at an end and wish your hause and

mysdf and the ill-fated book good luck.
Snoardy yours
JAMES JOYCE.

The troubles between author and publisher were at an end for
on March fourth Joyce returned his copy of the agreement sgned
and on the twenty-fourth recaved a Sgned copy from Grant Rich-
ards. The manuscript was given to the English printer (who miracu-
loudy appears to have offered no objections at all to the subject
matter) and by the last of April Joyoe was pogting to London the
firsd corrected proofs June (insead of May which the author re-
garded as his lucky month) witnessed the publication of Dubliners
in England. It wasafair-szed volume bound in dark-red cloth with
the title gamped on the sde and back in gold. The long struggle
gretching from 1906 to 1914 had concluded in a victory for the
writer. His soript was published as he desred it published and
even the few compromises he had been willing to submit to for
the ske of a quick publication had evaporated on the way. The
higory of this book and the dogged pertinacity of its author, it
will be admitted, are unique in the annals of English publishing.
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It was while the negotiations and printing of Dubliners were
in process that Joyce hardly pausng to catch breath after the com-
pletion of A Portrait of the Artist asa Young Man, embarked on
the great book that in 1904 he had announced he would write in
ten years time. In this spring of 1914 he began Ulysses, sgting
down, first of all, the preliminary sketches for the final sations It
would be more predse to sy that he began "to put” Ulysses on
paper, for the theme, as a whole, had been sweling in his mind
for some years growing ssretly at first from the ssd fecundated
in Rome, then blossoming into his consdousess and finally com-
pletely absorbing it. No one, not even Professor George Santayana,
can adequately circumscribe the thousand and one urges and motifs,
oconstious and unconstious, that eventually coslesee into a work of
art. One can but indicate the more obvious agedts of such a proc-
es In Joyods cae there arc sverd that can be indicated. In a
conversation with one of his language sudents in Zurich in 1917,
the late Georges Borach, he briefly explained one of the reasons
for the inception of thiswork: " The mog beautiful and embracing
ubject is that of Ulysses It is more human than Hamlet, Don
Quixote, Dante or Faud. It embodies everything. The reuvenation
of old Faudus is digageful to me. The mog beautiful human traits
and emations arc found in Ulysses | was twelve years old when |
dudied the Trojan War but the sory of Ulysses alone remained
in my recollection. It was the mygicism that pleassd me. When
| wrote 'Dubliners | was tempted to give it the title of 'Ulysses at
Dublin* but | changed my mind. In Rome when | had written
about half of the novd, 'A Portrait of the Artist asa Young M an/
I comprehended that 'Ulysses could well furnish the sequd.”

But there was much more to it than that. Joyce himsdf was a
log son and he saw himsdf as such. He was, figurativey speaking,
a Tclemachus, a son at odds with his homeland and in serch of
the real father. His experiences in Dublin in 1912 (and who can
sy how much nearer they brought Ulysses?) had emphasized in
his sengtive mind the abyss that widened between him and those
from whom he sprang. Of whom was he the spiritual son and
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where would he find the Mystical Father? Europe, of coursg to
which his natural father, with a rare perspicadty, had congtantly
urged him to go. With his love of the myth and his identification
of himsdf as Tdemachus it is smple to percave that Joyce had
adrcumscribed his Idea. There remained to be invented a Ulysses
and a Pendope and to chart the wanderings of the hero.

The wanderings had suggesed themsdves to him eight years
before in the contemplated short dory he had called "Ulyses" At
that time, as has bean pointed out, he was not ready for the subject.
The personal identification of himsaf with the theme and the pro-
found mythic subgdance were essntiadl matters that he had not
envisaged dearly enough. But now, in the spring of 1914, he saw
the book for what it should be and plunged immediately into the
intricate labour of compogtion that was to lag ancther eight years
All Dublin was his M editerranean Ocean. Homeric parallels sorang
up on every gde proving anew the universality of the myth. Was
not old Michad Cusack, the Citizen of Barney Kiernan's public
house, a veritable Polyphemus in his patriotic rages? Was not the
original of Gerty McDowell, that girl who had bem in the garden
with him when he first heard of Henrik Ibsen's pleasure in his
Fortnightly article, a ssoond Naudcaa? Was not the Nighttown
gretching from Amiens Strest Railway Station another Idand of
Circe where men were changed into swine? Was not Glasnevin
cemetery a land of the dead, a Hades, and were there not four
waters to acss in order to reach it ?

The analogies had piled up in Joyods mind for many years and
now that he had his theme, his aeghetic unification of the whole,
he could begin the rigoroudy-disciplined compostion. And as he
recognized his theme as universal ("It embodies everything') he
complicated his labours ill more by planning every sstion to
represent an organ of the human body (except the firg three s
tions), to suggest one of the Arts, to have its own Colour, to have
its own appropriate Symbol and to have a particular Technic. All
these motifs, planned juxtapostions, analogies thematic progres
gons and punctilious character deineations were further compli-
cated by his adaptation and devdopment of the monologue in-
tiricur, a form of narration of the running sream of thought of a
character that he had chanced upon years before in a forgotten book
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by George Moores friend, Edouard Dujardin, Les Lauricrs sont
Coupis.!

The first sketches for Ulytses were suddenly interrupted by
Joyce to permit him to turn to another problem that was revolving
in his mind. It was the quegtion of complete spiritual freedom
between two people who loved each other, the absence of compul-
gon on cither gde, the fear of the intelectual that he bind with
his will and dedre the intuitive gesures of the bedoved. This prob-
lem he presented (one cannot sy that he solved it) in the three-act
drama called Exileswhich he wrote during the three soring months
of 1914. The influence of Henrik lbsen is obvious in the play and
when one condde's the period of compostion it is aimog as though
the author, already embarked on a work that would be new and
unique in English letters, was paying his final compliment to the
old mager beneath whose dark reasonable actuality vibrating with
symbalic inferences he had so long remained a willing captive? He

! Formal criticism of Joyags work has no part in this book and those readers who
desre such examination are referred to Mr. Stuart Gilbert's James Joyce's Ulysses.

2 Although this play may have bean a final compliment to Ibsen's influence on Joyods
writing, it, by no means s a final period to his admiration and interes in the old
mader of Chriitiania. As late as April, 1934, he was inspired to one of his finex unpub-
lished poems by the remembrance of a performance he had recently ssn in Paris of an
Ibsen play. Here it is.

Epilogue to lbsn's " Ghogs'

Dear quick, whose consdence buried desp
The grim old grouser has ben salving,
Permit one spectre more to peep.

| am the ghogt of Captain Alving.

Slenced and smothered by my past
Like the lewd knight in dirty linen
| druggle forth to swell the cas

And air a long-suppressed opinion.

For muddling weddings into wakes

No fool could vie with Parson Manders.
I, though a dab at ducks and drakes,
Let gooseys srve or sauce their ganders

My spouse bore me a blighted boy,

Our davey pupped a bouncing bitch.
Paternity, thy name is joy

When the wise sre knows which is which.

Both swear | am that sdf-same man

By whom their infants were begotten

Explain, fate, if you care and can

Why one is sound and one is rotten. [Cont. on p. 225]
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was saying farewell to the pag just as he was sepping across the
threshold into a new world of unexplored literary adventure.
Exiles completed, he returned to Ulysses. The idea was dear in
his mind and so was the variegated yet unified technique through
which he intended to present it. There would be changes, develop-
ments, enlargements, and unremitting revison that would continue
up to the very moment when the book was finally free of the press
but the protagoniss were there, rounded and complete, from the
day in 1914 when the author wrote: " Satey, plump Buck Mulligan
came from the gairhead, bearing a bowl of lather on which a
mirror and arazor lay cossad.” The Idea was there. The Myth was
there. The years of labour dretched indefinitely ahead. And the

Olaf may plod his gony path
And live as chagdy as Susanna
Yet pick up in some Turkish bath
His quantum est of Pox Romana.

While Haakon hikes up primrose way,
Sprecmg and gleeing while he goes
To smirk upon his latter day
Without a pimple on his nose

| gaveit up | am afraid

But if | loafed and found it fun
Remember how a coydad maid
Knows how to take it out of one

The more | dither on and drink

My midnight bowl of spirit punch
The firmlier | fed and think

Friend Manders came too oft to lunch.

Snce scuttling ship Vikings like me
Reck not to whom the blame is laid,
Y.M.CA. V.D., T.B.

Or Harbourmaster of Port-Said.

Blame all and none and take to task
The harlot's lure, the swain's desre
Heal by all means but hardly ask
Did this man sin or did his sre.

The shack's ablaze. That canting scamp,
The carpenter, has dished the parson.
Now had they kept their powder damp
Like me there would have been no arson.

Nay more, were | not all | was,

Weak, wanton, waster out and out.

There would have been no world's applause
And damn all to write home about
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smiling summer, with good weather everywhere, ssemed an auspi-
dous sssn to plunge into the work.

But the Time-Spirit, aided and abetted by the conniving poli-
ticians of Europe, had other plans for the unsuspecting world. In
June Princip shat down the Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Audtria
and his morganatic wife at Sarajevo and the Chancdleries of the
great powers began their deathly game of chess a game thkt ended
in a dalemate, an overturned chesboard and the mobilization of
armed forces War broke out early in August and Joyce suddenly
found himsdf a free prisoner in Trieste, a citizen of an enemy
date in the hands of Austria. It was an unpleasant and nerve-rack-
ing Stuation. It is true that he was not obliged to ose teach-
ing in the Commercial Academy but many of his private su-
dents—dther for ressons of patriotism or because the Austrian
armies swallowed them up—forsook him. Sanidaus who had
been vacationing in the Carso hills, was interned and st to the
camp at Katzenau. Joyce isolated, viewed by the Triestines with
that mob suspidon that accompanies all wars and deprived of
a great part of his livdihood, was completdy disorientated. The
war had nothing to do with him; he was an Irishman, not an
Englishman; he was fond of the Triestines and the old ram-
shackle Austro-Hungarian Empire; all his mind was concentred
in his art: yet the war had plunged ruthledy into his private
life and dedroyed that tranquillity of mind that was so neces
sry to him. Slvio Benco, writing of him at this period, de-
clares "One would megt him in the drest walking, with his
hagy gep, but log in meditation, his lips tight together in a
hard horizontal line. He would bow and look at one fixedly, and
avoided stopping or exchanging a few words. The offidal postion
of the Irishman at war with England was now that of a British
citizen at war with Ausgtria. It was not easy to acogpt and less essy
to deny."

It was at this hard ingant of time, when Joyce did not know
which way to turn, that unexpected and generous aid arrived from
Ireland. Mr. Michael Hcaly, His Majesty's Ingpector of Cugomsin
Galway and uncle to Nora Joyce, with whom Joyce it will be re-
membered, passad 0 pleasant a time in 1912, came nobly to the
rexcue Through the double intermediaries of a Bdfag Irishman



James Joyce 227

resdent in Switzerland and a Triestinc family with extensve Eng-
lish relations he contrived to forward to Joyce a monthly remit-
tance of ten pounds It was this act of gpontaneous generosty that
kept the harassed writer and his family afloat upon the agitated
waves of war-convulsed Trieste during the dark early days of the
conflict. It was the sort of unlooked-for manna that was to descend
more than once upon Joyce during the crucial moments of his life.

As the months marched on to the increasing thunder of guns
and it became evident that Italy would cag in her lot with the
Allies the nervous tenson in Trieste tautened until it became prac-
tically impossble to do any work there. One ssemed to be existing
on live wires. The natural sympathies of a great part of the Tri-
edines were Italian but their bugness interess were firmly planted
in Austria. Thus they were torn between two powerful and con-
flicting factors the emations of the heart and the soveregnty of
the pocketbook. Joyce viewed the Stuation with a grim irony and
after 1taly, making her beated choice, had joined in the struggle
on the gde of the nations " making the world safe for democracy"
he remarked dryly to a friend (recalling that the Emperor Franz
Josf had log his voice and that Victor Emmanuel was extremey
short): "It is a difference of opinion between an old gentleman
who is inaudible at twenty paces and a young gentleman who is
invisble at the same digance” It amusad him, too, to dbsrve the
Triegtines gditting on the mole and listening to the digant thunder
of the great guns and shouting, " Avanti, Cagoial" ("Forward,
caterpillard") in mockery of the Italian " Avanti, Savoial" But he
could not work with any degree of peace and this was of more
importance to him than the suidde of dynagies Like mos of the
intelectuals of his time in the countries at war, he had log his
bearings.

It was then that two of his gudents both Greeks and both of
noble birth, Baron Ambrogio Ralli and Count Francesco Sordina,*
came to hisaid. Through their influence, and after giving his parole

! Sordina was one of the greatest iwordtmen in Europe and during the brief transi-
tion period of Triestinc sverance from Austria before its attachment to Italy was firg and
lag Chief Magigrate of the once Immediate City. Both Ralli and Sordina are now dead
but till the times of ther deaths which took place in the lag few years they regularly

received (and replied) at Chrigmas and the New Year messages of grateful remembrance
from the writer whose life they had possbly saved.

Q
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not to take any part in the conflict, the Austrian military authori-
ties gave him and his family permisson to leave Trieste and go
to the neutral country of Switzerland. It was a welcome rdease
for Joyce Though he was forced to leave his furniture behind him
and though the future before him in Switzerland was nebulous
and uncertain it was better than remaining a free prisoner in enemy
territory and within sound of the guns He had reached that point
in Ulyssesthat reads " A choir gives back menace and echo, as3g-
ing about the altar's horns, the snorted Latin of jackpriests moving
burly in ther albs tonsured and oiled and gelded, fat with the fat
of kidneys of wheat." In Switzerland he could go on from there.

Late in the sxth month, some time after he had acted as witness
at the marriage of his 9de Eileen to Frantissk Shaurek of Prague,
he and his family darted for Lausanne but they got no farther
than Zurich.
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oyceand hisfamily arrived in Zurich on June 21, 1915 (St
J Aloysus Day), and immediately sscured temporary quarters

at the ssame Gaghaus where they had gpent their honeymoon.
It was not the same Zurich that he had lived in deven years
before That reatively-calm little city with its practical-minded
German-Swiss inhabitants had bean submerged in the great back-
wash of the war. True enough, the topographical ageds were
what they had been: there was gill the placid lake with its
wooded fringe and its fine housss on the farther shore the
Bahnhofgrase was as broad and glittering as ever; the Limmat
and the Shl ran as usual under ther little bridges and the old
town with its climbing and turning dreds reached towards the
XKy as it had reached in the days when the firs guildsmen raced
about the bonfire on Sechsdauten to intimidate that indigenous
winter-demon called the Bogg. But that was all. The dage was the
same but the actors had changed.

A flood of foreignersdriven in by the warring nations jabbered
a dozen tongues in the dreds Refugess people expeled from
enemy territory, war profiteers ies desrters interned oldiers
personalities of padific or artigic temperament who desred to avoid
a world gone mad, shady felows with shifty eyes seeking ques
tionable adventures all thee sought the haven of neutrality that
was Switzerland and concentred on Zurich. The Bahnhofdrase
was nicknamed the Balkangrasse because of its motley agpedt. Glum
Zurich burghers observed with disfavour the Jewish profiteers the
Schiebcr, who gathered and gedticulated about the geps of Leu's
bank every morning, winning and losng fortunes in the exchange
fluctuations. There were Jens from Poland, from Russa, from
Rumania, from Austria, from Holland, from Spain and from Italy,
me dressd in the height of fashion, others looking like old-
dothesmen and ill others in attire that was amost mcdixval. A

large number of Greeks svarmed through the city, too. Every war -
229
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ring nation had its own propaganda bureau, sometimes discregtly
disguised, and an illimitable flood of persuasve and generaly fal-
ladous argument issued from them. Curioudy enough, the British
and the Germans generally sought each other's sodety and despised
ther allies Everybody detesed the Swiss and the Zurichers in
turn detesed all the foreigners without exception. It is interesting
to note that during Carnival time there is a gudents ball which
invariably ends with a free fight between the Swiss and the for-
egners During the first year of the war many people wondered
what would happen at this affair, if, for ingance, one body of the
divided foreigners would dde with the Swiss or whether the battle
would degenerate into a three-cornered tusde When the time came
Britisher, German, Frenchman and Austrian fought soutly shoul-
der to shoulder againg the Swiss

Joyee was not long in adjusting himsdf to this hectic stene
He found many Triestinc friends among the refugess and made
new ones, principally among the Jens and Greeks. One of his firg
gedtures was to advertise in the daily newspapers for English qu-
dents and within a few months he had sscured aufficdent to carry
on his precarious exigence It was a hard, miserably-paid labour
but it was all that he could do. He took no dde in the war and
confined himsdf to a regret that France and Germany, the two
cultural forces of Europe, were at each other's throats. As an Irish-
man he conddered himsdlf a neutral, as neutral, in fact, as a Sniss
should be He was content to gand adde and obsrve with some
irony the Gilbertian antics of the heterogeneous sodety that plotted,
congpired, argued and propagandized all around him. His only
passon was the completion of Ulysses and this he immediately
attacked as soon as he had stled himsdf, carrying on from that
portion of the third setion called "Proteus' that he had finished
in Trieste. He worked under difficulties, for his eyes were troubling
him again and he was soon conaulting the Zurich doctors. During
the four years that he lived in Zurich he went in turn for treatment
to Weber, Haab fils, Gampcr, Stehli and Sedler. Tall, thin,
nervous, harassad but always moved to humour by the grotesque
and the absurd inconggendes of his environment, he soon became
a notable figure in a city that fairly overflowed with unusual per-
sonalities
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Matters went miserably at first. He could barely cover his daily
expensss from the fess he recaved for teaching the English lan-
guage and the two books he had published brought him in prac-
tically nothing. News of his difficult sruggle reached London and
the energetic Ezra Pound decided to do something about it. He
went to W. B. Yeats George Moore and Edmund Gost and ex-
plained the predicament of the Dubliner in Zurich. This resulted
in these three literary figures appealing to the then Prime Minister,
Mr. Asquith, and some time after Joyce received the sum of one
hundred pounds from the Privy Purse It was a welcome windfall
and Joyce was properly grateful for it. But even so it did not de
droy his attitude of neutrality. He continued to be nether a pro-
Englander nor an anti-Englander, although it is to be surmised that
the gesure on the part of the English Government was propa
gandig in intent. Joyce remained what he had bemn for years a
Dubliner alienated by the paralyss and crue inconsgency of the
city of his birth.

As 1915 crept into 1916 a group of companions gradually at-
tached themsdves to Joyce Among the earlies (all language su-
dents) were Edmund Brauchbar, Georges Borach and Victor Sax.
Still later, when he had sdtled upon the Pfauen Retaurant as a
favourite nightly resort, others came to him, among them Frank
Budgen, Paul Suter, Paul Wiederkehr, a wine merchant, Mario
Lenaci and, less often, Claud W. Sykcs and Paul Ruggicro. All
of them played some part, large or small, in his life. Their in-
tereds were variegated and with them he could disuss many
things, musc, painting, the theatre, even palitics when he 0 de
gred, although the desre ssams to have been sddom active Not
all of thee friends were encountered during his firs year in
Zurich but as a whole they form a compodte of his contacts
during the period he passd in the Shis city, a composte of
men who were inteligent and aware of the unique genius of
Joyce It is perhaps to anticipate to allude to the Pfauen Res
taurant but the friends of Joyoe at this period ssan to remem-
ber him bet seated in that restaurant before a carafe of Fendant de
Son, that pale grecnish-amb’ wine which he called Erzherzogin,
the Archduchess, and talking 'ryly of art and letters.

Meanwhile the war roared on outgde of that neutral terrain
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that was Switzerland, great battles were won and log and the
countries standing adde from the conflict were flooded with propa-
ganda. In Ireland matters were approaching a climax which cul-
minated in the Eader Week Rebdlion of 1916. Joyce continued to
follow affairs in Ireland (as well as he could from his distance)
but he had little to say about them. His political attitude, if the
opinions of a man immersad in a vad literary endeavour to the
practical exduson of all ds2 may be 0 dignified, was not smple
to grap. It may be divined, perhaps through two satements of
his When leaving Trieste in 1915 he had to apply for a pasyort
to the United States Consul there who had charge of British in-
terests Apparently this official, who ssms to have bean dffidous
as well, was nonplussed by Joyods bored replies and finally re-
marked that he himsdf was proud to fed that he was acting for
the British Consul, "the representative of the King of England.”
Joyce said, "The British Conaul is not the representative of the
King of England. He is an offica paid by my father for the pro-
tection of my person.” The other remark was made in connection
with the gruggle for Irish independence when a quegioner asked
him if he did not look forward to the emergence of an independent
Ireland. Joyce is reported to have counterqueried, "So that | might
dedare myHdf its firsg enemy?' There is reason to believe, however,
that Joyoe was convinced from the firg that the cause of Irish
independence would be eventually won. He knew the temper of
his own people. But he was very guarded in expressng his opin-
ions except to his intimate friends. He knew too well the hysteri-
cal gy mania that was as rampant in Zurich as it was in the
great capitals of the world. Even when the Journal de Geneve
offered him a large fee to write an article on the Irish dtuation he
refused, explaining that he never wrote for nengpapers This was
not grictly true for he had written on Ireland for the Piccolo dclla
Sera and even in Zurich he augmented his scanty funds by trans
lating artides for a local journal but he digrused the English
temperament in wartime. " Horn of a bull, hoof of a horse amile
of a Saxon." The digrug was bred in the bone and reached back
even to the dark mythos that impregnated the soil of Ireland.

The year 1916 was marked by three events important to Joyce
as a writer seking a public. An American publisher, Ben W.
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Huebsch, imported sheets of Dubliners from Grant Richards and
published the book in New York. The volume, bound in bluc-
grcen cloth with the title stamped on the sde and back in green
ink, was received by the American critics with praise, although the
public, dazed by the flood of conflicting war propaganda, neglected
it and turned instead to such productions as Arthur Guy Empey's
Over the Top. The firm of Huebsch even went further than im-
porting the sheds of Dubliners. It accepted the manuscript of A
Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man as well and published the
book in this very same year. The appearance of the dark-blue
volume proved to be a tremendous dsride into fame for Joyce
Discerning critics immediately placed him in the forerank of Eng-
lish-writing authors. A new and unique power had arrived and a
small intelligent audience was aware of it. In spite of the hurly-
burly of British war propaganda that was steadily inflaming the
American mind against the Central Powers there yet remained
enough reasoning individuals to recognize literature when they
saw it. The fact that they were few was of small importance. It
had always been .

The Egoist Press had intended to publish A Portrait of the
Artist as a Young Man in London this year also but Joyces old
enemy, the Moral British Printer, intervened again. The editors
of the Egoist Press tried printer after printer but the result was
always the same, a demand for deletions or a simple refusal to
print the book. It is of interest to note that English printers were
writingin the Year of Our Lord 1916 in this vein:

We return the manuscript which you left with us and beg to sy
that we could not for one moment entertain any idea of printing such
a production. We are convinced that you would run a very great risk in
putting such a book on the market, and would advisg, if you ill think
of publishing it, to have it gone over carefully, and all objectionable

passages expunged. (From a provincias firm)

We beg to return the manuscript of A Portrait of the Artist as a
Young Man as it contains objectionable matter which we could not print.
(From a well-known London firm of printers)

At the present time labour troubles here make it difficult for us to
undertake any new busness but in the case of the nove submitted we
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regret that we cannot se our way to produce it without some adjus-
ment even of the part snt to us

(From an Edinburgh firm of printers)

| had a few minutes leisure lag night and dipped very superficialy
into this story. It may be true to life but there are expressons theren
which, to record in print, ssems to me to srve no ussful purpose and
which | could not agree to produce. | herewith beg to return the manu-

(From a prominent London firm of printers)

In accordance to our conversation over the telephone yesterday we
are returning the book to you and regret that we cannot proceed with
same unless the passages marked in blue pencil are modified or re
moved.

(From a London firm whose etimate had been accepted and
who had aready started on the setting up of the type. Thirty-
nine passages were blue-pencilled)

Our reader has carefully gone through same and has drawn our at-
tention to several paragraphs which we regret we do not se our way to
pass If you could get the author to ddete or modify these paragraphs
we shall be only too pleassd to submit you an estimate, as we shall
esdeam it a pleasure to resume our old busness rdations.

(From the branch of a firm that had at one time printed the
Egoist)

We arc pleased to receive your enquiry . . . but our acceptance of
the work will probably be subject to the same conditions as required by
your other printers. Our gtanding is such that we arc very particular as
to what we put our name to, and we would not knowingly undertake
any work of a doubtful character even though it may be a dasic. We
should be glad if you would point out the particular passages to which
the other printers have taken exception, and we shall then be better able
to sy whether or no we will congder the matter. . . . We thank you for
%0 kindly giving us a dght of the complete sory, but regret we do not
fed inclined to undertake the printing of this unless you exclude some
of the paragraphs which others have taken exceptions to.

(From a well-known provincial firm)

It was the same old story again and eventually the Egoist Press
was compelled to import sheets from America into England where
the book was published the following year.
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Despite the shegpheadodness of the Moral British Printer the
eighteen months that Joyce passed in Zurich (if we bring him to
the end of 1916) include the mog rapid growth in public eteam
that he had ever experienced within such a limited period. His
fame had reached America and it had ads sread in England.
Zurich recognized him as a figure of importance. New friends
were continually gathering about him and some of them already
had heard portions of Ulysses. Dublin might continue to sooff but
the opinion of Dublin was becoming increasingly inconsequential.
Joyces oyser was the world now and the shdl was beginning to
open. At the same time he was sill plodding away at his English
lesons for the question of money never ceesd to be an harassng
problem. He had changed his address several times, removing from
the Gartendrasse to 10, Kreuzdrase and later to 73, Sedfdddrasc
where he shared a flat with Philip Jarnach, Busoni's secretary and
assdant Kapellmeister at the Stadtthcatcr. Still later he and his
family divided thisflat with Charlotte Sauermann, one of the lead-
ing soprancs of the Zurich opera. And, to stle once for all with
these addreses during the lagt year or o of his sojourn in Zurich
he lived respectively at 38, UnivorstatsStrasse and at 29, Universi-
tatsSrase

It was through the good dffices of Charlotte Sauermann that
Joyces financial difficulties were partially ameliorated. She heard
him snging one day and, surprised at the quality of his voice
became interested in him and his future. It was a smple mat-
ter to percave that Joyods lack of money forced him to give up the
precious time he should be working at his book to the drudgery of
language teaching. Madame Sauermann decided to do something
about it. She vidted Mrs. Harold McCormick, only daughter of
thelate John D. Rockefdler, S, then living in Zurich and the cen-
tre about which the psychoanalytical group revolved, and spoke to
her about the Irish writer who contending with the difficulties of eye
troubles and onerous language teaching was struggling to complete
a vag work. The reault of this kindly interference was that Joyce
recaived a notification from Mrs. McCormick's legal representative
that hereafter he would recave the sum of a thousand Swiss francs
each month. It seemed like manna from heaven to Joycefor it meant
that he could relieve himsdf from some part of his arduous teach-
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ing and devate this freed time to the formidable problems of
Ulysses. This he did and each month until shortly before his re-
turn to Trieste after the war was over he recdved the pension.
How it was sopped is a gory to be told in its place.

Things now ran somewhat smoother for Joyce He experienced
a feding of partial freedom from hateful routine, a feding that
he had never experienced before, and the thousand and one bits
of paper upon which he waswriting Ulysses grew to an imposing
mass It was his habit to carry congantly about with him tiny writ-
ing blocks which fitted into his waistcoat pocket and many of his
companions in Zurich saw him suddenly withdraw one of thee
blocks and scribble a few words upon it. This might happen in
the dregt or in a retaurant or while he was in the midst of a con-
versation in his own flat. How he ever assembled these multitudi-
nous notes was a puzzle for his complicated and apparently hap-
hazard method of crossindexing ssemed impossble for a writer
with such bad eyesght. There was, of coursg, the magnifying gass
swhich he always carried about with him, but one of his Zurich
friends dedares that the handwriting was so bad, sometimes a
mere snear of pencil with, perhaps a dngle letter recognizable,
that even the bet eyes could not make it out. Yet the notes the
phrasss the adumbrations of numberless motifs, continued to fall
like little mosaics into the narrative and section after section of
Ulysses was completed and turned over to some friend to be copied
on the typewriter.

Thereis no better description of the way in which Joyce found
his material than that st down by Mr. Frank Budgen (who met
the author a year or 0 after the period here conddered) and it may
be quoted:

Joyees method of compostion aways ssamad to mc to be that of a
poe rathe than that of a prose writer. The words he wrote were far
advanoad in his mind befare they found shgpe on paper. He was con-
dantly and inddfatigably in pursuit of the solution to some problem
o homeric correpondence or technical eqresson or trait of dharade
in Bloom or anothe pasonage of 'Ulysses; or some physdogical fact
was neeesary to give him the key to some part of his epic of the human
body. Soulptor or painter, daylight worker, having laid agde the tods
of his trade for the day, would rdax, but Joyees preoccupation with his
book wes never ending. He was aways looking and ligening for the
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necessry fact or word; and he was a great bdiever in his luck. What
he needed would come to him. That which he collected would prove
useful in its time and place And as in a snge the theme of 'Ulysses
is the whole of life, there was no end to the variety of material that
went into its building. Of the time detail of 1904 was none around him,
but what he saw and heard in 1918 or 1919 would do jugt as well, for
the dhapes of life remain congtant: only the dress and manners change. |
have s=r! him collect in the space of a few hours the oddest assortment
of material: a parody on the 'House that Jadk Built,' the name and ac-
tion of a poison, the method of caning boys on training ships the wob-
bly cesstion of a tired unfinished sntence the nervous trick of a con-
vive turning his gass in inward-turning drdes, a Swiss music-hall joke
turnilng on a pun in Swiss dialect, a description of the Fitzammons
shift.

To this gtrenuous endeavour, then, Joyces exisence ran paral-
lel with the Great War. And because he could work anywhere, be-
cause his material might be sought and recognized in all places
and at all times, he was to be seen often in the dreds and restau-
rants of Zurich, sitting in the Pfauen or the Augustincrhof, walk-
ing around the lake with, perhaps, a Greek friend, say, Nicholas
Santos’ of Corfu who used to recite hits of the Odyssey to him, or
Antonio Chalas or Pavlos Phocas, discoursing with Felix Beran the
Austrian poet who years later transated Pomes Penyeach into Ger-
man, attending the opera (he never missed a performance of Die
Meistersinger), listening to some German play in the theatre, talk-
ing of Trieste with the sad, brown-eyed, bristly-moustached Simconc
Levi who had complained after he read A Portrait of the Artist
as a Young Man, "But | don't never understand it,” or mount-
ing to the Observatory with his son to st the dars and listen to
the old Austrian astronomer Siegmund Feilbogen, the pacifist, say,
"How can people look at them and say there is no God?"

He encountered many of the foreign writers who had found
in Zurich a haven during the madness that obssssed the rest of the

! James Joyce and the Making of Ulysses, by Frank Budgen. Grayson and Grayson,
London.

2 Nicholas Santos was a very ignorant Corfiote in ite of His familiarity with Homer.
Another person who often came to talk with Joyce when the condition of his eyes kept
him immured in a dark room was Umberto Moggi, father of one of Giorgio's playmates.
He was a splendidtype of Tuscan peasant, black-bearded, with eyes which Dante calls " gli
occhi oncdti ed tardi." He was a green-grocer and could neither read nor write nor even
sgn his name. Joyce never met anybody who had Moggi's command of the Italian language.
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world. Among those whom he met before he left the Swiss city
in 1919 was Carl Blcibtreu who had written a book called Die
Losung der Shakespeare Frage, a work attempting to demondrate
that Roger Manners, Earl of Rutland, had written the plays com-
monly ascribed to one William Shakespeare. Joyce passd an en-
tire afternoon discusing the Rutland theory with this author.
Whether or not he took any dock in it is a mystery. He was suffi-
ciently impressed, however, to introduce it in Ulysses: "Herr Bleib-
treu, the man Piper met in Berlin, who isworking up that Rutland
theory, bedieves that the ssxre is hidden in the Stratford monu-
ment. He is going to vidt the present duke, Piper says and prove
to him that his ancetor wrote the plays It will come as a surprise
to his grace But he bdieves his theory." Joyoe met, too, REne
Sthickerle, the Alsatian writer, and Schickerle wanted him to trans
late his play Hansin dem Schnakenloch. Nothing came of it. Frank
Wedekind, the cdebrated German dramatist, was in Zurich during
the greater part of 1917 and performed in his own plays Joyce
met him and was intereted enough to go and st the per-
formances Sefan Zweig was there and his play, Jeremias, was
acted at the Stadttheatcr. Nicolai Lenin, already planning to shake
the world, frequented a cafe, the Odeon, to which Joyce often went.
And Romain Rolland was among the refugess who sought in
Zurich a place of peace All of thee personalities give an idea of
what a little international metropolis Zurich became during the
four years of the war. Their presnce and the presmce of the
countless hog of others who belonged not in Switzerland but in
far-lying places beyond the high borders afford some conception
of the clashing atmosphere that sparkled as though filled with dec-
tricity above the placid lake.

It was the largest conglomeration of expatriates, refugees ad-
venturers and propagandigs probably, that had ever been assam-
bled together in one small city. Through it all Joyoe continued to
maintain his aloof and somewhat scornful neutrality towards the
outcome of the struggle. When he did express himsdf it was in a
humorous vein, a vein of parody, as in the words he put to the
old music-hall songof " M r . Doolcy" :

Who is the funny fdlow who dedines to go to churdi
Since pope and pries and parson left the poor man in the lurch



James Joyce 239

And taught ther flocks the only way to save all human suls
Was pierang human bodies through with dum-dum bullet hdes?
It'sMr. Dodley, it's Mr. Doolcy,

The wisss wight our country ever knew.

Who will rdease us

From Jingo Jeus

Prays Mr. Dodey—odcy—odey—ao.

He abhorred war because it was a settlement of nothing,
merely a brute exhibition of who was the sronges in physque and
material paraphernalia. It was reason that won always not the
fact that one person or nation posesad more drength or wealth
than another. Quegtions sdtled by force were never sdtled for him.
They were merely brutally dlenced for the moment. Tomorrow
the same question would be asked again. It was not Jeanne d'Arc
who was vanquished at Rouen; it was the entire English conogp-
tion. Neither was it Pearse, MacDonagh, Josph Mary Plunkctt
and James Connolly who log their argument before the firing
gquad in Kilmainham; it was again the English conception. Joyce
had no patience with stupid force.

So we s him at this midmoment of the war, existing in a city
that was fearfully like a boiling cauldron and with the brouhaha
of mad days about him but walking through it with his mind in-
tent upon an olivefaced man whom he had created and st pere-
grinating through the dreets of the Dublin of 1904. What was the
war to him 2—no more than an argument between supid men who
could settle nothing by reason. There was not even a cause to be
admired. There was nothing but rapadousness and the compli-
cated duds of commercial supremadies. If the conflict had arisen
because of a persecuted people he might have sympathized, but
who could sy that Great Britain, France, Germany, Austria, Rus
da and the United Sates were persecuted peoples? For God's sake
let things be finished and let men think of the arts again. He had
already reached a point in his uncompleted book where he had
s down the lines, " Perfume of embraces all him assiled. With
hungered flesh obscurdy, he mutely craved to adore” He had
paussd for a long time after that, pondering the rhythm and un-
usua juxtapostion of words. There was something new, something
more important than a won battle, in the fall of those words and
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the suggegtion that they gave to him. And knowing this he knew
that Ulysses was of much more importance to him than the Great
War. He was marching into a new terrain of literature where no
man had ever marched before.

He had always been sure of himsdf but now he was surer
than ever. His tenacity of purpose was being vindicated. There was
a satidaction here, for his family was growing up. GioRgio had
pased his deventh year and was a surdy boy, an amazingly good
svimmer, and Lucia, approaching her ninth birthday, was deve-
oping into a dark-haired, blue-eyed girl of graceful dender figure.
As he watched them moving about the flat, speaking in the Zuri-
diitsch dialect they had picked up so quickly but just as often in
the Triestine dialect that was after all, their mother tongue, he
experienced a mingled sne of pleasure and power. The flight
from the North Wall in Dublin, the flight of more than twelve
years before, had not been in vain. What he had then ssn migtily
he now saw clearly. The daemon that had pushed him on had been
a true daemon and he was both its dave and its mager. Where it
would continue to push him he did not know but he did know
that he could control the impulses which it aroused in him. It
was an Irish daemon. It sprang out of the dark soil of Ireland, It
rosee from the gnogic mythos. It curled like a snoke above the
grave-mound of Queen Buan and the ssoret place where the Anna
Liffcy had her birth. And as it had pushed him into a myth of
waking life so might it push him towards a myth of deeping life.
It would be a natural gep, for already he was delving desp into
the subconsoous of hischaractersin Ulysses.

The progress he was making towards a broad recognition in
the English-speaking countries became accderated in 1917. In
America Ben W. Huebsch, observing the near-exhaugion of his
edition of the English-printed shegs of Dubliners, ordered an Amer -
ican edition to be s up. And in England the Egois Press finally
found a printer who consnted to put into type A Portrait of the
Artist asa Young Man in its entirety and without swogning in mod-
et moral shame Most important, perhaps, of all to Joyoe was the
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review of A Portrait of the Artistasa Young Man that H. G. Wélls
contributed to the February twenty-fourth number of the Nation.
It contained agtonishing praise from a powerful commentator. It
a0 contained blame (Wells, for ingance, gagged at what he called
the cloacal dbsesson of the Irish writer), but the blame was for-
gotten in the face of such gatements as "Its claim to be literature
is as goodtas the claim of the lag book of 'Gulliver's Travels” and
" One conversation in the book is a superb success the one in which
Mr. Dcdalus carves the Chrigmas turkey; | write with all due de-
liberation that Sterne himsdlf could not have done it better." Joyoe
in spite of his precarious financial gate, could not but fed that time
was changing and a fair wind favouring him.

There were great activities, too, in Zurich (which had become
the mog important city in Switzerland) and these mug have
greatly exhilarated the mind of Joyce An dectric feverish atmos
phere pulsated through the town and though there was a shortage
of food there was a plethora of intellectual and artigic fare. All
the bdligerents adopted the tactics of trying to judify themsdves
and their causss by intensve cultural and artistic propaganda. Dur -
ing this year, 1917, for ingance, the Zurich municipal theatre re-
caved vistsfrom Max Reinhardt's dramatic company, the Com”die-
Francaise, the Burgtheater, the Theater an der Wien, and the Milan
Scala. Other companies from France, Germany and Austria visted
the town. Cdebrated conductors, including Nikisch and Wcingart-
ncr, came with ther orchedras At the Kunsthaus were exhibitions
of French, German, Austrian and Italian paintings. With art, musc,
the opera, great artigs and a horde of intelectuals fleeing from the
war-torn countries Zurich became in a measure, the asthetic cen-
tre of Europe. It was a kindly fate, after all, that had led Joyce to
this efervesting town, the fittest place, perhaps, in the world for
him to dwell and labour upon the great sructure of Ulysses.

There were humorous characters to be encountered too, the
flotsam and jetsam of half a dozen countries, and one at leas among
them had a brief indirect influence on Joyods career. Joyoe knew
him first under the name of J—M——. It was not his real name
but for various reasons that mus be suppresssd. J— M——, then,
waited upon the Irish writer one day in the spring of 1917 and
made the agtonishing proposal that Joyce write a cinema scenario
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for him, itstitleto be Wine, Women and Song. " We'll get wealthy
women into it," explained M——, "women in fur pdts We'll teach
them how to walk and then charge them a fee for being in the
film." Later Joyce discovered that the asute Mr. M——propossd
to shoot his picture without any film at all in the camera; in other
words, the project was a barefaced swindle to be basad on the van-
ity of the "women in fur pdts" But at the moment Joyce lisened
with some tolerance. Prices in Zurich were rising weekly and
everybody in the overcrowded town was struggling desperatdy to
make ends meet. Joyce was no exception. He had a family to sup-
port and a windfall was a windfall. Therefore he half-consented
to occupy himsdlf with Wine, Women and Song.

Some time later (still in the springtime) J— M——snt to
Joyce as an assidgant in the preparation of the scenario Mr. Claud
W. Sykes an actor who had played in the company of Sr Herbert
Bcerbohm Tree. It was because he was the connecting link, so to
geak, between Joyce and Mr. Sykes that J— M——was of in-
direct influence on the Irish writer's career in Zurich. This we
ghall st in another section. As for Wine, Women and Song, this
dy stheme of the dippery Mr. M——came to nothing. Perhaps
the "women in pdts' did not materialize or, more probably, Joyce
and Sykes realized the ridiculousness of the venture and withdrew
from it, leaving J— M——without scenario writers. He aso con-
caved the idea of producing Joycss Exiles. He had, in fact,
played in New York in The Yellow Ticket and he proposed himsdlf
to play the part of Robert Hand in the Joyce play. He affirmed that
he knew in the Hotel Baur au Lac a woman who could play the
part of Bertha Rowan to perfection, pointing out that she was
plendidly developed, had swell dresses and plenty of furs and
diamonds. Joyce apparently agreed to the proposal which the vids
gtudes of M - scarexr never permitted to materialize.

The ambitiousM -, however, did not vanish from Joyces life
for a long time after that. It is perhaps permissble to run ahead
of chronology here and briefly note the various rencontres the Dub-
lin writer had with thisbizarre individual for they give a fair pic-
ture of the grange and shifty characters that infeted Zurich dur-
ing the war years characters that always amused Joyce and whose
ecoentridities he ticketed away in his mind. For ingance, Joyce was
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ingrumental in getting himout of prison and into hospital at one
timc.M -, properly grateful, turned up at Joyods dwelling and pre-
snted him with a parcd. " It is a gift for you," he sad. "I made it
in prison." When the parced was opened the gift was revealed as a
wooden box shaped like a family Bible with "My First Sucoes
By James Joyes' neatly printed on the back of it. "When you make
money," ihe explained, "you can oconcedl it in the box. Everybody
will think it's a book." Another time Joyce and Mrs. Joyce en-
countered him on the Bahnhofdrasse The adventurer had under-
gone a marvelous transformation. He was wearing the latet ex-
travagant cut in suits beige gaiters, a gaudy tic and canary-coloured
gloves In his lape was a large flower, in his hand a malacca sick,
and in his mouth a huge cigar. It was deven ododk in the morning
but M—inssted that Joyce have some champagne with him. They
went into Hugucmin's. " Do you want any shirtwaists!'M— asked.
"Or artificial pearls?' Joyce was dubious about either but the next
day M- showed up with both shirtwaists and pearls and jumped on
the pearls to prove that they were unbreakable. A wesk later he was
in the Zurich prison. From this he was extricated by the Dutch
Conaul in Zurich to whom Joyce had gone. It was at this time that
Joyce discovered, by receiving a letter of profuse gratitude from
M-'saged father in Amsterdam and thanking him for his eforts
on behalf of the "black shep of my family,” that M- was in
reality the son of a well-known gynaecdogig in a lirge Euro-
pean city. From the prison J—M was tranderred to the

hospital. " Thistime | am all in," he wrote to Joyoe But he was't.
For a brief period he acted as prompter for the English players
Then he disappeared. Sx years or 0 later Joyce ran aoross him in
Ogcend. He was in good health, wel-dressed and the owner of a
large motorcar and a house in Brusds And from there he disap-
pears out of Joyces life. Rumour, however, has it that he has re-
formed and is now a pillar of respectability.

During this spring and summer of 1917 Joyce laboured assdu-
oudy at Ulysses. He was hampered by the objectionable language
lessons s0 necessary if he was to pay his rent and eat and the in-
creasing troubles with his eyes Still the pile of notes grew and the
opening sstions developed into a form of completeness, rounded
links in the great undertaking that were ready for typing. The




244 JamesJoyce

war thundered on beyond the borders of Switzerland but Ulysses
proocssded on his inevitable odysxcy unconstous of battles won,
drawn or defeated. Joyog, wrapped in his aeghetic problems, could
not be bothered by the snsdes druggle into which the United
Sates had jus entered.

It was at this dolorous period of time that he receved an un-
expected aid that was to free him during the ensuing years from
all language teaching and make it possble for him to devote all
his energies to hiswriting. Miss Harriet Weaver, the editor in uc
ceson to Miss Dora Marsden of the Egoist, had been for some
time a devoted admirer of Joyces work and the difficulties againgt
which he sruggled in order to express himsdf aroused a great con-
carn in he mind. She was convinced that something should be
done for the Irish writer and as no one d<e appeared likely to do
it she did it hersdf. Joyods reception of her firs gesture has been
communicated by Felix Beran, who edited the periodical for which
the Dublincr did various trandations. " At that time" he writes,
" Joyce was already bothered by trouble with his eyes and was often
hindered at work. Once | found him in his house alone in an arti-
ficially-darkened room. The impresson was depressing. In pite of
that | have retained an extraordinarily beautiful remembrance of
that meeting. While we were chatting therewas a ring at the front
door. Joyce was nat allowed to leave the dark room and 0 | st
out and took the mail from the mailman. It was a regigered letter
from an English bank and Joyoe begged me to open and read it
aloud. The bank wrote that an admirer of Joyog who did not want
to be named, had commissoned it to pay him five hundred Swiss
francs each month, including the pas three months. At that time
Joyce was in sore finandal sraits and here came real help in need.”

These payments continued for some time and then Mis*
Weaver, anonymous no longer so far as Joyce was concerned, made
a soond and grester gesture She tranderred outright to Joyce a
subgantial sum of money s that he could draw the interest
on his own invesments and not depend on the uncertainty of
a monthly payment that might be withdrawn at any moment
as the whim of the patron dictated. The interest on this gift,
added to Mrs. McCormick*s aid, made it possble for Joyoe to
live modegly and devaote all his time to his writing. It is im-
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possble to overpraise the unique geture of Miss Weaver. Such
ads of generodty arc 0 rare in a world where the artig is "gne-
ally neglected for the sske of more obvious etades of philan-
thropy that it should be dwelt upon for a moment. The rich man
usually desres to give his money to foundations that will bear his
name or with which his name will be asodated. However, it is
impossbly to do that with the individual artigt. John Jones cannot
aubsdize James Joyce on the condition that James Joyce dgn his
books thereafter The John Jones Foundation. But Miss Weaver,
during a period of war when nobody was thinking of artigs dis
cedly and with a complete withdrawal of hersdf, made it pos
gble for Joyce to achieve his artigtic goal in comparative comfort.
Lorenzo dé Medici did no more.

Freed at lag from the drudgery of teaching (and what mugt
his emations have been at that happy liberation?), Joyce decided
to avoid the danger to his eyes of the foehn wind of Zurich and
go to Locarno where the climate was better and he could labour
in peace By the autumn of 1917 he was sHtled there in the Pen-
gon Villa Rossa, later moving to the Pendon Daheim. Ulysses pro-
gesd rapidly. Miss Weaver had agresd to publish certain epi-
des in the Egoist (certain episodes because the printer refused to
& up the entire work) and an American monthly, the Little Re-
view, edited by Miss Margaret Anderson and Miss Jane Heap (to
whom Joyce had been introduced by mail by Ezra Pound—now cor-
responding congantly with the exiled writer), decided to attempt
the serialization of the entire work in the following year. It be
came necsssry, therefore, that the manuscript be properly typed.
Joyce searched about him for someone who would be willing to
undertake this labour (no essy one, at all) and eventually settled
upon Mr. Claud Sykes who had bemn introduced to him by the
marvellous Joe Martin. Sykes had been of a sympathetic nature; he
had proved intelligent; there had been a number of megtings be-
tween the two men, some in Joycgs flat and othersin Skes* pension
in the Plattendrasc, and the conversations had ranged from the
Greek anaogies of Ulysses to the probabilities of Mrs. Bandman
Palmer playing Leah, the Forsaken in Dublin in 1904.

Mr. Sykes although in Zurich, was quite willing to do the
typing. The only thing he lacked was a typewriter. And because
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it gives another picture of the Gilbertian agpeds of Zurich in war-
time the gory of the acquigtion of the machine may be st down
here. Joyce suggested that Sykcs go to a certain Goldschmidt and
beg the loan of a typewriter from him. Now Goldschmidt was an
Austrian Jew who worked along with a number of able-bodied
compatriots in the Oesterreich-Ungarisches-Hilfsverein, a sodey es
tablished to a8 subjeds of the Dual Monarchy. Their work ex-
empted them from army svice and therefore they took care to
make it ssam as arduous as possble Unauthorized individuals were
not welcome in their officg the reason being that some spy might
get in and se that the personnd of the Oederreich-Ungarisches:
Hilfsvercin was really doing nothing but sitting with their feet on
the deks all digresssd Audrians and Hungarians having been ex-
patriated long before. Being warned of the date of affairs Sykes
took no notice of the clerk in the outer office who clamoured that
Hcerr Goldschmidt was not there and even if he was there he
would be far too busy to s anyone The vistor smply walked
pag the clerk and into the inner office where he found Herr Gold-
schmidt dreamily examining the celing. " Ah, Herr Sykes" ex-
claimed the Austrian Jew, "come in and have a cigarette. We have
nothing to do today." The typewriter (there being no use for type-
writers in the Hilfsverein) was willingly and ingtantly loaned.
When Sykes reported the incident to Joyce it moved him to com-
poxe a veree to the tune of the " Amorous Goldfish" in The Geisha.

A Godschmidt svam in a Kricgsvaran

As wiz little Godschmidits do,

And he loved every sion of the Habsburg ling,

Each Archduke proud, the whole jimbang crowd,
And he fdt that they loved him, too.

Herr Rosnbaum and Rosenfdd

And evay ather Fdd exogpt Schlachtfdd

All worked like niggers totting rows of arazy figures
To save Kasr Karl and Goldschmidit, too.

Chorus

For he sad it if ba—ba—beter

To didk damps on same God-damned letter
Than be $hat in a trench
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Amid shdls and sench,
Jeus Gott, Donner wet—wet—wetter.

Sykes immediately started typing the first three books (The
Tdcmachia) of Ulysses and envelopes of copy passed regularly be
tween Locarno and Zurich. Sometimes Joyce would dip a limer-
ick in for the amusement of the typist, a literary sin (if sin it be)
for which fee had had a weakness since his early Dublin days. As
for instance:

Ther€'s a George of the Georges named David
With whose words we are now night and day fed.
He cries I'll give small rations
To all the small nations.
Bully God made this world—but 1'll save it.

Among others written just before or during this period three may
be quoted.
Therée's a donor of lavish largese
Who once bought a play in M S.
He found out what it all meant
By the final instalment
But poor Scriptor was left in a mes

(The subject of the above was the late Mr. Johtf Quinn, the Irish-
American lawyer and bibliophile resident in New York whom Ezra
Pound had introduced to Joyce by mail and who had purchased
the manuscript of Exiles.)

Ther€'s a hairy-faced Modem named Simon
Whose tones are not those of a shy man
When with cag-iron lungs
He howls twenty-five tongues—
But hés not at all easy to rhyme on.

(Simeone Levi has been mentioned before as one of the characters
who infested Zurich during the war years.)

There is a dean climber called Sykes

Who goes scrambling through ditches and dykes.
To skate on his scalp
Down the dde of an Alp

Is the kind of diversion he likes.



248 James Joyce

The winter dosad in on Locarno and Joyces lightheartedness
became tempered by the illness of Nora Joyce On January 2, 1918,
he was writing to Sykes " Please convey my wife's exauses for her
taciturnity both to Mrs. Sykes and Mrs. Blcibtreu from whom she
had a card today. She has ben congantly ill and has even had a
very bad nervous breakdown here so that | really do not know
what to do—whether to go to Zurich on the offchance <§ finding
a flat or leaving this penson and looking for a flat here. Ingead
of doing her good the day here has made her much worse™ How-
ever, the flat was found in Zurich and early in the new year he
was back in the feverishly-pulsing little city. He brought with him
the news that Sturge Moore of the London Sage Sodiety was con-
templating a production of Exiles. Because of the difficulties of
caging this performance never took place. The idea of the dage
neverthdess, was fresh in Joyods mind and causad him to enter
willingly into a project that occupied mogt of his gare time (and
ome of the time he should have confined to his book as well)
during 1918.

This year was the period of Joyces activities on behalf of the
English Players and the troublesome lawsuits that followed the
firs production. For some time pro-Englanders had asked why it
was that Great Britain took no part in the vag flood of propaganda
that was deluging Zurich. Suredy there was something that could
be done to impress on the swollen population of the city the artis
tic importance of the English people And what could better repre-
ant the land of Shakegpeare than the drama? The play was the
thing. Sykes being an experienced actor, was often approached on
this subject. The idea of acting again was agresable enough to him
and early in the spring he discussad the possbilities of a theatrical
production with Joyog a production that might lead to others and
the formation of a regular company. Both decided that in view of
the grandiose scdle on which the warring powers launched ther
propaganda it would be futile to attempt anything unless it could
be done mog excdlently on the small scae available to them. The
chief difficulty would be to find players really capable of the princi-
pal roles the minor parts of course could be entrused to ama-
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teurs from the English colony. Joyce himself caught at the idea
with alacrity. He had been interested in the dage snce he had
played as a boy in Dublin; the abandoned production of Exiles
was still fresh in his mind; and, furthermorc, it was conveyed to
him unofficially but pretty plainly that he should officialy do some-
thing in return for what had been done for him—i.e., the gift from
the King't Privy Purse.

Sykes finally decided that Oscar Wilde's The Importance of
Being Earnest would be the sdfes venture for a first production,
and Joyce, pleased with the selection, volunteered to be the English
actor's joint partner and carry half the expenses The English Con-
sulate in Zurich, being informed of the idea, promised its moral
support, although it would guarantee nothing towards the cogs
Joyce undertook the busness arrangements and Sykes assumed
responsibility for the direction and production of the play.

The first problem was to find actors suitable to the various
rdles. Zurich was combed and the result gppeared to be encourag-
ing except for one part. Mr. Tristan Rawson, an opera singer at
the Cologne municipal theatre before the war, rather diffidently
agreed to attempt the role of John Worthing, JP. It would be the
first time he had ever appeared in legitimate drama. Margaret
Matthews, an American actress, was cas as Lady Bracknall. An
English actress, Evelyn Cotton, accepted the part of the Honour-
able Gwendolen Fairfax. Sykes himself undertook to play the
Reverend Canon Chasuble, D.D., and his wife, Daisy Race, an ex-
perienced actress, was cad as Cicely Cardew. The minor roles of
Merriman, the butler, Lane, the manservant, and Miss Prism, the
governess, were assigned respectively to Charles Fleming (who
ds acted as dage manager), Cecil Pamer and Ethel Turner. But
the important role of Algernon Moncrieff proved to be a worrisome
problem. For a time it appeared as though the venture would fail
because no person suitable to the part could be found. Finally
somebody thought of a young man named Henry Carr, employed
at the British Consulate, who was right for the role in voice, man-
ner and agppearance. If he could be trained and his inexperience
covered by the professona players he might be possble. Sykes
approached Carr and the young man consented to play the part,
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though under the pseudonym of M. A. Ford, the British Consulate
refusing to permit him to act under his own name.

Rehearsals commenced and everything went smoothly at first.
The players ssamed well suited to their parts and Carr, the only
amateur in an important role, worked so diligently that it ap-
peared certain the professonals would be able to swing him along
eadly into the rhythm of the comedy. Then, gradually, vague trou-
bles began to appear. It became noticeable to the entire company
that Carr's behaviour toward Joyce was one of veled indefinable
hodtility, an insolence unreasonable and unwar rantable in a younger
man of no particular talents towards one who was older and far
more experienced in life and certainly of greater and more recog-
nized achievement. Of coursg the Easer Week Rebellion in Dub-
lin was gill fresh in the minds of English Tories and there were
many who abominated the Irish because of it; but Carr's home was
in Canada and few people could attribute this political hatred to
him. The other members of the cag finally (and kindly) ascribed
Carr's peculiar behaviour to his war experiences He had been
wounded and afterward a prisoner in Germany, coming to Zurich
under the stheme for the exchange of prisoners then in force In
spite of Carr, however, outward harmony was preserved till after
the firs performance, Joyce as usual, taking no particular heed
of those who didiked him.

This first performance took place at the Theater zur Kauf-
leutcn, a hall at 18, Pdikangrasse, on the evening of April twenty-
ninth before a full house that ssemed wel-pleased with the pro-
duction. Joyce who was looking after the front of the theatre,
gooke to Bennett, the British Consul, during the interval and the
latter congratulated him on the performance. For the moment
everything ssamed to go well. The audience, reading their pro-
grammes, discovered that the English Players proposed to present,
as drecumgances would permit, a lig of plays including She Stoops
to Conquer, Pippa Passes, The Pigeon, The Heather Field, Riders
to the Sea, The Dark Lady of the Sonnets and EXxiles. It is easy to
se Joyods hand in this sdection for out of the sven plays an-
nounced five were by Irishmen.

After the comedy had reached its conduson to generous ap-
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plause Joyce invited all the players to a supper that he had ar-
ranged. To the surprise of everybody Carr declined to attend, offer-
ing some trivial excuse for his absnce Trouble ssemed to be
brewing now but just what it was no one could guess The next
day, however, Sykes knew. He was called upon by Carr and Raw-
on and it was revealed that Carr conddered himsdlf decidedly in-
alted by the financial arrangements of the English Players. It will
be remembered that Joyce was busness manager, and perhaps it
is necessry here to enlarge somewhat on the plan of sdlaries which
he had a hand in arranging. It was obvious from the first that the
players could not be remunerated adequately from the limited pro-
oeds of one performance for the hours they sacrificed to re-
hearsals. As a matter of fact, these hours s0 sacrificed were not
calculated to involve any financial hardships on the players for all
of them were engaged at other occupations and the rehearsals were
0 scheduled as to suit their free time. It was Joyce and Sykes alone
who good to lose by the venture for the thousand and one de-
tails of the production did take them away from their own work
and the final expenss (theatre rent, printing of tickets pro-
grammes, etc.) devolved on them. Therefore, the two managers
drew up a salary lig in which they allotted as much as they could
to the professional players and themsdves and gave to the ama-
teurs small sums mere token payments, to show their good will.
This scheme was explained to the members of the cad at the be
ginning of the rehearsals and all of them semed to understand
and acquiesce in the arrangement. Carr, for ingance, dedared that
he would prefer to have no payment at all but Sykes ingged that
something should be given to uphold the principle that every
player should receve money. It was hoped to increae the pay-
ments if further performances proved successul.

Carr, however, had an angry bee in his bonnet. He was in-
aulted by the small sum he receved and declared it to be no more
than a tip. He had expended much more than that, he expostu-
lated, on the new trousers he had sscured for the role of Algy.
Sykes, and then Rawson, argued in a friendly fashion with the in-
dignant young man and eventually Carr appeared to be pacified.
At the same time he expressad a deal of resentment againg Joyce
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whom he seemed to blame for some myserious humiliation. When
he left Sykes, however, he ssamed to be in a more reasonable mood
and even willing to take part in any future performances of the
English Players.

But this was a false lull. Two days later when Joyce went to
the British Consulate to collect some money for sold tickets from
Carr the affair flared up again. The young consular cmplpyee (in
the presence of two other employess named Smith and Gann) re-
fusad to turn over the money and demanded insead a sum out
of all proportion for the new trousers he had purchased. When
Joyce refused this all the pent-up rage againg the Irish writer that
had been swelling in Carr's mind burg forth in choice Billings
gate. He called Joyce opprobrious names and threatened to " wring
his bloody neck and chuck him down the dairs" Joyce aways
cool when attacked, merely remarked that that was not the lan-
guage to use in a government office and left the Consulate. Carr,
of course, immediately withdrew from the English Players and as
Sykes could not find a subgitute at the moment a projected per-
formance in Bade had to be cancdled.

It will be conggent here to put asde for the moment the fur-
ther higory of the English Players and follow the Joyce-Carr im-
broglio to its concduson. First of all, the British Consulate with-
drew its moral support (there had never been any financial up-
port) from the English Players and endeavoured to thrust cbsades
in the way of any future performances Hints reached Sykes that
the boycott would be removed if Joyce were thrown over but Sykes
preferred to gand by his busness manager. T his boycott made itsdlf
egpecially felt when Sykes attempted to produce G. K. Chederton's
Magic as a ssoond offering. Two promisng newcomers, one an
American and the other an Englishman, abruptly withdrew from
the cas after a couple of rehearsals expressng regret and admit-
ting that influence had been brought to bear on them.

As for Joyce he was harassed by the British Consulate in every
possble way. Among other things, the minor represntatives of
His Magesy's Government digpatched a letter to him requesting
him to volunteer for sarvice in the British army. He replied im-
mediately: "James Joyce presents his compliments to the B.M.
Conaul General and returns a document addressed to him in error.”
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This request for military service was a ridiculous and brutal ges
ture, for the Consulate was perfectly aware that Joycss defective
eyesght prevented him from serving in any army and that he
was living in Zurich as a freed prisoner who had given his parole
to resde in a neutral country for the duration of the war. Joyce, on
his part, proteged srongly to the British Consulate about Carr's
behaviour but, naturally, receved no reponse He then laid his
e before Sr Horace Rumbold, the British Minister in Berne
The gedure is revelatory of Joycds character and tenacity when he
is convinced he is in the right. As at Clongowes when, a small
boy, he had ventured into the saored precincts of the Reverend
John S. Conmec, SJ., to protest againg injustice and as in 1911 he
had written directly to King George V concerning the disputed
passage in Dubliners, so now did he turn to the highest British
authority in Switzerland with a demand for fair dealing. He met,
as he probably expected, with a flat refusal to take any gepsin the
matter. He thereupon brought two actions againg Carr, one for
threats of violence and the other for the price of three unpaid-for
tickets to the performance of The Importance of Being Earnest.
Carr immediately countersuited for nineteen pounds fifteen shil-
lings, alternatively twelve pounds, for the price of garments e
cially purchased for the play.

Two of the actions came up before the Bezirksgericht Zurich
on the fifteenth of October, 1918. Judge Billcter presded. Carr was
represented by the Norwegian Vice-Consul, Wettstein. In the mat-
ter of the action for the price of three unpaid-for tickets Joyce was
awarded one pound plus interest at five per cent from May 3, 1918;
and Carr's action for nineteen pounds fifteen shillings, alterna-
tively twelve pounds, was disallowed. The oods in both casss were
dedlared againg Carr and the consular employee was further or-
dered to pay Joyce two pounds ten shillings damages

There was ill a third cae to be heard, however, that in
which Joyce sued Carr for threats of Violencee Owing to the
law's ddays this was pogponed until long after the Armigice
and when it did come up Carr had quit Switzerland for Canada.
Joyce was let down by his lawyer, who failed to put in an appearance
in court on the day. Was this ancther case of the * hidden hand ' ?
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Whatever it was, Joyce put up a determined fight againg the con-
alar lawyer, Wettstein; but the action fell to the ground when
Smith and Gann, who had been pressnt when the insult was given,
blandly declared they had heard and s=n nothing. Joyce was or-
dered to pay one hundred and twenty Swiss francs (then about
four pounds sxteen shillings) as court cods This ended the great
Joycc-Carr feud. '

It has been dexribed at some length here because distorted
rumours of Joyads activities during the Great War and before it
have been soread abroad by inaccurate and malicious commenta-
tors. For ingance, according to a nondescript and untruthful bio-
graphical article on the writer that appeared some years ago in
an American Roman Catholic monthly Joyce made his money by
sling all his information about Austria to the British authorities
in Rome (!) after his rdease from Trieste, and, further, he gave
every assdance to the British and was engaged in their propaganda
office The dfect of this on the Irish-American public can be imag-
ined. The truth was that Joyce was in litigation with the British
authorities in Switzerland during his lag yearsin Zurich and was,
without a doubt, the bes-hated British subject (by British bureau-
crats of course) in the country. Perhaps that was because he was
not a fag or the son of a fag or the grandson of a fag. Joyce did not
meddle in politics in any way. He was above the conflict as were
all the wise unimpassoncd minds of the time and his entire devo-
tion and travail were concentrated on the development and per-
fection of his own art.

Here one mug return to the higory of the English Players.
G. K. Chederton's Magic being abandoned by Sykcs because of
consular interference, a programme of three one-act plays was put in
renearsal. They were J. M. Barri€s The Twelve found Look, John
M. Syngt's Riders to the Sea, and George Bernard Shaw's The
Dark Lady of the Sonnets. The Joyce influence was pronounced in
Synges playlet. He was called in to teach the actors the genuine
Irish caoine and Nora Joyce played excelently the r6lc of Kath-
leen. It is interesting to note how often this play entered Joyoes
life. Heread it in manuscript in 1902, he trandated it into Italian
in Trieste years later, and now he was supervising its first produc-
tion in Zurich. This premiere, with the other two playlets, was
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performed on June 17, 1918, at the Pfauentheater and Joyce wrote
for the printed programme a =& of notes describing the plays that
deserves to be rescued.

The Twelve Pound L ook
by J. M. Barrie.

One Sims is about to be knighted: possbly, as the name would sug-
ged, for having patented a hairgrower. He is discovered rehearsing his
part with his wife whose portrait we s on the wall, painted by a Royal
Academician, a0 knighted, presumably for having painted the labe for
the hairgrower. A typis is announced. This typig is his runaway wife
of some fourteen years before. From their conversation we learn that
she left him not for another man but to work out her salvation by type-
writing. She had saved twelve pounds and bought a typewriter. The
twelve pound look, she says is that look of independence in a wifés eye
which every husband should beware of. The new knight's new wife,
"noted for her wit"—chary of it, too—seams likely to acquire the look if
given time. Typewriters, however, are rather sarce at present.

Riders to the Sea
By John M. Synge

Synges firg play, written in Paris in 1902 out of his memories of
Aran. The play shows a mother and he dead son, her last, the anagkc
being the inexorable s| which claims all her sons Scumas and Patch
and Stephen and Shaun. Whether a brief tragedy be possble or not (a
point on which Aristotle had some doubts) the ear and the heart midead
one gravely if this brief some from "poor Aran" be not the work of a
tragic poet.

The Dark Lady of the Sonnes
By G. B. Shaw

Mr. Shaw here presnts three orthodox figures—a virgin queen, a
Shakepeare sobe at midnight and a free giver of gold and the dark-
haired maid of honour, Mary Fitton, discovered in the eighties by Thomas
Tyler and Mr. Harris. Shakegpeare comes to Whitehall to meat her and
learns from a wedl-languaged bedfeater that Mr. W. H. has foretalled
him. The poet vents his gpleen on the fird woman who passs It is the
gueen and she sams not loth to be accoged. She orders the maid of
honour out of the way. When Shakespeare, however, begs her to endow
his theatre she refers him with fine crudty to her lord treasurer and
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leaves him. The mogt regicide of playwrights prays God to save her and
goss home weighing agang a lightened purse, loves treason, an old
queen's leer and the evil eye of a government officid, a horror still to
come.

During the summer the English Players took The Importance
of Being Earnest on tour through Western Switzerland, the part of
Algy being played by Charles Pussy, a professiona actor diving in
Vevey. The towns visited were Lausanne, Geneva, Montreux and
Intcrlaken. The great influenza epidemic broke out shortly before
the beginning of the tour and because of this the audiences (ex-
cepting the one a Geneva) were very spare The agent of the
company was Mr. Arnold Meckel, a young Russan who died re-
cently in Paris. He became afterward one of the bet known im-
presarios in Europe, acting for Argentina, the Sakharovs, Udey
Shankar, etc. The tour resulted in a financia loss which was
borne by Joyce and Sykes. Joyce travelled only as far as Lau-
sanne. Being the father of two children he considered it more pru-
dent to return to Zurich which was comparatively free of the epi-
demic. A second reason brought him back too, and that was the
pathological condition of his eyes. He had been suffering for some
time (always acute attacks of iritis) but the tragic climax occurred
on August eighteenth, the birthday of Franz Joseph of Austria
On the evening of this day he was strolling down the broad bus-
tling Bahnhofstrassc with Nora Joyce when a sudden and unex-
pected eye attack halted him in his tracks. It was not iritis. For
twenty minutes he was unable to move and he was carried to a
near-by bench. Around the arc lamps he saw spinning rainbows.
Almost immediately he realized that he had that dreaded ailment,
glaucoma. He was helped to his flat and a week or <o later iri-
dectomy (cutting a triangular piece out of the afflicted right eye)
was performed on him by Professor Siedler. It was discovered that
the circulation of the eye was impeded and for severad weeks Joyce
remained a practically-blind convaescent in a darkened room un-
able to write or read.

Yet upon the return of the English Players from their unsuc-
cessful tour he was ready and willing to exert himself on their
behalf. A new play, George Bernard Shaw's MrsWarreris Pro-
fession, was put into rehearsd and produced on September thir-
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tieth at the Pfauentheater. Such a production was an adventure at
the time for the theme of Shaw's play was s0 ddicate that most
managers shied away from publicly presenting it. In London it
had been given by the Sage Sodety before a spedia audience of
members and friends. In Zurich it was well attended and though
it aroused comment it was not attacked. Perhaps the motley col-
ony resdent in the Swniss centre had ssen and heard too much in
the pag four years to be particularly shocked by Shaw's subject.
Between this performance and the next production of the
English Players a number of momentous events occurred. There
was, of course, the hearing of the actions between Joyce and Carr.
But more dartling than this were the final agonies of the war.
Sanley Houghton's Hindle Wakes was the play sdected, and the
rehearsals progressed under extreme difficulties. The influenza epi-
demic had soread to Zurich and this caussd several pogponements.
Then, too, came the climax of the war in November when the Cen-
tral Powers collapsed. Revolution broke out in Germany and had
its immediate repercusson in Zurich in the form of a genera
drike fomented by the radical agitators. For about ten days no
passnger trains left the city, no trams ran, no pod functioned
and no newspapers appeared. Cavalry units patrolled the thorough-
fares and about the only other moving traffic were the funeral
hearsss carrying the victims of the influenza epidemic to the ceme-
teries The city was divided into ssttions and if one desred to aross
from one section to another one had to explain onés budnes to
a ldier with a fixed bayonet. On November deventh, a day
wildly cdebrated in London, Paris Rome and New York, the
Zurichers did not know whether the world was at peace or war.
Onefed upon nothing but rumours. All that the perturbed Zurich-
as knew was that a personal war of their own was being waged
in the streets of the city. Joyoe and Sykes held several anxious con-
aultations and eventually decided to carry on with the play. This
was naot easy. During the general drike the company was rehears
ing amog every evening in a hall more than two miles from the
digrict where mog of them lived. Therefore, each day the players
gathered together at a chosn rendezvous and trudged en masse
through the oatrolled dreds to their goal, hearing, perhaps the
goatter of rifle fire in the sde lanes and seeing the lines of women
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carrying bread cards waiting before the bakeries. To add to the
difficulties Bernard Gleaning, who was rehearsing the part of Alan
Jcffoote, suddenly died of influenza a few days before the date
scheduled for the performance. Charles Fleming, who had bemn
with the company gnce its inception, subgtituted in the role. It was
on the ssond of December, some time after the collapse of the
general srike and when Zurich was again assuming a rfbrmal ap-
pearance, that Hindle Wafas was finally presented at the Theater
zur Kaufleuten, the modes hall in the Pdikangrasse

Eight days later (on December eeventh) an Anglo-French-
Italian program of one-act plays was given in the same hall. They
were // Cantico dci Cantict by Felice Cavallotti, acted by Italian
amateurs assembled and coached by Joyce Le Baiser by Theodore
de Banville, played by two actors from the Thatre-Francais de
Zurich; and Robert Browning's In a Balcony, performed by mem-
bers of the English Players. Joyce assded this lag poetical play by
singing an Italian song behind the some immediately after the rise
of the curtain. It was " Amante Tradito" from the collection of "af-
fctti amoros” by Giovanni Stefani (1621).

With this triple production Joyce withdrew from any active
participation in the busness or artigtic details of the English Play-
es The organization continued, neverthdess until 1920 and gave
a number of excdlent performances. Joyce attended every one of
them as long as he remained in Zurich. The reasons for his with-
drawal arc not far to ssk. Ulysses claimed mog of his time. The
precarious date of his eyes required him to use them as little as
possble With the peace his mind began to turn back to Trieste
where his furniture had been gored for four years And the boy-
cott of the English Players by the British Consulate was proving to
be a srious disadvantage to the struggling actors. Joyce knew that
this would be lifted if he severed his official connection with the
company. For many reasons then, it was wiser for him to with-
draw. Yet some months after the friendly rupture he reappeared
in the guise of an 'angd.” An American admirer, Mr. Schofied
Thayer, bdatedly hearing of his difficulties with Carr and the Brit-
ish Conaulate from Mr. and Mrs. Padraic Colum, gave him a thou-
sand dollars to asig his cause and Joyce his litigation at an end,
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immediately turned over the greater part of this money to the
English Players.

At the same time, as a sort of ironical commentary on the
people who had been his antagonids in the lawsuits and amongst
British officialdom, he carefully embedded certain names in Ulysses.
Thus we find Private Carr knocking down Sephen Dedalus in
the great phantasmagoria called " Circe” Sr Horace Rumbold be-
comes H. Rumbold,* the barber-hangman, and Mesys Smith and
Gann arc mentioned under the names of Joe Gann and Toad
Smith, victims of the hangman. The British Conaul at Zurich is
pictured as Battling Bennett, the bruiser, and the consular lawyer,
named as Ole Pfotts Wettstein, becomes his ssoond. Still  later,
when Sr Horace Rumbold was tranderred to Warsaw, Joyce
dashed off eight lines which he st to Sykes "for your next pro-
duction of Tippa Pases™

The Right Man in the Wrong Place

The pigs in the barley,

The fat's in the fire

Old Europe can hardly

Find twopence to buy her.
Jak Sorait's in his dfficg
Puffed, pondered and curled:
Rumbadd's in War saw-
All'sright with the world.

v

During this long period of activities on behalf of the English
Players, a period tragically broken into by the malady of his eyes
Joyae had not ceased to work at Ulysses. That asonishing compaos-
tion ssemed to go on at all hours of the day or night and wherever
he happened to be at the moment. Neither was his presentation to
the world halted. During 1918 Ben W. Huebsch published in
America editions of Chamber Music and Exiles. In England Grant
Richards printed the play. And back in America the Comhill Com-

1 This name was also sdected on account of the legendary dass of rum assodated
with capital execution in France
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pany of Bogon tedtified to their admiration of the author by pirating
Chamber Music. It was the first of svera pirades that were to
irritate Joyoe exceedingly.

The year 1919 appeared to be an auspidous period in the his
tory of the world. The war was over and the representatives of the
victorious powers were dictating the impossble peace tregties at
Versalles and Saint-Germain-cn-Layc. Woodrow Wilson was the
new saviour of the world and there was great enthusasm over the
League of Nations. Everything, including art, had been made sfe
for democracy. Joyoe was not o wure of all this and more than
once heinquired of his friends " Who won thiswar?" an inquiry as
earnes as it may seam ironical. Frank Budgen once replied, "We
shall know when the massproduction goods come pouring in."
The firg to be ssn were dacks of tins of Jgpanee salmon in a
shop window on the Limmat Quai.

The summer of 1919 passd swiftly to the resumption of normal
living after the nightmare of the war. It was marked by one event
of importance to Joyoe Exiles was produced in Munich in a Ger-
man trandation. Joyoe was disappointed at his inability to ssoure a
via permitting him to enter Germany and witnessng the per-
formance but he did manage to arrange for the presentation of
bouquets to the adreses playing the principal roles an atten-
tion he has aways paid to adressss in his play. The play was
not a success chiefly, it has been dated, because of the bad trans
lation.

The resumption of normal living occadoned a general clearing
out in Zurich. Government agendes were dosng down; paroled
prisoners were joyoudy returning to therr native countries; and the
swvarming profiteers, pockets bulging with bank notes were flock-
ing to the capitals of the victorious nations where the 'pickings
would be better. Joyce began to think of Trieste where his fur-
niture was dored and which, after all, he could claim as his
adopted home. He had never regarded his long sojourn in Zurich
as anything more than a temporary hift necesstated by the
war. The fact that Stanidaus rdeassd from his internment camp,
was back in Trieste was a ssoond inducement to go. And, per-
haps a third was curiogty. Trieste was now Italian in govern-
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ment as well as in language and manners. What would it be like
without the picture of Franz Josf in every tobacco shop ?

By the autumn Joyce had arranged his affairs so that he could
depart. One of the la®t things he did was to dispatch the manu-
script of that portion of Ulysses he had completed (it ran from
the beginning to the conclusion of the Cyclops section—somewhat
less than half the book) to Mrs. McCormick as a testimonial of his
gratitude for her kindness in supplementing his scanty income.
The day before his departure for Trieste Joyce weas intensely sur-
prised to receive his script back without any explanation for its
return. He went immediately to the Hotel Baur au Lac and de-
manded to s Mrs. McCormick. She was polite but distinctly
cool in her manner towards him. When Joyce explained that he
had intended the manuscript to be a gift Mrs. McCormick re-
sponded rather shortly, "Oh, you will need the script. You will
possbly have to raise money by it sooner or later.* Joyce went
away mystified. He had thought the income from Miss Weaver's
gift plus Mrs. McCormick's monthly payment would assure him a
modest living and make it unnecessary for him to sdl any more
of his manuscripts. The next day he discovered his error. In the
first mail he received a note from Mrs. McCormick's representa-
tive briefly informing him that the monthly payments were dis-
continued.

The reasons for this change of attitude on the part of Mrs. Mc-
Cormick were never elucidated. Joyces friends in Zurich have of-
fered various explanations but they are no more than surmises.
One is that Mrs. McCormick was affronted wh*n Joyce refused to
be psychoanalyzed by Dr. Jung, a refusa, by the way, that he made
flatly and angrily. Another explanation is that certain expressons
in the manuscript shocked Mrs. McCormick's tender sensihilities.
Still another is that a certain individual in Zurich, well-known to
Joyce from the Trieste days, had gone to Mrs. McCormick and
told her that Joyce was wasting his days and nights in riotous liv-
ing and drinking. It was true that Joyce frequented the Pfaucn
Restaurant-Cafe during most evenings when he was not attending
the theatre or the opera and it was d<o true that he drank wine,
but these relaxations from a long day's travail could hardly be
caled riotous living. Whatever the explanation may be the fact
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remains that Joyce and his family arrived in Trieste during the
autumn of 1919 with a dedidedly inadequate income.

! Several times during Joyces career this brusque and unexplained attitude of certain
admirers of his has taken place. There were at leas two indances of it in Dublin—one
before he left and one during his lag visit there, another in Trieste after he had become
famous as we shall s shortly, and it has reappeared in later years aso. There is no sngle
explanation 0 far as thee different admirers arc concerned that will fit all thee cass
but the fact remains that all through his life he ssams to have had admiration both in its
spiritual and its material form spontaneoudy and suddenly offered him and subsequently
jugt as suddenly transformed into passve or open hogtility.
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HE chaotic war years had changed Trieste as much as they

had changed the rest of the world. What had been formerly

an Austro-Hungarian dependency was now an integral por-
tion of the Italian kingdom and Joyce was not long in discovering
that the new flag carried with it a psychological transformation
demolishing almost completely the gay leisurely old milieu that he
had known. In the deplorable progression of fantastic events more
had been destroyed than buildings and lives and traditions and
national frontiers; an era with all its peculiar impulses had been
mercilesdy assassnated as well. This had not been so perceptible to
Joyce in Zurich, for there he had existed from the first in the spin-
ning midst of a frantic period of abnormal activities that permit-
ted no thoughtful comparison with the past. It was different in
Trieste. The long years he had lived there before the war furnished
him with an exact picture to place besde this new Trieste for
which, among other things, Italy had gone to war. True enough,
the general scene was the same but where was the spirit that had
flavoured all under the ramshackle empire of the Habsburgs? It
was gone, vanished in the great wind that had blown a sowcr-
tempoed civilization into oblivion.

As Joyce and his family settled temporarily with his Czech
brother-in-law, Frantisek Shaureck, his sster Eileen and his brother
Stanidaus in congested quarters at Via Sanita, 2, he could obsarve
this new spirit of things with a little more leisure than he had ever
enjoyed in Trieste before. The hard necessty of congtant teaching
was removed by his modest income. He could occupy his time now
with the composition of Ulysses and an indulgence (limited, to be
sure) in that essy social companionship that brightened his evenings.
There were old friends at hand and he lost no time in seeking
them out. He seemed older to. these acquaintances, amost worn
out in appearance, and manifestly troubled by his eyesight. How-
ever, it was but the surface that had been marked by time; within,

263
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the mind and creative will, more fertile than ever, functioned with
amazing clarity and discipline. Silvio Benco, riSen to editorship of
a newgpaper and among the firs to encounter Joyce recalls that
"his tall and exceaedingly thin figure was covered by one of those
monagtic habits with military bets which were being ussd as over-
coats It was too short for him and gave him rather srange pro-
portions” Francini-Bruni was living in Trieste in a fourth-floor
apartment and to it went Joyce and his family nearly every week.
These were gay evenings partial recaptures of the pas, when the
wine flowed (that enlivening white Chianti) and Tuscan dishes
smoked on the table and the writer, exhilarated by good fellowship,
returned to his ssoond love, musc, and sang until long after mid-
night. Occupants of the apartment house comfortably tucked in
ther beds could hear the dow careful footdeps of Joyce as he
desoended the four flights of dtairs after one of these evenings!
There was the Resaurant Bonavia where one might eat and amoke
and drink and oonverse as writers and philosophers have done
time out of mind. Joyce loved this carefree life but he did not let it
interfere too much with Ulysses.

That great work seadily marched on toward its concluson. In
another year, he hoped, it would be finished. With a sort of
methodical disorderliness that might confuse others but was as
plain as a predse army map to him he prepared the material for
each episode making his notes for compodtion, assambling his
enormous masss of quotations, references, ideas and esssys in vari-
aus dyles He was like a charioteer driving a sore of retless horsss
before him and keeping each one in its proper place. Those friends
who heard him read aloud from his manuscript or the numbers
of the Little Review in which sations of Ulysses were appearing

! Alas for the lagting fiddlities of friendship' Some years after Joyces departure from
Triete for Pans Francim-Brum delivered a lecture in Trieste containing his reminis-
onoes of Joyee A large number of former pupils and friends of Jovog including his
brother Stanidaus, were present. The lecture, according to Stanidaus, was a very curious
evening's entertainment because a great many in the audience, after having expresssd their
disapproval of various passges of a lecture which they had suppossd was going to be
a friendly tribute from a colleague, got up one after another and left the hall. Francim-
Brum afterward published this lecture in pamphlet form under the title "Joyce Spoghato
in Pazza" (Joyce Stripped in Public). This remarkable effort ended with a prayer to the

Most High that the dissolute cvil-liver might be touched by Grace and se the error of
his ways.
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(saven isuesin 1918, ten isues in 1919, and Sx isuesin 1920 *)
were impressd by the gigantic architecture of the work, although
they were sometimes puzzled by a technique that was absolutdy
new to them. During the year that Joyce lived in Trieste he com-
pleted the tenth and deventh sdtions of the book, those now
known as "Nauskaa' and "The Oxen of the Sun,” and then
darted smultaneoudy ssttions twelve and thirteen, "Circe' and
"Eumaeus” work on thirteen being a sort of reief from the ex-
haugting and painful creation of twelve. The vasd enterprise was
now well in hand and Joyce realized that he was accomplishing
with complete suoes the difficult aeshdic tak he had st him-
of five years before Not even a World War had ben able to
halt it.

As a matter of fact, he was at a point of time that was as im-
portant for him as it was for the res of the world. The era of new
ways and values had dawned, that pos-war world born out of the
terrible peace that the Allies imposed upon the Central Powers
and which, alas would be the breeding place for possble catadysms
as violent and far-reaching as that of 1914. For the time being, how-
ever, it continued to be the Victory Year and the birth date of an
amazing period that was as iconodadic in literary movements and
aeshdic experimentations as it was in revised soda conoepts and
digorted national traditions. It was not alone that the politicians
of Versailles were changing the map of the earth; a new breed of
thinkers, rdeasad from the despatian of an old way of life, were
changing the mind of humanity as well. Young men (and some-
times older men, too) turned ther backs in arrogant dissatisfaction
and soorn on what appeared to them as the outworn and exhaused
aeshetics of the pag and attempted to creste a new aesheticfor a
new time, a pog-war art for a pos-war world. Painters, composers
sulptors, novdigs having put the war of guns behind them,
turned to the war of ideas

This was opportune for Joyce and Ulysses, for he, the arch-
iconodag of them all, naturally became the spearhead of the new
attack on the old tradition in literature. Already young men in
the gudios of London and Paris and New York knew his name

! S "Biogii phical Notes on James Joyes 'Ulyses’ " by R. F. Roberts in the
Colophon: New Series, No. 4, Vol. I.
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and acclaimed the potentialities of his leadership. Without an -
fort on his part he had been tacitly accepted by many an energetic
youthful writer as the literary Moses who would lead the post-war
processon into the Promised Land. This was unusual because Joyce
was compar atively far from the meee and took no part in its vig-
orous dialectics. It was his work alone that gpoke for him and the
voioss of a few who had episolary contact with him. Without
deviating at all from the path he had mapped for himsdf fifteen
years before he suddenly found himsdf in the vanguard of the
creative explorers of the post-war era. Perhaps a catacdysm had
been necessry for the rex of the world to catch up with him.
Perhaps an earth-shaking exploson had been necesary to blow
down the mossgrown walls of tradition and make possble a per-
spective of the vad plain of time where art might venture without
the heavy archaic armour of the pas. Whatever it was, the mo-
ment was propitious for Joyce and Joyce was ready for the moment.

By the spring of 1920 the conviction that he was badly placed
in Trieste was firmly fixed in the mind of the Dublincr. His father,
John Stanidaus, had arrived at this conduson ten years before and
had never ceasd to write to him on this subject. It was a con-
viction that Joyce had arrived at by dow dages and, perhaps, had
fought at first. He owed an emctional duty to the city where he
had passed 0 many of the precarious years of his life, the city, in-
deed, where his children had been born, where The Portrait of
the Artist asa Young Man and Exiles had been written and where
UlyssesBloom had firs begun his great odyssey through the dreds
of Dublin, but he owed an even greater duty to his reason and to
his future. It was not alone that he was cabined, cribbed and con-
fined in the congeted quarters on the Via Sanita that he shared
with his brother-in-law and brother and that the crowded city
did not ssem to posess a dngle free apartment suitable for him
and his family; no, there was more to it than that. He had loved
the old Trieste and it is possble that his increasng familiarity
with the new Trieste, that Trieste of Victor Emmanuel, was
revealing to him the deplorable lack of an ancient atmosphere
violently desred. But important as this disllusonment was there
was another reason even more important. The Time spirit was
calling. The new pod-war world was beckoning, intelectually,
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he was comparatively isolated in Trieste (there was not even
the motley assmblage of diverse personalitiess he had known
and enjoyed at Zurich) and he was too far from the spinning centre
of things. He was very consdous of what was happening in the
rex of the world and he was quite aware that Trieste could never
be an international capital of the creative arts. Friends and well-
wishe's, the Egois group among others, were apprisng him of
this fact. It was time, too, to think of a publisher for Ulysses and
his ssd experience in dealing with publishers by correspondence in
the pag had not been forgotten. A number of things, then, began
to draw him away from Trieste while a hestancy (encouraged,
perhaps, by habitude and affection) vainly battled againg them.
He needed a final fillip of urging from some asertive personality
who was in the very midgt of the new movement in arts and letters.
In due course it came.

For some years, now, Joyce had been corresponding with Ezra
Pound, a correspondence very formal on Joyods part, and it was
the culminating point in this exchange of letters that finally con-
vinced the Dublincr he should leave Trieste. Pound asked Joyce to
meet him at Dcscnzano during the early summer of 1920 and to
that beautiful Italian town Joyce went, accompanied by his son.
The conversation that ensued convinced Joyce that the wise thing
to do would be to venture on Paris again, stle there in the heart
of the boiling pog-war art movements and finish Ulysses in the
city that had firs called to him in 1902 Many sesns and tre-
mendous changes had shifted the visage of life Snce he had lag
grolled the dreds of the city by the Saine. It would be as fastinat-
ing as it was prudent to renew his acquaintance with what, after
all, was the everlagting capital of all the arts

His decison once made, there followed a period of preparation.
There was clothing to be assembled and books to be packed and
placed in the hands of a forwarding agency. A few farewel dinners.
Good-byes to Svevo and Benco and Francini-Bruni and Slvedtri
and a few others. A lag look at the Citta Vecchia. And then, on a
June day in 1920, the Joyoe menage was again on its travels. It was
S0 that exiles lived, pausng here or there for a longer or a shorter
sojourn and then moving on again at the benes of the Time Spirit
and knowing always that there were no permanencies of place
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when the mind was roving through all space Leaving Trieste and
a somewhat gloomy Stanidaus behind him,* Joyoe (and his family)
pausd firgt at Venice. After two days in the city of the Doges he
moved on to Milan. He passd through Switzerland without sop-
ping. Perhaps his memories of the four war years that he had
pasad in that high country were too dose for him to gop and
renew the flavour of them. The frontiers of France were pasdd
and a night was gent in Dijon where the cooking is so perfect
and the wines are 20 fine. And s0 on June 23, 1920, Joyce arrived
at the Gare de Lyon and passd out into the flash and sparkle of
the dregs of Paris The trip had been codly and his wallet was
practically empty.

1

One mug pause and regard Joyce at this moment. He is tall,
thin, and grave in demeanour. There arc grey dreaks in his hair
and his grong chin is tufted with a small beard. His mougache
docs not conceal his thin firm lips. Behind his glasses his eyes pexr
somewhat myopically. He is thirty-eight years old. And this Paris
through which he traves to 9, Rue de I'Universte on the Left
Bank where quarters have been engaged for him. It isa new and
vital Paris a City of Victory, of bugle and confuson, of musc
and art galleries and crowded cafes and argumentative writers and
rich war profiteers It is < the Eternal Paris, that iamp for lovers
lit in the wood of the world" where the wide boulevards and the
little ancient dreds are coloured at twilight by a warm enchanted
glow that is to be found in no other city in the world. It is as it
always has been, the veritable heart of all good things where civi-
lization achieves a finesse that is denied to London and New York
and Rome and Berlin. It poseses something charming for every-
body from the demiest clochard under the Sane bridge to the
graves member of the Ingitute pausng on the quay before the

! The relations between the two brothers practically end here. Sanidaus had little
sympathy with Ulysses and none at all with Ftnnegans Wake. The two men have met
three times snce once in Pans once in Salzburg where Sanidaus had come with his
newly-married wife, and once in Zurich where Joyoe had gone in an unsuccessful effort
to obtain a podtion as teacher for his brother in that canton when owing to the strained
relations between Italy and Great Bntain the latter had been temporaily deprived of his
posgtion in Trieste which he has dnce reacquired.
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ironical smile of Voltaire. Joyce, as he unpacked his manuscripts
and notebooks in his quarters at 9, Rue de I'Universite, must have
wondered regretfully why he had stayed away from it for so long.
However, he could comfort himself with the thought that it had
been a forced absence. The deus ex machina who had directed his
days had been a dishonest employment agency that had sent him
on a wild-goose chase to Zurich sixteen years before. After that,
chance and hard necessty had ordained his dwelling places. And
perhaps chance and hard necessty knew what they were about.
At leadt, he was in Paris now even if the journey had taken a devil
of along time.

And Ezra Pound was in Paris, too. The fantastic American
poet, leader and smasher of movements, aways half a mile ahead
of the vanguard—any vanguard a all, hardest swearing aeshete
of them all, was a large bundle of unpredictable electricity. To
Joyce he seemed a miracle of ebulliency, gusto and help. He im-
mediately took the Irish writer in hand and proceeded to intro-
duce him to Paris and Peris to him. He presented Joyce with a suit
of clothes (the coat was too small) and Joyce encountered his first
acquaintances in Paris clad in these garments, a sort of sheep, sO
to ek, in wolfs clothing. Pound was kind, assduous, and one
never knew what he would do next. He took Joyce from sdon to
sdon, exhibited him with the pride of an expert showman, and
brought to his quarters such astonishingly unsuspected fish 2$
Lincoln Seffens. Through Pound the Dublincr encountered nearly
all the French writers of the moment, among them Reinach, Spire,
Soupault, Eluard and Aragon. Pound was a dynamo with a laugh
like the triumphant bray of a jackass and Joyce, who was of a
much more reserved temperament and tentatively feeling his way
in this lively new milieu, was as encouraged as he was bewildered
by the flamboyancy of the self-confident American. He suspected
that Pound had been disappointed in him at their first meeting and
consdered him pretty much of a hopdess bourgeois. Pound, of
course, was an aesthele, perhaps the most vehement aesthee in
Paris. His beard, his open collar, his earring, the lopsided table he
had made for himself, the coas he wore, his aggressve manner-
isms, all those things proclaimed to the world in the most militant
way that he was continuously either lashing or thumbing his nose
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at the Philigines. Joyce with his family pictures, his penchant for
old-fashioned furniture—sgquare tables for ingance, neckties and
ubdued clothing, courtly manners, general quietude, and sound
bourgeois resaurants was quite the reverse Still, the two men got
along together very well (though Pound was ever ready for an
argument) and Joyce has always been quite frank in acknowledg-
ing his indebtedness to Pound during thexe firs sesn? in Paris.

One of the firg things that Joyce noticed in this new Paris
was an extraordinary interes in Homer. It ssemed like a good
omen for Ulysses. (It is too bad that he didn't know that Ezra
Pound's father's firs name was Homer!) To Sanidaus he wrote
late in July: "Odyssy very much in the air here. Anatole France
iswriting Le Cyclope. G. Faure, the musician, an opera, Penelope.
Giraudoux has written Elpenor (Paddy Dignam). Guillaumc
Apoallinairc, Les Mamelles de Tircsias." As for Ulysses, it did not
march very fag during Joyoss first few weeks in Paris. There were
too many people to s and too many places to go. But by the time
he had sdtled in a flat at 5 Rue de I'Assomption in the Pasy
quarter (it had been loaned to him for a period of three months
by Ludmila Savitzsky, Madame Bloch), and this was some time
in July, he was again hard at work. To Sanidaus he wrote on
July twenty-fifth: "Madame Circe advances regally towards her
completion, after which | hope to join a tennis club."

He was in high spirits at this time for the world appeared to be
opening auspicioudy before him. He was being accorded a recogni-
tion such as he had never received before and he ssemead to be in
the very heart of the things that mattered. It had been a wise move,
to leave Trieste and all its pleasant memories behind. The in-
defatigable Pound had opened doors right and left for him and
the quick recognition of what he had to give kept them open.
Trandators had approached him. Madame Bloch was busy at a
French verson of A Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man.* Three
others were at work on the short sories in Dubliners,? and a Swiss
review was congdering the publication of some of them. Another
trandator had turned the play Exilesinto French, and Lugnt5-Poe

! Dedalus’ —Portrait de Vartiste jeune par lui-meme, Traduit par Ludmila Savitzsky.
It was published by La Srene in 1924.

2 Gens de Dublin, Traduit par Yva Fernandez, Helene du Pasquicr, et Jacques-Paul
Reynaud. Preface de Valery Larbaud. It was published by Plon in 1926.
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former director of the Theatre de POdfon and now of the Theatre
dc I'Buvrc, was serioudy considering a production of it. All of
this was like manna to Joyce and as he laboured mightily at the
great Circe phantasmagoria that was the transfiguration and min-
gling of all the multitudinous threads of Ulysses he experienced the
thrilling realization that he was achieving his proper place in
time.

He maintained his steady interest in Irish affairs (there had
never been a time throughout the long years when he had neglected
them) and he followed with ironic curiosity the political divaga-
tions of that passon-rocked island. Toward the end of August he
wrote to Stanidaus:

| endose cutting of Lord French's latet spesch—ddivered in Dub-
lin. He has Ieft Ireland, which, being an Irishman, he refusss to annihi-
late. Sr Horace Rumbold has been unanimoudy chosn as Firs Em-
peror of Ireland. Please hang the Union Jak out of the scullery win-
dow at the exact ingant when he asends his ancesra throne of ala-
baster. If a man named Buckley! calls, asking to se His Majesty, he is
on no account to be admitted.
By Order
James
(Heb.Vat. Terg. Ex. Lut. Hosp. Liu. Angl. Pon. M ax.).

Recollection of Sir Horace Rumbold, who had done so badly
by him in Zurich during the war years, aroused him to a new
version of an old sguib and a day or two later he forwarded to
Stanidaus " The Right Heart in the Wrong Place."

Of spinach and gammon

Bull's full to the crupper,
White lice and black famine
Arethe Mayor of Cork's supper;
But the pride of old Ireland
Must be damnably humbled

If a Joyce is found cleaning
The boats of a Rumbold.

August was an extremely important month for Joyce. In the
first place, Miss Harriet Weaver made another generous gift of
The name Aickley referi to the grotesque sory "How Buckley Shot the Russan

General," soond of the three dories (or four if the summaries are counted) which occur
in various forms through Finnegans Wake. See page 338 et seq. in Joyoss work.
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money (her second) to the writer and this easad measurably the
difficulties of living in what was then one of the highest-priced
cties in the world. To enlarge again upon this generodty would
be redundant, but, at the risk of repetition, it should be emphasized
that without Miss Weaver's extraordinary and unexpected largess
the path of Joyce through the pos-war world would have ben
one of gark despair and ignoble grind without much chance for
creative writing. The summe was lightened, too, by the sodal
aedt of things. Although Joyce went not at all into what is called
ady with a capital S he did mest many people. T. S. Eliot and
his wife and Wyndham Lewis kept moving between London,
Paris and the country, and dinners and lunches became a pleasant
habit. Old friends appeared on the e from the Zurich days
Frank Budgen, for ingance, and Mr. and Mrs. Claud W. Sykes
An American officer, the late William Aspenwall Bradley, an en-
thusagic admirer of Joyos presnted him with an army overcoat.
John Quinn, in America, was developing an intensve interest in
the Irish writer and testifying to it by gifts of money and advice.
This was pleasng enough but there was a fly in the ointment
that began to irritate Joyoe Who was to be the publisher of
Ulysses?

It was a quegtion that could not, as yet, be definitely answvered.
Late in August Joyce informed Stanidaus "Hucbsch is crying off
'‘Ulyses' Miss Weaver writes nobody will permit it. So it will be
published, it ssams in Paris and bear Mr. John Rodker's imprint
as English printer." There was one obvious reason that militated
againg the publication of Ulysses by the average commercial pub-
lisher and that was its unabashed frankness of language. Then, too,
certain natural functions heretofore carefully ignored by novdids
were dexribed by the author in terms that were neither oblique
nor velled. Now it is only the exceptional publisher who is cou-
rageous (or, as the publisher himsdf might say, mad) enough to
risk conflict with official authorities for the sske of art. That was
not busnes It is s much more easy to compromise, to Uppres
a dice here or there to fall back on innocuous euphemisms, to
cadrate, asit were, 0 that the Moral English Printer, the snuffling
censrs the pulpit pounders, the governmental watchdogs and
the smug Philigines might not be shocked. In that way it was only
the condence of the author that suffered, and who in the devil
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cared about the conscience of the author? Certainly not the pub-
lisher. Joyce knew all this for he had undergone humiliating
experiences in the past (as we have seen) and he had no illu-
gons about the difficulties attending the publication of his new
work. At the same time, he knew that the book would be st
before the public (or a portion of the public) in some way. The
spirit of the times (however sluggish it might ssem to be) was
with him and the old order of things would have to give way
before it. In America, for the moment, the old order appeared
to be strongly entrenched. Already three issues of the Little Re-
view had been saized by officials of the United Sates Pogt Office
because of alleged obscenity.’ Naturally enough, B. W. Huebsch,
who had published all of Joyces previous books in America,
was viewing the prospect and conseguences of the publication
of an unexpurgated Ulysses with some uneasiness. It was this prob-
lem of a publisher, then, that began to occupy Joyces mind in-
creasingly as the summer of 1920 paled into the autumn and the
huge manuscript marched steadily towards its conclusion.

His tenancy of Ludmila Savitzsky'sflat in the Rue de I'Assomp-
tion coming to a close, Joyce removed to 5, Boulevard Raspall
where he lived until the French writer, Valcry Larbaud, offered
him his quarters at 71, Rue Cardinal Lemoine. Larbaud, then at
the peak of hisfame and wielding considerable authority in French
literary circles, proved to be an earnest and powerful pleader for
Joyce and it may be affirmed that it was mainly due to his efforts
that the Irish writer became widely known among French writers
and critics.? It was Larbaud who, riding one day around the Arc
de Triomphe with Joyce, p inted to the Eternal Flame and asked,
"How long do you think that will burn?" Joyce replied dryly,
"Until the Unknown Soldier gets up in disgust and blows it out.”
Once settled in the Larbaud flat Joyces labours on Ulysses were
complicated by a recurrence of his eye troubles. The constant at-
tacks of iritis culminated in one so painful that he rolled on the
floor in extreme agony. Dr. Louis Borsch was called in and treated
the unhappy victim. The attack passed away but the effects of it

! These were the isuues for January and June 1919 and January 1920.
2 Other good and willing friends to Joyoe at this time were Leon-Paul Fargue, the
French poet and prose-writer, and George Anthcil, the American composer, then resdent

in Paris Anthcil was to make an opera out of Ulysses but composad only the few pages
thai were published as a supplement to the now-defunct magazine. This Quarter.
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and the fears of what might follow were perceptible from this time
on in Joyods changed demeanour. Indeed, for the next ten years
(during which he underwent nine operations) his life was literally
darkened by his eye troubles and the conssquent fear of complete
blindness. It was a terrible predicament for a writer (especially
one who bassd so much of his work on careful observation and
extraordinary documentation) and one should bear this,in mind
when those years arc conddered. Joyods life, it will be observed,
was a congant struggle againg horrific odds, preudices, mob smug-
ness poverty and physcal disability.
In October arrived the disturbing news of ancther sazure
of the Little Review by the authorities in New York. This time it
was more sious for the ssizure was ingigated and made by
John S. Sumner, New York agent for the Sodety for the Suppres
gon of Vice and court proceedings were ingtituted. The defendants,
Miss Margaret C. Anderson and Miss Jane Heap, editors of the
Little Review who had been subdituted for Mrs. Josgphine Bell
Arcns, proprietor of the bookshop from which issues of the July-
August 1920 number of the magazine had been purchassd by
John S. Sumner, were charged with the publication of a periodical
alleged to represent and to be destriptive of certain soenes of lewd-
ness and obscenity. The pages enumerated in the affidavit contained
portions of the chapter in Ulysses commonly called " Nauskaa'
and a portion of an article by Sherwood Anderson entitled "A
New Tesament." John Quinn immediately took up the defence
for Miss Anderson and Miss Heap.
It may be of some interest to presarve for the laughing eyes
of poderity the complaint of the pureminded Mr. Sumner.
Firg Divison,
City Magdrates Court,
Saoond Didrict.

CITY AND COUNTY)

OF NEW YORK

JOHN S SUMNER, Agent of the New York Soddy for the Sup-
pression of Vice of No. 215 Wes 22nd Stredt, aged 44 years oocupation
sreary, beng duly sworn, deposes and sys that on the 17th day of
September 1920 and prior thereto at the City of New York in we County
of New York, at No. 27 Wes 8h Sred, Margaret C. Anderson and
lane Heao did unlawfully utter, publish, manufacture and prepare and
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assd in uttering, publishing, manufacturing and preparing a certain ob-
Lene lewd, lascivious, filthy, indecent and disgusting magazine, which
said magazine is hereto entitled by the words following, to wit: "The
Little Review" July-August 1920, which said magazine represents and is
descriptive of scenes of lewdness and of obscenity, and particularly upon
pages 42, 43, 44, 45, 46, 47, 48, 50, 51, 53, 55, 57, 59, 60, and which maga
zine is so obscene, lewd, lascivious, filthy, indecent and disgusting, that
a minute'description of the same would be offensive to the Court and
improper to be placed upon the record thereof, wherefore a fuller de-
scription of the same is not sat forth in this complaint, all in violation
of Section 1141 of the Penal Law of the State of New Y ork.

Deponent further aleges that on or about September 29th, 1920, he
called at 27 West 8th Street, Manhattan Borough, New York City, and
there received certain copies of said magazine from Josephine Bell Arens
who stated that said magazine was prepared and published by Margaret
C. Anderson and another in the upper part of sad premises, and that
on October 4, 1920, deponent had a conversation with said Margaret C.
Anderson and Jane Heap, who stated to deponent that they were the
publishers of and had prepared said Magazine and that they gloried
init.

(Signed) JOHN S. SUMNER.
Sworn to before me this
214 day of October, 1920.
(Signed) J. E. Corrigan,
Cijty Magistrate.

Any comment on the tactics of Mr. Sumner and his society arc
needless here for both now seem to be impertinent and foul-minded
curses of the past. The late Mr. John Quinn, primarily because of
his interest and respect for Joyce (he had long before ceased to
have any interest in the Uttle Review), attempted a campaign of
postponements of the trial of the case, the reason being that Ulysses
might be published, perhaps in a privately-printed subscribers
edition, in the interim and so bring in to the author a respectable
royalty. Quinn failed. The case was et for February 14, 1921, and
it was lost. Miss Anderson and Miss Heap, as publishers, were
fined a hundred dollars and their fingerprints were taken. Thus
the official stamp of obscenity, lewdness, lasciviousness, filthincss,
indecency and disgust was placed upon Ulysses in the United States
of America. Poor Leopold Bloom! Poor Gerty MacDowell!

T



276 James Joyce

The immediate result of this case was of aggravating impor-
tance to Joyce. The following three letters tell the story as clearly
as any summary.

March 24, 1921
M. John Quinn,
31 Nassau Strest,
New York City. '

DEAR MR. QUINN,

Following our telephone conversation on the subject of the publica-
tion of James Joyces "Ulyssss" | have to say that the recent criminal pro-
cedings againg The Little Review, of which the editors were found
guilty on a charge arising out of the publication of a chapter of " Ulysses"
makes the publication of a volume containing that chapter a perilous
thing, in my opinion as a layman.

My past course with regard to Joyods works is suffident to prove
my genuine interes and my desire to bring his work before the Ameri-
can public. | still wish to continue to publish him, but as matters sand
at present | gtrongly recommend that Joyce make such alterations in the
condemned chapter aswill make it conform to the law.

| request that you presnt this suggegtion to Mr. Joyce unless you
are empowered to decline it without consulting him, and that | be ap-
prized of his reply before proceeding with the negotiations relating to
the publication of "Ulysss"

Very truly your,, B. W. HUEBSCH.

March 25, 1921.
Mr.B.W. Hucbsch,
116 West 13" Street,
New York City.

DEAR MR. HUEBSCH,

1 received your letter of March 24th this morning. When | get time
to write to Mr. Joyce, which may be in the next month or dx weeks, |
will send him a copy of your letter to me.

You recommend that he make "such alterations in the condemned
chapter as will make it conform to the law," and you request that | pre-
sent that suggegtion to him, unless | am "empowered to decline it with-
out consulting him." While | am not "empowered" to ether accept or
decline any suggestion regarding Mr. Joyods publications, | am as cer-
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tain as | can be of anything that Mr. Joyce would, had the suggestion
been made direct to him, rgect it unqualifiedly.

| do nat know quite what you mean by the las dause of the third
paragraph of your letter about your being apprized of his reply "before
proceeding with the negatiations relating to the publication of 'Ulysses'™
As | told you, Joyce had practically put the matter of the contract for
the American edition in my hands and we had talked about royalties
and s0 forth. Perhaps you meant "beore proceeding with me in the
negotiations” You may asume that Mr. Joyce would regect uncondi-
tionally and unqualifiedly your recommendation that he make the alter-
ations referred to, and | take it that | am to asume in writing to him that
you do not desre to publish the book in the form as written. Over and
over .again Mr. Joyce has written to me that it must be published as
written, even with the parts that were cut out of The Little Review
resored and with some other parts written in. It would therefore be a
wade of ink or of typewriter's time to pass your suggestion on to him.

That being his determination, expresed in advance and repested
many times, | take it that you do not care to consder further the publi-
cation of "Ulysses" Will you please confirm this in writing to me so that
| may act accordingly?

Yoursvery truly,

JOHN QUINN.
April 5, 1921
Mr. John Quinn,
31 Nassau Stredt,
New York City.

DEAR MR. QUINN,

In accordance with your teephone reques | snd you this note to
confirm my attitude toward Joycds "Ulysss"

A New York court having held that the publication of a part of
this in The Little Review was a violation of the law, | am unwilling
to publish the book unless some changes are made in the manuscript as
submitted to me by Miss H. C. Weaver who represents Joyce in London.

In view of your statement that Joyce dedines absolutely to make any
aterations, | mug decline to publish it. | repeat, however, that if you or
Joyce or both, concude that a change of some kind in the manuscript
is dedrable, | fed that | am entitled to the first offer of the American
rights under those crcumstances.

At your req et | send herewith the manuscript of the book exactly
in the shape as it was ddivered to me by Miss Weaver in London. My
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understanding with her was that | should return the book to her if | do
not publish it, so grictly speaking, | am violating that understanding by
sending it to you. Under the drcumstances, | would thank you to send
me an acknowledgement which will entirely absolve me, so that | may
= mysdf draight with Miss Weaver.

Very 'truly yours,
B. W. HUEBSCH.

And so ended the possbility (although Mr. Quinn had some
ineffectual dealings with the firm of Boni and Liveright) of the
publication of Ulysses in the United States. That country, except
for bootlegged copies, would have to wait thirteen years for it.

Joyce, as may very well be imagined, was disappointed and
hurt. He was labouring mightily during this winter and early
spring of 1921 at the book and the difficulties of writing under
svere eyestrain were intensified by the dubiousness of a proper
publication. He had moved back to 9, Rue de |'Universite, where
he worked in a bedroom where three dept without a desk and
without books. It was an arduous business and even new friends
failed to lighten it very much. Sometimes, however, these friends
gave him ideas which he incorporated into Ulysses. For instance,
he called at the Chatillon country home of Mr. and Mrs. Richard
Wallace and found Mrs. Wallace sitting in the garden with a
young painter. The conversation was long-winded and dull and as
Joyce drowsily listened he heard his hogess continually repeating
the word "yes" She must have said it a hundred and fifty times
and in every possble nuance of voice. And suddenly Joyce realized
that he had found the motif word for the end of Ulysses. In the
final section, that great deepy soliloquy of Marion Bloom,' there
arc four key words that serve, so to speak, as foci about which
circle the thoughts of the reclining woman, "he" "bottom,"
"woman," and, the lag (an affirmation of life), "yes"? Joyce by

! There were two modds for this great character of Molly Bloom, one a Dubliner and
the other an Italian. The war-time correpondence of the Italian passd through Joyogs
hands during the period he lived in Zurich. There was nothing poalitical in thee letters,
whose grammar Joyce corrected, but the Audrian censrs mugt have had more than one
ﬁé]zi”ar:]gla?;mmt while reading them. That, however, did not perturb the full-blooded

2 Regarding the lag word of Ulysses s a similar allusion in and article on Finnegons
Wake in the Revue de Peru, September 1 issug, 1939.
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the way, was inspired to his technique in this section by the view-
ing of an astronomical film depicting the starry circling heavens
at night.

To continue with the friends, there were the painter, Myron
Nutting, and thejournalist, William Bird. Between these and others,
Joyce managed to find many pleasant evenings when the con-
dition of his eyes permitted. There were plays and operas to se
and dinners in favourite restaurants. There were evenings when he
read portions of the new book to interested and absorbed listeners
and there were evenings when he sang to his guests old Irish songs,
"The Brown and the Yellow Ale," for instance, and the new parody
of "Molly Brannigan," which he had written in honour of his own
Molly Bloom.

Man dear, did you never hear of buxom Molly Bloom at all,
As plump an Irish beauty, sr, as Annie Levy Blumenthal,
If she st in the viceregal box Tim Healy'd have no room at all,
But curl up in a corner at a glance from her eye.
The talc of her ups and downs would aisy fill a handybook
That would cover the whole world across from Gib right on to Sandy
Hook,
But now that tale istold, ahone, 1've log my daring dandy look
Snce Molly Bloom has gone and left me here for to die.

Man dear, | remember when my roving time was troubling mc

We picnicked fine in storm or shine in France and Spain and Hungary,

And she said 1'd be her firg and lag while the wine | poured went bub-

bling free.

Now every male she meas with has a finger in her pie.

Man dear, | remember how with all the heart and brain of mc

| arrayed her for the bridal, but, oh, she proved the banc of me,

With more puppies sniffing round her than the wooers of Penelope
Shes left me on her doorgep like a dog for to die.

My left eye is wake and his neighbour full of water, man,
| cannot s= the lass | limned for Irdland's gamest daughter, man,
When | hear her lovers tumbling in their thousands for to court her,
man,
If | were we I'd not be sen 1'd st down and cry.
May you live, may you love like this gaily spinning earth of ours
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And eva’y morn a galous sun awake you to fresh wealth of gold,
But if | ding like a child to the douds that are your petticoats
O Mally, handsome Molly, sure you won't let me die?*

Friends of this period affirm that the man Joyce was the mog
agonishing mixture of courtly sriounes and fantastic humour
that they had ever encountered. His wit was often dry and ironic
and unexpected. From a contemplative slence he would ;suddenly
plunge forward with a quick ripogte and then jus as abruptly re-
treat into his slence again. He observed as well as he could obsarve
with his failing eyesght and he was often content to jugt st and
lisen without speaking a word at all. Sometimes there were ample
reasons for this slence. As he once told his brother he could never
talk to a vacuum and more than one vacuum forced his unwelcome
attentions on the Dublincr. It was the late Theodore Roosevdt who
once remarked that every new movement had a lunatic fringe and
Joyce who was rapidly assuming the bulk and importance of a
movement in himsdf, was no exception to this satement. About
him was gathering a lunatic fringe of half-baked young men and
women (although he rarely ssaw them) who were more attracted
by the superficial apeds of his cdean and iconodagic break with
tradition than by the profoundcr reasons for it. They were like
the paragtes and imitators that the late W. B. Yeats once inveighed
againg in a little poem; those fools who took his many-coloured
cloak and wore it in the world's eye and forced the poet to the
decison that it was better to walk naked. Joyce however, had
nothing to do with this lunatic fringe. He was bland and polite

. and slent. With dosx friends he let himsdf go and one of

! Joyoe once described to me the dream that led up to the writing of this parody. He
saw Molly Bloom on a hillock under a sy full of moonlit couds rushing overhead. She
had jugt picked up from the grass a child's black coffin and flung it after the figure of a
man paging down a dde road by the fidd she was in. It gruck his shoulders, and she
sid, "I've done with you*' The man was Bloom sen from behind. There was a shout
of laughter from some American journaligs in the road opposte, led by Ezra Pound.
Joyce was very indignant and vaulted over a gate into the field and srode up to her and
ddivered the one gexh of his life. It was very long, doquent and full of pasion, ex-
plaining all the lag episode of Ulysses to her. She wore a black opera cloak, or sortie de
bal, had become dightly grey and looked like is Duse. She smiled when Joyoe ended on
an agsronomical climax, and then, bending, packed up a tiny snuffbox, in the form of a
little black coffin, and tossed it towards him, saying, "And | have done with you, too,
Mr. Joyce" Joyce had a snuffbox like the one she tossed to him when he was at Clongowes

Wood College. It was given to him by his godfather, Philip McCann, together with a
larger one to fill it from.
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them has a memory of Joyce in a voluminous cloak skimming
like a bat out of hell in a fantagic dance over one of the ancient
bridges that crossed the Sane while the midnight sars shone down
on Paris.

Curioudy enough, even at such infectious moments when his
nervous vitality was given full play there remained an uncrossable
digance between Joyce and his dosest friends. He ill beonged
completdy to himsdf and, though he might be friendliness and
affectionate concern personified, no one in contact with him (his
family, perhaps, excepted) remained unaware of this myserious
digance, this remoteness, s0 to gpeak, that o0 subtly cut Joyce apart
from those around him. He continued to walk alone in that par-
ticular world he had created for himsdf as far back at 1904. To
walk with him one would have to be a part of that world and
that, of course, was impossble. He was capable of friendship as
many knew and quite willing to go far out of his way and some-
times at great expense to his quietude of mind to tedify to that
friendship but he was incapable of ever losng himsdf in the emo-
tional entanglements and compromises of human rdationships.
In spite of this aloofness of sAf, this congenital refusal to surrender,
he rarely failed to attract admiring and assduous friends to him-
&f, men of understanding who were sliatous about the diffi-
culties that besst his path and eager to aid him in any way that
they could. There were those who would read for him when he
could no longer follow the letters on closdy-printed pages those
who would a3 him in his correpondence and the compilation
of his notes and those who would type for him when his manu-
ripts were ready.

As 1921 moved along Joyce was concerned more and more
with the vital quegtion of who was to publish Ulysses. He was
nearing the end of the book now and that important matter had
yet to be settled. Miss Weaver had informed him that there was
absolutdy no chance at all of publication in England. The Moral
British Printer was adamantine in his sdf-righteous attitude of
horror. The Little Review cass as we have ssn, had permanently
dedroyed all chances in America. There remained, then, Paris.
John Rodker, who had sucocssded Ezra Pound as the foreign editor
of the Little Review, was willing to put his name on the book for
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England as publisher for the Egoist but not having a private print-
ing press in his pocket and discovering, as Miss Weaver had dis-
covered, that no English printer would dare st up the plates there
was nothing that he could do at the moment.

Quite suddenly, however, the problem was solved.

At the home of Andre Spire, the French writer, Joyce (through
Ezra Pound) had encountered a very businessike young American
woman who was conducting a bookshop for* English readers in
Paris. She was Miss Sylvia Beach, formerly of Princeton, New
Jersey, but now of the Rue de I'Odlon, Paris, and her bookshop,
two small rooms on the same sireet, was called Shekespeare and
Company. It was an unusual bookshop in that it carried only good
books and periodicals or, at least, books and periodicals with good
intentions. It was dso a lending library. Miss Beach, modernistic
in tage and animated by a lively scorn for the standardized fiction
of the time and the smugly-safe predilections of the Philistines, saw
to it that the chaff of letters did not litter her little shop; but any-
thing that was modern (even frankly experimental) in tendency or
that had established itself with some degree of finality as literature
was welcome. The result was a bookshop that attracted most of
the more serious younger writers of the day who happened to be
in Paris. In a way, Shakespeare and Company was rapidly assum-
ing the datus of a clearinghouse and clubroom for the youthful
leaders and followers of the so-caled radical movements in post-
war American and English letters. There might be found at various
times Ezra Pound, John Rodkcr, T. S. Eliot, Wyndham Lewis,
Robert McAlmon, Mina Loy, Gertrude Stein, Ernest Hemingway,
and others even more fantastic in their conceptions of what the
New Literature should be.

Across the road from Shekespeare and Company was the
French bookshop of Miss Beach's friend, Mademoiselle Adricnne
Monnicr, La Maison des Amis des Livrcs. This shop corresponded
to Shekespeare and Company in its indstence on what was new,
experimental and unconventional in French books and periodicals.
Naturally it drew to its rooms a buzzing congregation or the more
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unfettered Gallic writers. Thus the short block from the Place dc
I'Odeon, with its memories of Camillc Dcsmoulins and the great
higorical catadyams of France, to the Carrefour de I'Odfon, where
twenty years before a penniless Joyce had argued mightily in a
snall cafe with Canudo, Villona, Routh and the dephantine
Daubler, was, to all intents and purposss a sort of assembling place,
a ssoond home, for all that was young and bold and iconodadtic in
Paris among English, American and French writers. It was, in a
way, the dreet of the eaglets although many who were aready
eages Paul Valfry, for example, might be s often enough
treading its pavements towar ds one of the two unusual and provoca-
tive bookshops

Joyce then, encountered Miss Sylvia Beach and the rdationship
that was soon edablished thereafter between them was of great
importance and aid to the Irish writer. In short, it was that of
publisher and author. Miss Beach had learned of the difficulties
attending the publication of Ulysses, how, for ingance the pub-
lishers in two great countries were crying off in fear and congerna-
tion from the manuscript as though it were a time bomb about to
explode (which it was in a way), and the daring idea occurred
to her that she might publish it hersdf under the aggys of Shake
geare and Company. To think with her was to act, for she was
and is an extremdy vital personality with great courage and defi-
nite convictions, and therefore she broached the subjet to Joyce
He, at the end of his rope so far as negatiations with the large
edablished firms of London and New York were concerned, recog-
nized in Miss Beach's offer an immediate solution of his problem
and he was glad to acquiesce and place in her capable hands the
huge manuscript.

It was necessary, firgt of all, for Miss Beach to find under-
ganding and meticulous printers, for the book with its thousand
and one tricks with the English language, with punctuation and
with sntence dructure would be a formidable tak for even the
mog erudite of English printers. She found them in the firm of
Maurice Darantiere. Joyce haswritten: " These were very scrupulous
and underganding French printers in Dijon, the capital of the
French printing press" And, indeed, they had to be scrupulous and
underganding They had, perhaps to follow the mog difficult
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sript they had ever encountered in the course of ther lives a
soript that beddes being written in a foreign tongue was ao a
definite enlargement of that tongue in that it pushed forward the
possbilities of the English language and the subtle encircling of
thought by a new and daring ue and arrangement of English
words and grammar. As one reconsgders the difficulties s before
thexe French printers the thought ooccurs that perhaps it was of
me advantage to them that they were working on 'a foreign
language. They, at least, were not bound by the cusomary assump-
tions of what the language should be. They could follow, like pre-
de ingruments, the words of the manuscript without deviating
from the made dhedt before them and assuming, as 0 many
printers asume, that what they ssw were errors of the coypig that
mug be corrected by their own omniscient sdves They lacked, aso,
that habitude of thinking that made sentences fall into the accus
tomed order. This ignorance, then, of what they were setting up
in type was of a distinct advantage to Joyce They might not know
what they were putting into print but, at the same time, ther
unconscious pregudices were not urging them towards a congant
and irritating correction (as an English printer might think) of
the script before them.

Yet the difficulties for these ambitious printers in Dijon were
enormous. It was not alone the complexities of the script that chal-
lenged them; it was a0 the congant corrections and additions of
the author. Joyce, when receiving a batch of proofs, did more than
correct them and insg that they follow perfectly the manuscript
from which they had worked. He added; he rewrote; he.enlarged;
he developed. A galley proof to him was o0 to spesak, a challenge
and his congant ssarch for the complete development and realiza-
tion of what he desred to express meant enormous and painstaking
polishing of the text. The predse and amazingly complicated inter-
relationships of the multitudinous themes had to be perfectly
planted and developed and this necessty, as Joyoe saw it when
the galleys were dretched out before him, meant fastidious and
(to the printers, at least) seemingly endless revisons More than
half a dozen complete proofs of Ulysses were pulled during the
latter half of 1921 and on every one of them were corrections,
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changes and additions. Joyce knew what he wanted to do and he
meant to have it as perfect as possble

It must be remembered that during this period of the printing
of Ulysses Joycds eyes were troubling him grcady and the tak of
proofreading was laborious. He was aided by various friends but
thee friends could do nothing (except at ssoond hand) about the
revisons and additions. Joyce had to do these himsdf. He was for-
tunate in both his publisher and his printers. Miss Beach was of
congdant and great assdance and her wise conviction of the vas
importance of the book she was bringing to life and her increasng
admiration and affection for the author of it fortified her deter-
mination to se her difficult tak through with the utmogst degree
of suooes that was possble The printers, too, were tirdess in ther
endeavours, revisng without complaint and doing all that they
could from a typographical point of view to send Ulysses into the
world in a guise that might be worthy of the content.

In the meantime, as the winter of 1921 dosed in and the cold
winds fled aoross the Sane and before the dosed terraces of the
cafes the little braziers of charcoal were s up, Joycegs many friends
and acquaintances were doing their share too. It is difficult, now,
to recall the excitement (in alimited circle, to be sure) with which
the complete Ulysses was awaited during that gentle winter; but
one may remember the conversation and the speculation, the an-
nouncements and the impatience, the rumours and the expectation
that attended the imminent birth of the book. Those who had read
a portion of the work (from the beginning to a first ingalment of
the fourteenth section—with some deletions) in the Little Review
or heard the author himsdf read it aloud had some idea of what
was coming but the rex of the world had only a vague idea-
sharpened, perhaps, by spreading comment—of what the book
would be.

Joyog himsdf, as may very well be imagined, was working
furioudy. He was doing something that he had not done in the
cae of his previous books actually composng, for his voluminous
addition were no less than that, while his manuscript went through
the press and came out in the form of galleys and page proofs. At
the same time, he was indulging in some degree of sodd life, s
ing his friends dining (he had now added a number of retaurants
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to his favourite list), hearing his beoved operas (for his love of
musgc was a love that would not be denied), and following, as
bet he could, what was happening in the various art worlds of
Paris. 1921 melted into 1922 and his fortieth birthday approached.
At the same time, the laborious task of proofreading reached an
end and he was ready, at lag, to St back and wait for the printed
book.

He mug have felt empty at that moment. He mus have had
the feding that a great and moving period in his life had reached
its concluson. After all, he had garted Ulysses before the beginning
of the World War. He had worked on it in Trieste when Trieste
was Austro-Hungarian; he had worked on it in Zurich throughout
the mog troublous and tragic days that the world had ever seen;
he had worked on it again in Triete when Trieste was Italian;
and he had worked on it for more than a year in that post-war
Paris that was so bubbling with life and ambitious ventures in
letters. It was a long period—seven years—and it ssamed even
longer because of the hectic era that had been packed into those
years Well, now it was finished and he could st back and dretch
his legs a bit and regard the world at his lesure. But could he?
For the moment, perhaps he did not wonder about it but if he
had questioned the subconsdious daemon that was always with him
he might have heard another gory. It would have told him that
he had merely completed one huge venture only to prepare himsdf
for another.

On February 2, 1922, that day on which he had been born in
Rathgar and which he aways cdebrated by a specia dinner in
the intimacy of his family and a few friends, he was able to dis
play the first printed copy of Ulysses. It was ready for the public
at lag. Miss Beach had published an edition of a thousand copies
all numbered. Numbers 1 to 100 were on Dutch handmade paper
and ggned by the author; numbers 101 to 250 were on vorge
d'Archcs paper, unsigned; and numbers 251 to 1,000 were on hand-
made paper, o unggned. It was a fat heavy book in blue covers
with a plain matter-of-fact Ulysses printed aoross the front in white,*
the sort of book, in fact, that enticed one into it for it gave promise
of much meat. There arc books like that just as there are books

! Blue and white are the national colours of Greece, land of Ulysses
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that ingtantly repe the reader. One commentator (the bibliophile,
R. F. Roberts, a speciaig in books) later remarked that it ssemed
to him "one of the mog appropriate first editions of a book ever
published.” All this is to the credit and tage of Miss Beach and
the firm of Maurice Darantifre.

As Joyce held it in his hand on that February evening in 1922
it is quite possible that he wondered what its fortunes would be in
the years to come It requires a stion in itsdf to follow those
fortunes.



Ten

ERE, then, isthe biography of a book.
H It does not pretend to be an exhaudive biography

crammed with facts figures and anecdates but rather a run-
ning survey with brief pauses at what may be called climactic mo-
ments in the agonishing odyssy of a volume that triumphantly
aurvived the rdentless attempts of two great countries to suppres it.
It won out eventually because it was more durable, being a manifest
dassc, than the Philistinian wrath that sought to sweep it into obliv-
ion. But for many years its Sruggle to penetrate the English-reading
countries was degperate and, at times, apparently hedpless Laws,
preudices, censors Holy Church and all the Mrs. Grundys (in petti-
coats or trousers) of Great Britain and the United Sates merged
into a solid wall to keep the blagphemous and dbscene monder of a
book from their pure and unpolluted shores They might jus as
well have attempted to sem the waters of Victoria Falls. Ulysses
was too astounding an achievement, too imperative a necessty in a
world of crumbling fiction, too momentous a plunging forward into
the unexplored possbilities of the written word and the enveloping
theme and the potent enlargement of structural technique ever to
be degroyed by the frantic ukases and persecutions of the hypocriti-
cal and biassd guardians of what they themsdves ordained should
be public morals.

Thefirg printing of Ulysses (that thousand copies already men-
tioned) was practically exhaused within a month of publication. On
March 20, 1922, Joyce wrote to his brother Sanidaus " Nobody of
my admirers in Trieste subscribed for 'Ulysest except Baron Ralli.
The firg English notice appeared lag week, and the day after 148
oopies were ordered. The edition, 750 copies at 150 francs, is out of
print snce Wednesday lag. There remain only fifty copies of the
de luxe and about eighty of the 250 franc, so the bowses had better
hurry up." Joycg at this time, was sanguine enough to tolieve that
there would be no particular difficulty about orivatey-printed Eng-
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lish and American editions to be sold by subscription. He was soon
to find out that this was not as simple as it seemed. The watchdogs
of Anglo-Saxon and American morals were awakening and begin-
ning to growl as the various reviews appeared in newspapers and
periodicals. It is interesting (and of some historical significance) to
recall how the book was received by the literary critics of the day.
Take Engjand first.

Mr . Sidey Huddleston fired the first gun (a very mild discharge
of blanks) in the Observer for Sunday, March fifth. He opened his
column and a fifth by stating:

No book has ever been more eagerly and curioudy awaited by the
drange little inner circle of book-lovers and litterateurs than James Joyces
"Ulysss" It isfolly to be afraid of uttering big words because big word*
arc abusad and have become almost empty of meaning in many mouths;
and with all my courage | will repeat what a few folk in somewhat
precious ctnacles have been saying—that Mr. James Joyce is a man of
genius. | bdieve the assrtion to be drictly judtified, though Mr. Joyce
mug remain, for spedal reasons caviare to the general. | confess that |
cannot s how the work upon which Mr. Joyce spent sven strenuous
years years of wrestling and of agony, can ever be given to the public.

Mr. Huddleston, it will be observed, was a kindly and well-
meaning doubting Thomas. His article sold some two hundred
copies and was especially useful at the time it was written. He ad-
mired the author tremendously and aspects of his work aroused
unqualified praise. "Hereis erudition transfigured by imagination/'
The critic understood the stream-of-consciousness method employed
by Joyce but it is to be suspected that the real meaning of Ulysses,
the theme itself, escaped him. He was appalled by the "gross ani-
mality" of the book. " There is one chapter devoted to the revery of
a woman, and her monologue intiricur is, | imagine—and am bound
in all honesty to say—the vilest, according to ordinary standards, in
all literature. And yet its very obscenity is somehow beautiful and
wrings the soul to pity. Isthat not high art?" Mr. Huddleston con-
cluded by suggesting that Joyce had "exaggerated the vulgarity and
magnified the madness of mankind and the mysterious materiality
of the universe."

Mr.K Middleton Murry, writing in the Nation and the Athe-
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naeum, declared, " The head that is strong enough to read TJlysses
will not be turned by it." And then he gave his own conception of
the book, writing:

Upon such a head, indeed, the influence of " Ulysss' may be whally
excdlent. For the driving impulse of this remarkable book is an immensg,
an unprecedented, liberation of suppressons Something utterly differ-
ent from the childish and futile coprophily of the " Young Girl's Diary"
and other Freudian confessons the liberation of the suppressons of an
adult man who has lived under the shadow of the Roman-Cathdlic
Church in a country where that Church is at its lees European, and is
merdy an immense ranforcement of Puritanism. And nat only is the -
fort a liberation much vade and more ggnificant than the correpond-
ing efforts with which modern literature begns to be srewn, but the
mind which undertakes it is indigputably the mind of an artist, abnor-
mally sngtive to the ssxre individuality of emations and things abnor-
mally sngtive a0 to spiritual beauty. A angular chapter of " The Brath-
as Karamazov' bears the title " Sdf-Lacerations” "Ulyses' is funda
mentally (though it is much besdes), an immenss a prodigous sf-
laceration, the tearing-away from himgdf, by a half-demented man of
genius of inhibitions and limitations which have grown to be fleh of his
flesh. And thae who reed it will prafit by the vicarious sarifice

This was acute, though in a narrow snsg and it revealed a
commentator who ssw beyond, far beyond, Mr. Sdey Huddleston.
And to make his opinion of the book quite definite (and that re-
quired courage in 1922) Mr. Murry, in conddering the fifteenth s
tion of Ulysses declared: " In this part of 'Uyses—d us sy it
plainly, in order that we may have our share of the contempt or the
glory a hundred years hence—a genius of the very highest order,
grictly comparable to Goethes or Dogoevsky's, is evident. This
transcendental buffoonery, this sudden uprush of the vis comica into
a world wherein the tragic incompatibility of the practical and the
inginctive is embodied, is a very great achievement. It is the vital
centre of M r. Joyces book, and the intengty of life which it contains
is auffident to animate the whole of it."

Mr. Arnold Bennett, writing in the Outlool”™ for April twenty-
ninth, was even more emphatic. He had his grictures to make and
he made them, but, srious as they were, it was his praise that most
readersremembered. Hewrote, in part:
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James Joyce is a very astonishing phenomenon in letters. He is some-
times dazzlingly original. If he docs not see life whole he sss it pierc-
ingly. His ingenuity is marvellous. He has wit. He has prodigious hu-
mour. He is afraid of naught. And had heaven in its wisdom thought
fit not to deprive him of that basc sagacity and the moral sdf-dominion
which alone enable an artist to assamble and control and fully utilize his
powers, he would have sood a chance of being one of the greatest nove-
igs that cycr lived. The best portions of the novel (unfortunately they
condtitute only a fraction of the whole) are superb. | sngle out the long
orgiastic sone, and the long ungpoken monologue of Mrs. Bloom which
doss the book. The former will easly bear comparison with Rabdais
at his fantastical finest; it leaves Petronius out of dght. It has plenary
ingpiration. It is the riches stuff, handled with a virtuosity to match the
quality of the material. The latter (forty difficult pages some twenty-five
thousand words without any punctuation at all) might in its utterly
convincing realism be an actual document, the magical record of inmost
thoughts thought by a woman that exised. Talk about understanding
"feminine psychology" ... | have never read anything to wrpass it, and
| doubt if | have ever read anything to equal it. My blame may have
sEmed extravagant, and my praise may sem extravagant, but that is
how | fed about James Joyce The book is not pornographic, but it is
more indecent, obscene, scatological, and licentious than the majority of
professedly pornographical books. . . . For mysdf | think that in the
main it is not justified by results obtained; but | mug plainly add, at
the risk of opprobrium, that in the finest passges it is in my opinion
judtified.

And Mr. Holbrook Jackson, the historian of the Yelow Nine-
ties airing his opinion in the June number of Today, dedared (after
petulantly exclaiming " 'Ulyses is like a country without roads'):
"With all its faults, it is the bigges event in the higory of the Eng-
lish novel dnce 'Jude™

Ulysses, then, was launched. It was a work to be discussed in
drawing rooms, gudios and public-house bars It was a focal point
for furious argument, srenuous oppostion and the wildest praise
Almost immediately imitators sprang up from nowhere and the
Joydan cult came into the open. The "lunatic fringe" began to
flutter in the eectrical air. Some of the attacks on the book passd
all bounds of coherence and critical calmness and, to balance the
picture bet tenpraise and recrimination, it may bejust to note some

u
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of thexe attacks. In England three good out, as representative of the
others, three from such gdrange paladins of British virtue as Mr.
Alfred Noycs, Mr. James Douglas and the Pink 'Un. Mr. Noyes,
hurling his papicr-mache thunderbolt in the Sunday Chronicle of
Manchegter, howled: " It is amply the foulet book that has ever
found its way into print." He went on to say: " The writing of the
book is bad smply as writing and much of it is abscure through
dhex disorder of the syntax. But—there is no foulness concevable
to the mind of man that has not been poured forth into its imbecile
pages" How different this was to the opinions of Mess's. Arnold
Bennett and J. Middleton Murry. Mr . Noyes was awar e of this and
unerringly placed himsdf where he beonged when he wrote indig-
nantly: " But what concerns us all and mogt urgently demands con-
dderation is the appalling fact that our Metropolitan criticism
should have been treating such works as those of M r. Joyce serioudy
as works of genius at the very moment when journal after journal
is helping to depreciate some of the noblest pages in our literary
higory. The battle that is being waged round the work of Tennyson,
for ingance, the asault that has been made upon all the great Vic-
torian writers are indications of a desructive spirit which may lead
us far along the road to barbarism. . . . The beg thing that could
happen to English literature,” he concuded, "isthat a large number
of our critics should be taken to a remote place in the country and
locked up alone for Sx monthswith a volume of Wordsworth."

Mr. James Douglas (in the Sunday Express for May twenty-
eighth) was equally amazed, shocked, discomfited and appalled.
He wrote:

| have read it, and | sy ddiberatdy that it is the mogt infamoudy
cbsome book in andent or modern literature. The dbsoenity of Rabdais
is innocent compared with its leprous and sabrous horrors All the
sre save's of vice are candlized in its flood of unimaginable thoughts,
images and pornographic words And its undean lunades are larded
with appalling and revalting blagphemies directed againg the Chrigian
reigion and againg the holy name of Chrig—blagohamies hitherto as
daed with the mod deyaded arges of Satanism and the Black
Mass

And here let me sy frankly that | have evidence which etablishes
the fat that the bodk is aready the Bible of bengs'who are exiles
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and outcads in this and in every civilized country. It is aso adopted
by the Freudians as the supreme glory of their dirty and degraded cult,
which masquerades in pseudo-sdentific raiment under the name of
" Psycho-Analyss"

And in conclusion Douglas, Douglas, tender and true, declared:

Thisisa libel on Ireland, for if Ireland were to acoept the paternity
of Joyce and his Dublin Joyceries which out-roses the rossrics of the
Parisan gews Ireland would indeed become one of the dying nations,
and degenerate into a latrine and a sawer. The England of Milton and
Wordsworth at leag dands firm in defence of decency, decorum, good
manner's and good morals.

The Pink Un (officially known as the Sporting Times) was just
as vehement. Aramis (whoever he was), writing in the isue for
April first, displayed his capabilities as a literary critic by announc-
ing:

James Joyce is a writer of talent, but in "Ulyses' he has ruled out
all the dementary decendes of life and dwells appreciativdly on things
that sniggering louts of schodboys guffaw about. In addition to this
stupid glorification of mere filth, the book suffers from being written
in the manner of a demented George Meredith. There are whole chapters
of it without any punctuation or other guide to what the writer is really
getting at. Two thirds of it is incoherent, and the passages that are
plainly written arc devoid of wit, displaying only a coarse salacrity [sic]
intended for humour.

The conclusion of the erudite Pink 'Un was, "The main con-
tents of the book are enough to make a Hottentot sick,” the idea
evidently being that the "salacrity" of certain passages would upsst
the somachs of our Black Brothers from South Africa.

It wasMr. J. Middleton Murry who had first broached thein-,
fluence of the Roman Catholic Church on Joyces attitude toward
the subtle problems of the heart and mind that he was promulgating
in Ulysses and it was Mr. Cecil Maitland, writing in the New Wit-
ness for August fourth, who presented another agpect of this theme.
He wrote:

There is an idea prevalent among English Catholic converts Roman
and Anglb, that the Cathalic life is one of dmple devoutness tempered
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by bee, cardls and jollity in public houses with perhgps an occasond
good fat sin to be expiaed by a thumping penance thrown in. These
devout souls will probably gasp increduloudy at being told that Aquinas
would probably be more at home with Freud than, for indance, Mr.
G. K. Chegterton. No one, however, who is acquainted with Catholic
education in Catholic countries could fail to recognize the source of
Mr. Joyces "Weltanschauung." He s the world as theologians showed
it to him. His humour is the doacd humour of the refectory; his con-
tempt is the priets denigration of the body, and his view of sx hes
the obscenity of a confessor's manual, reinforced by the profound per-
ception and consequent disgust of a greet imaginative writer.

If we condder Mr. Joyces work from this point of view, it be
oomes dear that while his sudy of humanity remains incomplete, the
Oefect is not due to any inherent lack of imagination on his part. Rather
it aises from the fact that to a Catholic who no longer beieves that
he has an immortal soul, fashioned in the image of God, a human being
becomes merdly a spedidly cunning animal. | suggest then that Mr.
Joyces failure is not his own, but that of the Catholic sysem, which
hes not had the strength to hold him to its transcendentdism, and from
whose errors he has not been ade to s himsaf free

This, of course, was not the Irish idea and in turning to Irish
comment on Ulysses we have another point of view atogether. A
gentleman writing under the pseudonym of "Domini Canis" in the
Dublin Review gave what ssemed to be the orthodox Roman Cath-
olic attitude toward the book. " ... A fearful travesty on persons,
happenings and intimate life of the most morbid and sickening de-
scription,” he declared, and goes on: "We are prepared to do justice
to the power and litheness of the style, when intelligible, to the occa:
siona beauty of a paragraph, and to the adventurous headlong ex-
periments in new literary form, but as a whole we regard it as the
soreed of one possessd. ... In this work the spiritually offensive
‘and the physically unclean arc united ... in its reading lies not
only the description but the commission of sin against the Holy
Ghost. Having tasted and rejected the devilish drench, we most ear-
nestly hope that this book be not only placed on the Index Expurga-
torius, but that its reading and communication be made a reserved
cae ... A great Jesuit-trained talent has gone over malignantly
and mockingly to the powers of evil . . ."

George W. Russdll—A.E—hoped that Ulysses mighit be "the
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Inferno with possibilities of a Purgatorio and a Paradiso yet to come,
to make it unquestionably the grestest fiction of the twentieth cen-
tury." John Eglinton, writingin an American periodical (the Dial),
was as ave as ever. " The book has been recaved with enthusasm
by those who provisonally determine literary fame in Ireland,” he
admitted, but, at the same time, he did not think it " very high dass"
"1 read on," he explained, "with an admiration chiefly of the heroic
perdgence of the author, of the number of things he knows, notices,
remembers, of the unfailing vitality and purity of his phrase, of his
uperb powers of mimicry and literary impersonation, of the half-
kindly and painstaking exactness which mitigates his crudty. . . .
| doubt whether this massve work is of good augury for Irish litera-
ture . . ." he concuded. " Mr. Joyods maderpiece is a violent in-
terruption of what is known as the Irish literary renascence”

This was acute. When we remember the long years that Joyoe
had st himsdf againg the parochial and romantic ageds of that
same Irish Literary Renascence we can easly se why Ulysses should
be congdered "a violent interruption” by a disciple of the move-
ment. Indeed, it was morethan an interruption; it was a death blow.
Valery Larbaud's emphatic satement, " With this book Ireland
makes a snsational re-entrance into high European literature” puts
the Stuation in a nutshell. How could Irish letters be the same after
Ulysses? They couldn't and a new breed of Irish writers, among
them Brindey MacNamara, Liam OTlaherty, Ssan O'Casy and
Samud Beckett, sorang up to prove it. Gone were the dainty days
of A.E.'s brood of godings

Mr. Shane Ledie, however, did nat think 0. Writing in the
Quarterly Review for October 1922, he goutly maintained:

From any Chridian point of view this bock mug be prodaimed
anathema, amply because it tries to pour ridicule on the mod soed*
themes and charade's in what has bean the rdigion of Europe for
nearly two thousand years And this is the book which ignorant French
aritics hail as the proof of Irdand's reentry into European literature
It contains the literary garms of that fel movement which pdlitically
hes detroyed the grester part of Savic Europe If it is a summons or
ingpiration to the Cdtic end of Europe to do likewise, it would be better
for Irdand to Snk unde the ses and join Atlantis, rather than alow
ha life lexeas to affed the leed recondliation with a badk which,
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owing to accidents of circumstance, probably only Dublincrs can really
understand in detail. Certainly, it takes a Dubliner to pick out the
familiar names and allusions of twenty years ago, though the references
to men who have become as important as Arthur Griffith assume a more
universal hearing. And we are sorry to sy that it would take a theologian,
even Jesuit, to understand all the theological references. At the same
time, nobody in his snses would hold Clongowes School responsible for
this portent. It was its ill fortune to breed without being able to
harness a striking literary genius, who has since yoked himself to the
deads of Comedy and Blasphemy and taken headlong flight, shall we
sy like the Gadarene swine, into a choking sea of impropriety. If George
Moore is right in saying that "blasphemy is the literature of Catholic
countries," thisis verily literature.

And Mrs. Mary M. Colum, writing in the Freeman (an Amcr -
fcitt weekly) for July nineteenth, expressed another fear of what
the influence di Ulysses might do to creative literature. With sharp
intelligence she dismissed the accusations of obscenity, declaring,
"But it is doubtful that obscenity in literature ever really corrupted
anybody." She expressed her fear when she wrote:

The alarming thing about "Ulysses' is very different; it is that it
shows the amazing inroads that science is making on literature. Mr.
Joyce's book is of as much interest as stience as it is as literature; in
some parts it is of purely scientific and non-artistic interest. It seems
to me a rea and not a fantastic fear that science will oust literature
altogether as a part of human expression; and from that point of view
"Ulysses' is a dangerous indication. From that point of view, also, |
do not consider it as important to literature as "Portrait of the Artist."
After "Ulysses' | cannot s how anyone can go on calling books written
in the subconscious method, novels. It is as plain as day that a new
literary form has appeared, from which the accepted form of the novel
thas nothing to fear; the novel is as distinct from this form as in his
day Samuel Richardson's invention was from the drama.

Perhaps the completcst understatement concerning Ulysses from
an Irish source was that of the Irish Independent, "Ulysses has come
in for some severe criticisms."

Opinion in the United States may be illustrated through the
reviews of three men, Mr. Edmund Wilson, Mr. Gilbert Seldcs and
Dr. Joseph Collins.
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Mr. Wilson, writing in the New Republic for July fifth, had
plenty of fault to find with the book but never from a moralistic
point of view. For one thing he found it too long and dull. "It is
almost as if in distending the story to ten times its natural size he
had finally managed to burst it and leave it partially deflated." The
parallels with Homer displeased the critic, too. " ... | cannot but
feel that Mr. Joyce made a mistake to have the whole plan of his
story depend on the structure of the Odyssey rather than on the nat-
ural demands of the situation." And Mr. Wilson bogged, also, at
what he called the "derilities and practical jokes' played on the
English language and the styles of bygone writers. However, having
disposed of his complaints, the reviewer had signal praise to give.
He wrote:

Yet, for all its appalling longueurs, Ulysss is a work of high genius.
Its importance ssams to me to lie, not O much in its opening new doors
to knowledge—unless in setting an example to Anglo-Saxon writers of
putting down everything without compunction—or in inventing new
literary forms—Joycds formula is really, as | have indicated, nearly
sventy-five years dd—as in its once more setting the gandard of the
novel 0 high that it nead not be ashamed to take its place besde poetry
and drama. Ulysss has the effect at once of making everything dse
look brassy. Snce | have read it, the texture of other novdigs ssms
intolerably loose and cardess when | come suddenly unawares upon
a page that | have written mysdf | quake like a guilty thing surprised.

Mr. Gilbert Sddes contributed his review to the Nation for
August thirtieth. He had no fault to find with the book and its
impact upon his clean-cut and impartial intelligence produced one
of those illuminating articles that really convey to the general reader
the substance of the work discussed. It was probably the best review
written in the United States. His concluding paragraph deserves to
be preserved intact.

| have not the goace to discuss the aeshetic quettions which the
book brings up nor to indicate what its effect upon the nove may be
| have called Joyce formidable because it is already dear that the innova-
tions in method and the devedopments in dructure which he has usd
with a skill approaching perfection are going to have an incalculable
efect upon the writers of the future; he is formidable because his imita-
tors will make use of his freedom without imposing upon themsdves
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the duties and disciplines he has suffered; | cannot sse how any novelist
will be able (nor why he should altogether want) entirely to exape his
influence. The book has literally hundreds of points of interest not even
suggesded here. One must take for granted the ordinary equipment of
the novdig; one must asume aso that there arc faults, idiosyncrases
difficulties. More important gill are the interess assodated with "the
uncreated consdience of my race'—the Cathalic and Irish. | have written
this analyds of "Ulyses' as one not too familiar with ether—as an
indication that the book can have absolute validity and interest, in the
s that all which is local and private in the " Divine Comedy*' does
not detract from its interest and validity. But these and other points
have been made in the brilliant reviews which "Ulyses' has already
evoked. One cannot leave it without noting again that in the change
of Stephen Dcdalus from his affinity with the old artificer to his kinship
with Ulysses-Bloom, Joyce has created an image of contemporary life;
nor without testifying that this epic of defeat, in which there is not a
scamped page nor a moment of weakness, in which whole chapters are
monuments to the power and the glory of the written word, is in itsdf
a victory of the creative intelligence over the chaos of uncreated things
and a triumph of devotion, to my mind one of the mog sgnificant and
beautiful of our time.

In the New York Times Bool( Review and Magazine for M ay
twenty-eighth, Dr. Jossph Collins, a neurologist to whom all authors
wer e case-higtories, had more to say about Joyce than Ulysses and he
said it with that omniscient confidence that is the hallmark of most
psychiatrists. Dr. Collins gave the impression that he posesed the
peculiar power of taking the author apart to see what made him
tick. However, his summation of Joyce (as deduced from Ulysses
and the earlier books) is not without interest in revealing the reac-
tions of a doctor.

Mr. Joyce [the psychological observer declared] had the good for-
tune to be born with a quality which the world calls genius. Nature
exacts a penalty, a galling income tax from geniuses and as a rule she
co-endows them with unamenability to law and order. Genius and
reverence are antipodal, Galileo being the exception to therule. M r . Joyce
has no reverence for organized religion, for conventional morality, for
literary gyle or form. He has no conception of the word obedience, and
he bends the knee neither to God nor man. It is very interesting, and
mog important to have the revdations of such a persoyal y, to have
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them first-hand and not dressed up. Heretofore our only avenues of in-
formation of such personalities led through the asylums for the insane,
for it was there that such reveations as those of Mr. Joyce were made
without reserve. Lest anyone should congrue this satement to be a
subterfuge on my part to impugn the sanity of Mr. Joyce let me say at
once that he is one of the sanest geniuses that | have ever known.

He had the profound misfortune to lose his faith and he cannot
rid himsdf of the obsssson that the Jesits did it for him, and he is
trying to get square with them by saying disagreeable things about them
and holding their teachings up to scorn and obloguy. He was so un-
fortunate as to be born without a snse of duty, of servicg of conformity
to the State, to the community, to sodety, and he is convinced that he
ought to tell about it, jus as some who have experienced a surgical
operation fed that they must relate minutely all the details of it, par-
ticularly at dinner parties and to casual acgquaintances.

Finally, | venture a prophecy: Not ten men or women out of a
hundred can read "Ulyssss' through, and of the ten who succeed in doing
9, five of them will do it astour deforce. | am probably the only per-
son, asde from the author, that has ever read it twice from beginning
to end.* | have learned more psychology and psychiatry from it than |
did in ten years at the Neurological Institute. There are other angles at
which "Ulyssss' can be viewed profitably, but they are not many.

Stephen Dedalus in his Parisian tranquillity (if the modern Minos
has been given the lethal warm bath) will pretend indifference to the
publication of a laudatory sudy of "Ulysses' a hundred years hence, but
he is as sure to get it as Dostoevsky, and surer than Mallarme.

In France the critical reception of the book was mainly friendly
but limited to those commentators who could read English. Valery
Larbaud naturally led the van. In La Nouvelle Revue Franfaise he
declared: "Je crois que Vaudace et la dureti avec lesquelles Joyce
dicrit et met en seine les instincts riputes les plus bas de la nature
humaine lui viennent de I'exemple que Iui ont donni les grands
casuistes de la Compagnie . . . De ces grands casuistes, Joyce a la
froideur intripide, et a I'egard des faiblesses de la chair la mime
absence de tout respect humain . . . Quand on songe a la discipline
a laquelle Yauttur s'est soumis, on se demande comment a pu sortir,
de ce formidable travail d'angencement, une ceuvre auss vivante,

1 What a monstrous and asinine assumption. Dr. Collins nesded attention from a neu-
rologis himsef t this moment
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him were too great. It will be observed that during the first year of
its life, then, as a published book no more than 2501 oopies of
Ulysses ssem to have got into circulation. This fact is amazing when
we condder the tremendous amount of publicity concerning the
book that was appearing in England, France and America and al-
ready soreading into several other countries.

Perhaps it was this publicity (not all of it healthy or inteligent
and a portion of it despicable in intent) that eventually attracted to
Shakespeare and Company and other Paris bookshops a growing
processon of pleasure-minded tourigs, many of them pert young
American mises who conddered it a daring thing to procure a
oopy of Ulysses and sneak it back to their homes What the book
was and what it good for was entirely beyond their conception or
powers of comprehenson but they had heard that it contained (to
guote literally from one of them) "some swell dirty passages” That
Soicy expectation, for the mog part, was their soe reason for desr-
ingit. For thee infantile troglodites the acquistion of Ulysses be-
came a vogue. One was not in the fashion if one did not possss
it. It was the thing to do, like wagsting onés time over crossword
puzzles, or, to come dose to their own peculiar reasoning, like
having a Kama-Sutra or The Perfumed Garden or one of Mr.
Charles Carrington's lubricious publications. It just showed the folks
back home what you could get in that naughty gay Paree It is to
be hoped that a few among this dass of book buyers finally realized
that what they had purchased was about as removed from pornog-
raphy as Homer's Odyssey or The Divine Comedy. However, the
vogue had its good dde in that it increased mightily the sales of
Ulysses and thus improved the possihilities of its reaching more seri-
ous readers; for, after all, many of the copies so lightly purchased
pour le vogue found their way into the hands of dedlers who had
graver-minded dlients. The sad part of it was that many of thee
graver-minded dients, unable to go to Paris had to pay through
the noe for the book while Joyce benefited not at all from the
exorbitant prices Between January 1924 and December 1925
Shakespeare and Company, animated by the raissd demand, issued
the fourth to the seventh printings of "Ulyses" using the original
plates, and between May 1926 and May 1930 the same publisher
brought out the eighth to the eeventh printings, these'four being
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from type entirely resst and with amajority of the errorsimbedded
in the first seven printings corrected. After the deventh printing
Miss Sylvia Beach ceased to be Joyoes publisher. Thus over a period
of eight years there was a total of deven printings (the fate of Mr.
Rodker's unfortunate ssoond edition for the Egoist Press really re-
ducss it to ten) but, as only the firs three were numbered, it isim-
possble to give a fair estimate of the complete sdles However, there
is no doub« but that Ulysses, in spite of all the bans againg it and
the extra activities of cusoms ingectors made an extremey agree
able showing for its author and its publisher. Indeed, the book
reached a wider audience than any prohibited work had done before
o dnce

Naturally, this success (two sucoeses if you will; one for its
extraordinary literary merit and the other a Guccis de scandale)
arousd the avaricious attention of those shamdess vultures among
publishers called book-pirates. Owing to the lamentable fact that
Joyoe was unable to obtain any copyright protection in the countries
where the volume was banned it was open game there for any
printer who dedred to ged the book, garble it by dumsy bowdler-
ization, print it and sdl it for his own profit. Joyoe had no legal
recourse whatsoever. It was in the United Sates of America that
advantage was taken of the writer's hdplessness to protect his own
work.

In July 1926 there appeared in New York the first isue of a
periodical called Two Worlds Monthly. It was edited by one Samue
Roth, formerly proprietor of a bookshop in Greenwich Village and
who had now entered the magazine-publishing field with a will
"Devoted to the Increase of the Gaiety of Nations" Thisfirs isue
of Two Worlds Monthly was dedicated "to James Joyce who will
probably plead the cause of our time at the bar of poderity,” and it
incdluded afirst ingalment of Ulysses. Further issues of Two Worlds
Monthly followed, each one continuing the serialization of Joyods
book albeit consderably pruned, bowdlerized and even changed by
the subgtitution of words designed because of ther assonance to ug-
0t deleted words that might have aroussd Mr. John S, Sumner
and his vicesnuffing bloodhounds. Mr. Roth, it will be observed,
was playing safe It was not long before news of this unauthorized
publication racked Paris and Joyce, Miss Beach and various friends
proteted srenuoudy againg it. Mr. Roth, whose hide was appar-
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own side. He protested, first of all, that the work had been "auto-
matically turned over" to him by Ezra Pound, who indignantly
denied it, and that he meant to succeed where "the Chicago ladies’
(presumably Miss Margaret C. Anderson and Miss Jane Heap) had
failed; namely, to complete a serialization of Ulysses in America.
Again, he declared that he had posted $2,500 with his lawyer which
would not only pay Joyces expenses to New York to "answer my
charges against him for his conduct in the matter of my publication
of his 'Ulysses in Two Worlds Monthly" but would afford him an
opportunity to "dine with the Van Dorens, sse the Woolworth
Building, and get a thousand dollars in cash besdes" Never, it
would seem, was there such colossal impudence from an oppor-
tunist of suspect character than from the amazing Mr. Roth.

Long before this curious gentleman had concluded his illegal
partial serialization of Ulysses in his magazine a protest against the
enterprise, engineered by various friends of Joyce in Paris, had been
drawn up and signed by no less than one hundred and sixty-seven
famous authors and prominent figures in letters and distributed to
the press. It deserves to be preserved if only for the reason that few
documents have ever assembled together so many famous names on
one page. It was dated "Paris, 2nd. February, 1927" (Joyce's forty-
fifth birthday, by the way) and read:

It is a matter of common knowledge that the Ulysses of Mr. James
Joyce is being republished in the United States in a magazine edited by
Samue Roth, and that thisrepublication is being made without authoriza-
tion by Mr. Joyce without payment to Mr. Joyce and with alterations
which serioudy corrupt the text. This appropriation and mutilation of
Mr. Joyces property is made under colour of legal protection in that
Ulysses which is published in France and which has been excluded
from the mails in the United Sates is not protected by copyright in the
United States The quegtion of judtification of that exclusion is not now
in isue smilar deddons have been made by government offidals with
reference to works of art before this. The quettion in issue is whether
the public (including the editors and publishers to whom his advertise-
ments are offered) will encourage Mr. Samud Roth to take advantage
of the resultant legal difficulty of the author to deprive him of his prop-
erty and to mutilate the creation of his art. The undersgned protest
againg Mr. Roth's conduct in republishing Ulysses and appeal to the
American public in the name of that security of works of the intellect
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and the imagination without which art cannot live, to oppose to Mr.
Roth's enterprise the full power of honorable and fair opinion.

Lascdles Abercrombie

Richard Aldington

Sherwood Anderson

Rene Arcos

M. Arcybacheff

Ebba Atterbom

Azorin, President de I'Acadimie
Espagnole

C. du Baisauray

Leon Bazalgette

Jacinto Bcnavente

Silvio Benco

Julien Benda

Arnold Bennett

Jaocques  Benoist-M cchin

Konrad Bercovici

J. D. Beresford

Rudolph Binding

Masimo Bontempelli

Jean de Bosscthire

Ivan Bounine, de I'Acadimie Russe

Robert Bridges

Eugene Brieux, de I'Acadimie
Francaise

Bryher

Olaf Bull

Mary Butts

Louis Cazamian

Jaoques Chenevifcre

Abel Chevalley

Maurice Congtantin-Weyer

Albert Cremieux

Benjamin Cremieux

Benedetto Croce

Erng Robert Curtius

Francis Dickie

H.D.

Norman Douglas

Charles Du Bos

Georges Duhamel

Edouard Dujardin

Luc Durtain

Albert Eingtein

T. S. Eliot

Havelock Ellis

Edouard Esaunic, de I'Academie
Francaise

L eon-Paul Farguc

E. M. Forster

Francois Fosca

Gagon Gallimard

John Galsworthy

Edward Garnett

Giovanni Gentile

Philip Gibbs

Andre Gide

Bernard Gilbert

lvan Goll

Ramon Gomez de la Sorna

Cora Gordon

Jan Gordon

Georg Goyert

Alice S. Green

Julian Green

Augusta Gregory

Daniel Halcvy

Knut Hamsun

Jane Harrison

H. Livingston Hartley

Ernes Hemingway

Yrjo Hirn

Hugo von Hofmannsthal

Sdey Huddleston

Sephen Hudson

George F. Hummel

Bampton Hunt

Bravig Imbs

Holbrook Jackson

Edmond Jaloux

Storm Jameson
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Juan Ramon Jimenez
Eugene Jdas

Henry Fcsting Jones
Georg Kaiser
Hermann Keyserling
Manuel Komroff

A. Kouprine

Rene Lalou

Pierre de Lanux
Valcry Larbaud

D. H. Lawrence
Frederic Lcfevre
Emilc Legouis
Wyndham Lewis
Ludwig Lcwisohn
Victor Llona

Mina Loy

Archibald MacLeish
Brindey MacNamara
Maurice Maeterlinck
Thomas Mann
Antonio Marichalar
Maurice Martin du Gard
Dora Marsdcn

John Masefield

W. Somerset Maugham
Andre® Maurois

D. Mcrejkowsky
Regis Michaud
Gabriel Miro

Hope Mirrlees

T. Sturge Moore
Paul Morand
Auguste Morel
Arthur Moss

J. Middleton Murry
Sean O'Cascy

Liam OTlaherty
JoxOrtegay Gasst
Seumas O'Sullivan
Elliot H. Paul

Jean Paulhan

James Joyce

Arthur Pinero
Luigi Pirandello
Jean Provost

Marcel Prevost, de |'Acadimie

Francaise
C. F. Ramuz
Alfonso Reyes
Ernest Rhys
Elmer L. Rice
Dorothy Richardson
Jacgues Robertfrance
L ennox Robinson
John Rodker
Romain Rolland
Jules Romains
Bertrand Russl
George W. Russdl "A.E."
Ludmilla Savitzky
Jean Schlumbcrger
May Sinclair
W.L.Smys
E. OE. Somcrville
Philippe Soupault
Andri Spire
Th. Stephanides
James Stephens
Andre Suares
Italo Svevo
Frank Swinncrton
Arthur Symons
Marcel Thiebaut
Virgil Thomson
Robert de Traz
C. R. Trevelyan
Miguel de Unamuno
Laurence Vail
Paul ValeVy, de I'Academie
Francaise
Fernand Vanderem
Fritz Vandcrpyl
Francis Viele-Griffin
Hugh Walpolc
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Jaoob Wassermann Thornton Wilder
H. G. Wells Robert Wolf
Rebecca West Virginia Woolf
Anna Wickham W. B. Yeats

It will be noticed that ten Irish writers signed this document.

With the final issue of Two Worlds Monthly (June, or July,
1927) the unauthorized serialization of Ulysses came to an abrupt
termination. Mr. Roth had succeeded in publishing fourteen com-
plete (except for his own emendations and cuts) sections of the
work. But already Joyce, through the American law firm of Chad-
bourne, Stanchfield and L evy, had sought for an injunction restrain-
ing the astonishing pirate from further using his name and work.
Theoretically Joyce might have no legal control of his uncopy-
righted book in the United States but he had hope that the Ameri-
can courts would stretch a point and justify him in his endeavours
to put an end to such callous thievery. He realized this hope, for
more than a year later the following injunction was adjudged and

decreed.
INJUNCTION

At a Spedal Term, Part 11, of the
Supreme Court, held in and for the
County of New York, at the Court
House thereof in the Borough of
Manhattan, New York City, on the
27th day of December 1928,
PRESENT:
HON. RICHARD H. MITCHELL
Justice

JAMES JOYCE,
Plaintiff,

—againd—

SAMUEL ROTH and TWO WORLDS
PUBLISHING COMPANY, INC.,

Defendants.

Upon the summons, amended complaint and the answers thereto,
the depostion of Samuel Roth, subscribed January 10, 1928, the depos-
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tion of James Joyce, taken March 8, 1928, the stipulation between the
attorneys for the respective parties and consent of defendants thereto,
both dated December 19, 1928 and all other proceedings heretofore had
herein:

Now, on motion of Chadbourne, Stanchfield and Levy, plaintiff's
attorneys, it is

Adjudged and decreed that the above-named defendants Samuel Roth
and Two Worlds Publishing Company, Inc., and each of them, their
officers, assdtants, agents and servants are hereby enjoined, under the
penaty by law prescribed, from using the name of the plaintiff for ad-
vertising purposes or for purposes of trade by

(a) Publishing, printing, stating or advertising the name of the
plaintiff in connection with any magazine, periodical or other publica-
tion published by defendants or either of them;

(b) Publishing, printing, stating or advertising the name of the
plaintiff in connection with any book, writing, manuscript or other work
of the plaintiff;

(r) Publishing, printing, stating or advertising, or otherwise dis-
seminating the name of the plaintiff in connection with any book, writing,
manuscript or other work of the plaintiff, including the book "Ulysses/'
in any issue of Two Worlds Monthly, Two Worlds Quarterly, or any
other magazine, periodical or other publication, heretofore or hereafter
published by defendants.

Enter,
R.H.M.
J S C
THOMAS F. FARLEY
Clerk.

It was a hollow victory for Joyce, for some time thereafter there
appeared in the subterranean book-marts of New York a forged
edition of Ulysses Joyce has described this as "a photographic forg-
ery of the Paris edition and which contained the falsification of the
Dijon printer's imprint," but Mr. R. F. Roberts, who has studied
the matter carefully, differs. He has written in the Colophon:

It is evidently the result of instructions from somebody to a printer
to "duplicate" the Shakespeare and Company 9th printing, and the result
is amusing enough. In general format it is the same book, but five minutes
spent in collation will reveal to anyone that it is a fraud., It begins with

Y Rumour has it that the plates were made in France.
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"Jonthan" for "Jonathan" on the page showing Cape as one of the other
publishers of Joyce and ends with a bold falsification (as Joyce remarks)
of Darantiire's name as the printer. The pagination is the same but the
type font is perceptibly smaller; the pape is a congderably heavier sock
and the book is consequently about one-eighth of an inch thicker.

It is also immediately evident that this edition enjoyed little or no
proofreading, for it abounds with all sorts of typographical errors and
in one ingance a line is trangposed, upsde down, eight lines out of
place. Apparently the publisher fdt that the known peculiarities of the
authentic text would cover any ddficiendies in this one, and that as long
as the book was not bowdlerized, the purchasers would be happy re-
gardless It is, in fact, admissble that if one were not familiar with the
Paris editions, particularly the 8th or Sth printings, he might well believe
this to be smply a very bad example of the genuine article.

How many pirated editions were printed and then bootlegged there
is of coursg no way of estimating accurately. | daresay they were nu-
merous, but | have not yet succeeded in finding one of the photographic
facamilies mentioned by Joyce if, indeed, he actually means a facamile
made by a photographic process

All of this probably makes doleful reading but it is important
in so far as it shows what can be donein the United States to an un-
protected book. The laws that govern such matters (or, rather, the
lack of laws) have long infuriated European publishers and authors.

However, the tide of fortune for Joyce and Ulysses began to
turn in the year following the injunction against Samuel Roth. In
February, 1929, there appeared under the auspices of La Maison des
Amis des Livres, Mademoiselle Adrienne Monnier's bookshop across
the Rue de I'Odeon from Shakespeare and Company, a French
translation of the book. Ulysse. Traduction frangaise integrate de A/.
Auguste Morel, assisti par M. Stuart Gilbert, enticement revue par
M. Valery Larbaud et I'auteur was a venture of vag importance to
Joyce for it gave him a new audience in a new tongue, and, perhaps,
the most intelligent and impartial in theworld. The trandation was
a tour de force of dexterity and faithfulness to the original.

The lag Shakespeare and Company edition (as has been pointed
out already) was published in May 1930, and for more than two

! Other trandations of Ulysses now exist, German, Czech, Polish, Spanish, Rusian and

Japanexe, for ingance, but it is proposed in this book to confine attention primarily to the
fortunes of the work in English with a few indications of French receptivity.
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years thereafter Ulysses was not printed at all in English. Then, in
December 1932, the Odyssy Press of Hambur g-Paris-Bologna issued
in two volumes an edition that was surprisngly free from typo-
graphical inaccurades It carried the gatement: " The present edition
may be regarded as the definitive gandard edition, as it has bemn
specialy revised, at the author's request, by Suart Gilbert." Mr. R. F.
Roberts remarks, concerning it: "The Odyssy Pres edition no
longer appears in the general catalogue of German publications, nor
for that matter does the German trandation of it. Apparently Mr.
Bloom's racial membership furnishes a new reason for suppresson
of his epic; to the moral ban on it in England, and the réigious
(and moral) in Ireland, is now joined the socio-palitical in Ger-
many. | might add that Mirsky, in a critical capacity, has already con-
demned it in Rusda as having no practical message for the worker,
and | have no doubt that by this time some Spaniard has voiced db-
jections to the portrait of Mrs. Bloom on the ground that it reflects
unfavorably on the character of Spanish womanhood."

One might add to the comments of Mr. Roberts that Ulysses
docs not appear to be on the Index Librorum Prohibitorum of the
Vatican. It certainly was not in 1935 when the Rector of a European
universty went carefully through his copy of this catalogue. Neither
was it among the titles burned in the holocaugt of books in Berlin at
the opening of the pressnt German regime. It is not prohibited in
Italy, where it is on sde anywhere. According to reports reaching
Paris several years ago, as a result of a Literary Congress in Mosoow
the Sovig ban on the book was lifted (after fourteen years) and a
date edition was published without any remuneration to the author.
It does not appear (nor does any other book by Joyce) in the list
of prohibited books isued by the government of Eire under the
Censorship Act of 1925 coming down to the present day and con-
taining about sSxteen hundred volumes including works by George
Bernard Shaw, George Moore, Sean O'Casty, Liam O'Flaherty,
H. G. Wells, Aldous Huxley, W. Somest Maugham, Ernet Hem-
ingway, Theodore Dreiser, and Kay Boyle It is reported that the
Japanee Home Office intervened after the publication of the Japa
nexe trandation and obliged the Tokyo publisher to bring out further
oopies with blanks in the place of certain passages However, this is
unverified.
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Whatever winds of intolerance were blowing ever more furi-
oudy in certain European countries, there was another and more
refreshing wind, hurrying old squeamishnessss and archaic taboos
before it and vitalizing the cultural atmosphere of the great democ-
rades In the United Sates, in particular, this new attitude toward
letters, contemporary with the New Deal toward budness and wor k-
ingmen, was evident. Mr. Sumner and his band of moral policemen
were being put to rout. They had suffered defeat over a number of
books that they sought to suppress Mademoiselle de Maupin, for
ingance, The Well of Loneliness, the birth-control works of Dr.
Marie Sopes, Casanovds Homecoming and God's Little Acre. This
gradual shift toward a more liberal reception of works of art nat-
urally pointed towards a reconsderation of Ulysses as a possble un-
molested publication in the Republic. And there was a publisher in
New York City adventurous enough to take the gep.

He was Mr. Bennett A. Ccrf, of Random Housg, Inc., and by
the spring of 1932 he was activdly engaged in clearing the way
legally for Joyods maderpiece Firgt of all, it was necessary for a
oopy of "Ulyses' to be imported into the United Sates without any
concealment, for that copy to be sazed by government offidals and
for atex caze to be brought in the United Sates District Court. All
this was done. The firm of Messs Grcenbaum, Wolff and Erngt
was retained by the claimant to fight for a dexree dismising the
libel and the cae passd through those various legal geps that led
to a judge's opinion. This opinion was rendered on December 6,
1933, by the Honourable John M. Woolsey and it freed Ulysses for
unmolested publication in the United States

It is impossble to overegimate the importance of this opinion.
Mr. MorrisL. Erng, who fought with his usual sagadty and deter-
mination for the liberation of the book, st forth the reasons for this
importance in a brief foreword to the American edition. In part, he
declared:

The Ulysses cae marks a turning point. It is a body-blow for the
omnsxs The neoessty for hypoarisy and drcumlocution in literature has
bem diminated. Writersnead no longer sek refugein euphemiams They
may now desribe badc human functions without fear of the law.

The Ulysses cae has a threefdd dgnificance The definition and
criteria of cbseanity have long vexed us Judge Wodsey has given us a
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formula which is lucid, rational and practical. In doing so he has not
only charted a labyrinthine branch of the law, but has written an opinion
which raisss him to the level of former Supreme Court Judice Oliver
Wendell Holmes as a magter of juridical prose His srvice to the cause
of free letters has been of no less moment. But perhaps his greatest srv-
ice has been to the community. The precedent he has esablished will do
much to rescue the mental pabulum of the public from the censrs who
have striven to convert it into treacle, and will help to make it the srong,
provocative fare it ought to be

Certainly this monumental decision deserves to be preserved
here in this biographical chapter of Ulysses.

UNITED STATES DISTRICT COURT
Southern District of New York

United Sates of America

Libelant
OPINION

A. 11059

V.

One Book called "Ulysss'
Random Housg, Inc.,
Claimant

On crossmotionsfor adecreein alibel of confiscation, supplemented
by a stipulation—hereinafter described—brought by the United States
against thebook " Ulysses" by JamesJoyce, under Section 305 of the Tariff
Act of 1930, Title 19 United States Code, Section 1305, on the ground
that the book isobscenewithin the meaning of that Section, and, hence,
isnotimportableintothe United States, butissubject toseizure, forfeiture
and confiscation and destruction.

United States Attorney—by Samue C. Coleman, Esg., and Nicholas
Atlas, Esq., of counsd—for the United Sates in support of motion
for a decree of forfeiture, and in oppostion to motion for a decree
dismissang the libel.

Mesys Grecnbaum, Wolff & Erng,—by MorrisL. Erngt, Esg., and Alex-
ander Lindey, Esq., of counsd—attorneys for claimant Random
House, Inc., in support of motion for a deeree digmissing the libel,
and in oppostion to motion for a decree of forfeiturel
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WOOLSEY, J:

The motion for a decree dismissing the libel herein is granted, and,
consequently, of course, the Government's motion for a decree of for-
feiture and destruction is denied.

Accordingly a decree dismissing the libe without cods may be en-
tered herein.

I. The practice followed in this ca® is in accordance with the sug-
gesion made by me in the case of United States ?. One Book Entitled
" Contraception”" 51 F. (2d) 525, and is as follows:

After issue was joined by the filing of the daimant's answer to the
libel for forfeiture againg "Ulysses" a stipulation was made between the
United States Attorney's office and the attorneys for the claimant pro-
viding:

1. That the book " Ulysses' should be deemed to have been annexed to
and to have become part of the libel just as if it had been incorporated
in its entirety therein.

2. That the parties waived their right to a trial by jury.

3. That each party agreed to move for decree in its favor.

4. That on such cross mations the Court might dedde all the ques
tions of law and fact involved and render a general finding thereon.

5. That on the decison of such motions the decree of the Court
might be entered as if it were a decree after trial.

It seams to me that a procedure of this kind is highly appropriate
in libels for the confiscation of books such as this. It is an epedaly
advantageous procedure in the instant case because on account of the
length of "Ulyses' and the difficulty of reading it, a jury trial would
have been an extremely unsatisfactory, if not ail almost impossble,
method of dealing with it

I'l1.1 have read "Ulyssss' once in its entirety and | have read those
passges of which the Government particularly complains several times.
In fact, for many weeks, my spare time has been devoted to the con-
dderation of the decison which my duty would require me to make in
this matter.

"Ulyses' is not an easy book to read or to undersand. But there
has been much written about it, and in order properly to approach the
condderation of it it is advisable to read a number of other books which
have now become its satdlites. The sudy of "Ulyses' is, therefore, a heavy
task.
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I'I'l. Thereputation of "Ulysss' in the literary world, however, war-
ranted my taking such time as was necsssary to enable me to stidy
mysdf as to the intent with which the book was written, for, of courss
in any cae where a book is claimed to be cbsxene it mug first be de
termined, whether the intent with which it was written was what is
called, according to the usual phrase, pornographic—that is, written for
the purpose of exploiting obscenity.

If the concluson is that the book is pornographic that is the end of
the inquiry and forfeiture mug follow.

But in "Ulysss" in spite of its unusual frankness | do not detect
anywhere the leer of the senauaig. | hold, therefore, that it is not porno-

graphic.

I'V.In writing "Ulysses" Joyce sought to make a serious experiment
in a new, if not wholly nove, literary genre. He takes persons of the
lower middle dass living in Dublin in 1904 and seks not only to de-
sribe what they did on a certain day early in June of that year as
they went about the City bent on their usual occupations but aso to
tell what many of them thought about the while.

Joyce has attempted—it ssams to me, with agtonishing sucess—to
show how the sremn of consdousess with its ever-shifting kaleidoscopic
impressions carries, as it were on a plagic palimpsest, not only what is
in the focus of each man's observation of the actual things about him,
but als in a pcnumbral zone resdua of past impressions, some recent
and some drawn up by asodation from the domain of the subconstious
He shows how each of thexe impressons affects the life and behavior
of the character which he is describing.

What he ssks to get is not unlike the result of a double or, if that
is possible, a multiple exposure on a cinema film which would give a
dear foreground with a background visble but somewhat blurred and
out of focus in varying degress

To convey by words an effect which obvioudy lends itsdf more

* appropriately to a graphic technique, accounts, it sssms to me, for much
of the obscurity which meds a reader of "Ulyses" And it dso explains
another agpet of the book, which | have further to condder, namely,
Joyods sincerity and his honest effort to show exactly how the minds of
his characters operate.

If Joyce did not attempt to be honest in developing the technique
which he has adopted in "Uysses™ the result would be psychologically
mideading and thus unfaithful to his chosn technique. Such .an attitude
would be artigtically inexcusable.
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It is because Joyce has been loyal to his technique and has not funked
its necessary implications, but has honestly attempted to tell fully what
his characters think about, that he has been the subject of o many
attacks and that his purpose has been 0 often misunderstood and mis-
represented. For his attempt sncerdy and honestly to realize his ob-
jective has required him incidentally to use certain words which are gen-
erally consdered dirty words and has led at times to what many think
is a too poignant preoccupation with sex in the thoughts of his charac-
ters.

The wordswhich are criticized as dirty are old Saxon words known
to amost all men and, | venture, to many women, and arc such words
as would be naturally and habitually used, | believe, by the types of folk
whose life, physcal and mental, Joyce is seeking to describe In respet
of the recurrent emergence of the theme of s in the minds of his
characters, it must always be remembered that his locale was Cdltic and
his ssason Spring.

Whether or not one enjoys such a technique as Joyce uss is a matter
of tage on which disagreement or argument is futile, but to subject that
technique to the standards of some other technique ssams to me to be
little short of absurd.

Accordingly, | hold that "Ulyses' is a Sncere and honest book and
| think that the criticisms of it are entirely digposed of by its rationale.

V. Furthermore, "Ulyssss' is an amazing tour de force when one
congders the success which has been in the main achieved with such a
difficult objective as Joyce st for himsdf. As | have dated, "Ulyses'
is not an easy book to read. It is brilliant and dull, intdligible and ob-
sure by turns. In many places it seams to me to be disgusting, but
although it contains, as | have mentioned above many words usually
consdered dirty, | have not found anything that | consder to be dirt for
dirt's sske. Each word of the book contributes like a bit of mosaic to the
detail of the picture which Joyce is seeking to congruct for his readers.

If one does not wish to asodate with such folk as Joyce dexribe*
that is onés own choice. In order to avoid indirect contact with them one
may not wish to read "Ulysss'; that is quite understandable. But when
such a real artigt in words, as Joyce undoubtedly is, saks to draw a
true picture of the lower middle dass in a European city, ought it to be
impossible for the American public legally to st that picture?

To answer this question it is not suffident merdy to find, as | have
found above, that Joyce did not write "Ulysses' with what is commonly
called pornographic intent, | must endeavor to apply a more objective
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gandard to his book in order to determine its effect in the result, irre-
spective of the intent with which it was written.

V1. The gatute under which the libel is filed only denounces, in so
far aswe arc here concerned, the importation into the United Sates from
any foreign country of "any obsoene book." Section 305 of the Tariff Act
of 1930, Title 19 United Sates Code, Section 1305. It does not marshal
againg books the spectrum of condemnatory adjectives found, commonly,
in laws dealing with matters of this kind. | am, therefore, only required
to determine whether "Ulysses' is obscene within the legal definition of
that word.

The meaning of the word " ocbseene' as legally defined by the Courts
is. tending to gir the sx impulses or to lead to sexually impure and
lustful thoughts. Dunlop v. United States, 165 U. S. 486, 501; United
Statesv. One Book Entitled " Married Love," 48 F. (ad) 821, 824; United
States v. One Book Entitled " Contraception/* 51 F. (2d) 525, 528; and
compare Dysart p. United States, 272 U. S. 655,657; Swearingen v. United
States, 161 U. S. 446, 450; United Statesv. Dennett, 39 F. (2d) 564, 568
(C.CAa); People p. Wendling, 258 N. Y. 451, 453,

Whether a particular book would tend to excite such impulses and
thoughts mug be tested by the Court's opinion as to its efect on a person
with average sx ingincts—what the French would call Vhommc moyen
sensuel—who plays, in thisbranch of legal inquiry, the ssmerole of hypo-
thetical reagent as docs the "reasonable man” in the law of torts and the
“man learned in the art" on quegtions of invention in patent law.

The risk involved in the ue of such a reagent arises from the in-
herent tendency of the trier of facts however fair he may intend to be,
to make his reagent too much subservient to his own idiosyncrases. Here,
| have attempted to avoid this, if possble, and to make my reagent herein
more objective than he might otherwise be, by adopting the following
course

After | had made my decison in regard to the apect of " Ulysses"
now under consderation, | checked my impressons with two friends of
mine who in my opinion answered to the above sated requirement for
ray reagent.

These literary asssys—es | might properly dexribe them—were
called on separatdy, and neither knew that | was consulting the other.
They are men whose opinion on literature and on life | value mog highly.
They had both read "Ulysses" and, of course, were wholly unconnected
with this cause
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Without letting cither of my asessrs know what my decison was,
| gave to each of them the legal definition of obscene and asked each
whether in his opinion "Ulyses' was obsome within that definition.

| was interested to find that they both agreed with my opinion: that
reading "Ulyses' in its entirety, as a book mus be read on such a test
as this, did not tend to excite sexual impulses or lustful thoughts but
that its net effect on them was only that of a somewhat tragic and very
powerful commentary on the inner lives of men and women.

It is only with the normal person that the law is concerned. Such a
teg as | have described, therefore, is the only proper tet of obscenity in
the ca® of a book like "Ulyses' which is a sncare and srious attempt
to deviee a new literary method for the observation and description of
mankind.

| am quite aware that owing to some of its somes "Ulysss' is a
rather drong draught to ak some senstive, though normal, persons to
take. But my consdered opinion, after long reflection, is that whilst in
many places the e&fect of "Ulyses' on the reader undoubtedly is some
what emetic, no where doss it tend to be an aphrodisac.

"Ulyses' may, therefore, be admitted into the United States

December 6, 1933 E
UNITED STATES DISTRICT JUDGE :

Naturally, the forces that were attempting to maintain the sup-
presson of the book did not admit defeat with this great decison.
There was another legal body to which they might have recourse
and to it they went. There were proceedings before the Court of
Appeals, three judges presiding, and though the opposng dements
fought with great vigour and acrimony they failed to have Judge
Woadsy's decison reversed. The freedom of Joyods book was
maintained.

Ulysses, then, under the imprint of Random House Inc., ap-
peared in February 1934, and its reception by the public was nothing
less than sensational. Some thirty-five thousand copies wer e gobbled
up by American readers and a vas bulk of commentary, filling
columns and pages crowded newspapers and magazines. Thus
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twelve years after its firs appearance the book had a ssoond birth,
S0 to gpeak, and amply proved itslasting vitality and enduring merit.
The sles continued and when these pages were written they had
approached the fifty thousand mark. One may now glance back at
Dr. Josph Cadllinss prophecy with an ironic smile. The reasons for
the durability of Ulysses are only too evident (to the intelligent and
impartial reader) and, therefore, it is unnecessary to repeat what has
already been indicated in this chapter regarding the virtues of the
book. It can all be summed up in the statement: No veritable dassc
can ever be suppressed.

The suosss of the Random House, Inc., printing of Ulysses
arousd the interest of the publishers of fine editions and the next
year (November 1935) the Limited Editions Club brought out
a beautifully-conceved and numbered printing of the book. This
volume, designed by George Macy and printed at the Printing Office
of theLimited Editions Club, Westport, Connecticut, was illustrated
with hand-printed etchings by Henri Matisse and prefaced with an
Introduction by Stuart Gilbert. It was a large book (nine and one-
half by deven and one-half inches) printed in 12-point and 14
point Scotch linotype on toned Worthy rag paper and bound in
brown Bancroft buckram with a desgn samped and embossd, in
basrdief, in gold. At lag Ulysses, no longer a furtive wanderer over
the face of the globe, was appearing in his proper habiliments as he,
a royal personage desrved to appear. One might sy that the
dorm-tossed traveller had reached Ithaca and home.

And now, with the victory in the United Sates to show the
way, the tide of fortune turned in England. Perhaps it was due
to the changed sodal atmosphere occasoned by a new reign; per-
haps again, the Moral British Printer was being subtly transformed
by the libcralistic currents of thought and action of the day. Any-
way, during 1936 the firm of John Lane: The Bodley Head isued
a limited edition of Ulysses. One thousand numbered copies (one
hundred on mould-made paper, bound in calf vellum and sgned
by the author, and nine hundred unsgned on Japan vellum paper
and bound in linen buckram) made up this printing. The next
year (1937) the same firm issued what might be called the firs
authorized English trade edition. It was a photo-offse reproduction,
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reduced in sze, of the limited edition. A cheaper edition, priced at
15/-, is announced for publication in London this year (1941).
And so this biography of a book (perhaps a hdter-skdter one)
comes to a victorious concduson. Composed in three countries,
pirated, suppressd, violently attacked and defamed, welcomed first
in France and then doggedly winning its uncompromising way in
the English-speaking countries, it furnishes as fascinating a hisory
asany book ever written. One wonderswhat Mr. Sdey Huddleston
now thinks of his satement: "1 confess that | cannot se how the
work upon which Mr. Joyce spent seven drenuous years, years of
wrestling and of agony, can ever be given to the public."
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be resumed.

The fame of Ulysses, spreading so rapidly about the
world, naturally concentred attention on the author, and while
Joyce unlike Byron, did not wake up one morning to find himsdlf
suddenly famous (he was already that in the drdes that counted)
he did discover himsdlf to be a focal point of enlarged and intent
interest. Friends he had never dreamt exised sprang up on all
9des and s0 did malicious rumour-mongers who disseminated libel-
lous accounts of his pag that were bassd on misinformation and pure
fabrication. What he did and what he had to say became " news"
The professona lion-hunters were out to bag him and it was only
by his supreme indifference to them that he preserved himsdlf intact.
He had been through too rigorous a mill to be tempted by the
honey that was proffered him. He continued, as he had done all
his life, to refuse to give interviews or pedial datements, indeed,
if anything, he became even more chary of expressng opinions on
his contemporaries. Though he might, and did, have definite opin-
ions on mos wbjeds of interest of the day, he preferred to kesp
them to himsdf or share them with a few intimate friends In a
phrase, he walked alone as he had aways walked alone and he
could not help it if a crowd was following him. Indeed, before
the year was out he was 0 far ahead of the crowd that it cessd
to exig for him.

There is no doubt but that he accepted his just cdebrity with
ome equanimity, for that, after all, was one of the legitimate rewards
of the successful artist; but he never sought the spotlight or played
higrionically for acdaim as did so many of the modern writers of
his time. Figuratively speaking, he never put rings in his cars Of
ocoursg, those (mostly Dubliners) whose envy and spite because of
his excape from the " Seventh City in Chrisendom” aroused a ran-

322

A ND now, returning to 1922, the personal sory of Joyce mus
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corous detestation of him in their lesssr minds sought to prove that
thiswas not o, that he was, in fact, a "joke," and as evidence of this
they settled on his seriousness of demeanour. That, to them, was a
"preposterous pose.” Just how they expected him to act is not quite
plain. As a matter of fact, his very exisence was a "preposterous
posg’ to them.

Joyce ignored these attacks as he now ignored all atacks against
him, although privately he was irritated by the wanton lengths to
which these vilifiers went. With his usual gravity he encountered a
host of new acquaintances and some of them, because of their evident
sincerity, he tacitly accepted into his small circle of friends. Some
strange birds lighted on his doorstep. The Dail Eireann Minister of
Publicity was one of them. This gentleman asked him if he intended
to return to Ireland at present and Joyce, recalling that "hospitable
bog," dryly answered, "Not for the present." Then there was Rita
Ras. This prince, a son of the King of Cambodia, was living in
Paris and, desiring to separate himself from the Indo-Chinese reign-
ing house and being vastly attracted to Joyces book, changed his
name to Rene-Ulysse. He used to send his visiting card under his
new style to his adopted literary godfather on the first day of every
Annamite year. Joyce and his wife later attended one of thee fes-
tivities where they met this unusua and apparently very-contented
admirer. At last accounts, Rene-Ulysse was practising in Normandy
asaFrench physician. Hiscousin, Prince Norrindett-Norrodun, aso
an admirer of Joyce and a fellow traveller with the writer into the
French provinces to hear John Sullivan, the famous Irish tenor, sing
in operas seldom heard in Paris® is now in Cambodia where he
apparently acts as secretary to his uncle, the present king.

Joyce attended a large number of lunches and dinners during
this period of great excitement over Ulysses. For instance, he was
entertained at lunch by the British and Irish press of Paris, Admiral
Sr Edward Hcaton-Ellis being in the chair. The writer's straight
gpare form became familiar to scores of people as he passad slowly
along the Rue de TOdeon on his way to Shakespeare and Company,

'The operas that Joyoe heard with this Cambodian prince were Halevy's La luive,
Reyer's Stgurd and Verdi's // Tropatore.
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whose windows blossomed with his books and photographs, or st
with a few friends in one of his favourite restaurants, the Cafe de
la Paix (generally after a visit to the Opera) or Chez Francis on the
Place de TAlma or Les Trianons opposite the Gare Montparnasse
(this eating-place, a centre of regional cooking and a great haunt
of his for many years) or Ferrari's Italian restaurant on the Avenue
Rapp where the polenta was so good.

But in certain milieus (the popular stamping grounds of many
an "emancipated” modernist) he was never ssen or sen only as
a passing figure. Montmartre, the Butte, terrain of Mimi Pinson,
with all its razzle-dazzle of lights and dancings, was one of them
and another was the clot of crowded cafes about the intersection
of the Boulevard Raspail and the Boulevard Montparnasse where
London clerks and Kokomo sdesmen and American temporary ex-
patriates gathered to diminish the stocks of Pernod in France. Joyce
was never a fldncur in any sne of the word, no loiterer on the
terraces of neon-lighted cafes He maintained rigorously his sdf-
imposed regime of never drinking alcoholic beverages during the
day. It was only when night fell sprawling on the roofs of Paris
and the late dinner hour was a hand that his thoughts (released
from the day's discipline of labour) turned to the pleasant bottle
or cade of white wine (he never drank red) that would crown
the long hours of literary creation. He was quiet, self-contained,
adways a little formal in manner, willing to listen while he smoked
his cigarettes (jauncs) and small cigars (Voltigeurs) or lifted in a
beringed hand (the one exotic touch about him) his goblet of
Riesling or Swiss Ncufchatel. It was only very late in the evening
and in the company of extremely dose friends that his wit, dry or
ironic, came into play and a joyous desire to dance agitated him.
Then the &fflicted eyes would brighten behind the thick-lenscd
glases while a Bacchic fervour would exude from him and enliven
the amosphere.

However, if life ssemed to be opening auspiciously before him,
Fate, in the form of those same afflicted eyes amost immediately
darkened the horizons of his future. In this year (1922) his left eye
suffered a severe attack of glaucoma (it will be remembered that
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in 1918 it was the right eye that so suffered) and he was treated by
Dr.Morax. Theattack did not perag but it was an ominous presage
of what pathological complications might be expected in the years
to come unless brave and deperate efforts were made to avert them.
The power of his vison (o important to a writer) was seadily
weakening and an actual fear of complete blindness in the near or
far future jcongantly tortured hismind. During the next eight years
he was never wholly free from this terrible presentiment and it
may be as well to s down here (as a gloomy backdrop to all his
other activities) a chronological survey of the dragic $eps he took
to preserve his dwindling eyesght. Ezra Pound had indsed more
than once that a major cause of Joyods eye troubles was the condi-
tion of his teeth. He advised that they be extracted. Therefore, in
1923, the writer, willing to follow any advice that sounded sensble,
went to a Parisan denti¢ and suffered the agony of having mogt
of histeeth drawn out. A number of them turned out to be absoessd.
One good result of this multiple operation was the cessation of the
attacks of iritis that had annually tortured Joyce for eighteen years
However, the mass-extraction of teeth did nothing to ameliorate the
condition of the cataracts that now cdouded both eyes Thee, es
pecially the soft one on the left eye presented a grave problem and
during the next four years (1923 to 1926) Joyce underwent no less
than seven operations on this left eye The crydalline lens was suc
cessfully removed but the exudates following the operations organ-
ized themsdves in such a way as to result in aimog total ocdusion
of vison in that eye It was during thee years and, indeed, at ir-
regular intervals for a number of yearsthereafter, that casua vistors
to the restaurants that Joyoe frequented observed with interest and
much speculation the grave and courtly gentleman with the black
triangular patch of cloth completely concealing one eye.

There are many forms of bravery and though Joyce with a dis
arming modegy, professes to have no particular physcal courage
and to fear thunder, dogs and the riotous ocean waters as one fears
the devil, the history of his patient courage (the courage of a highly-
sengtive man) under the knives of the eye surgeons during these
years and the years that followed assuredly proves that he possesd
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amajor form of bravery that should arousethe snccres admiration.
To lie back hdplesdy and watch thelittle glittering scalpd descend-
ing towards onés eyes not once but ten times through the years and
to realize the conssquences hanging upon that diver of ged and
still to preserve onés equanimity requiresa particular sort of courage
that transcends the necessary aoquiesoence in the trials that musgt be
undergone. The virtues of bravery, after all, are measured by the
degree that one suffers in subduing ingtinctive fear.

In 1925 theright eye began to trouble Joyce again (episcleritis)
and in 1926 a svere attack of conjunctivitis materially lowered the
power of vison in it. The next year, 1929, this same right eye was
again weakened by an attack of blepharitis. We can well imagine
Joyods gate of mind by this time. He had tried everything that
oculigs had devised or suggested, operations, salicylate, scopolamine,
atropine, leeches iodic blood cures and vapor baths and still the
pathological condition of his eyes grew geadily worse. A hogt of
gye eddigs had treated him (Weber, Ziedler, Haab fils Marina,
Gampcr and Sehli in Zurich; Morax, Collinson, Hartman and
Borsth in Paris, Tolde in Salzburg; Hecsch in Munich; Colin in
Nice; Brewder, Sewart and Jamesin London) and some of them
had alleviated his sufferings or arrested for a period the increasing
fogginess of his vison but none of them could boag that he
had put a definite 90p to it. It was during the next year (1930)
that Joyce through a former language sudent of hisin Zurich, the
late Georges Borach, finally met and became a patient of the doc-
tor who was to do more for him than all the others put together.
He was Professor Alfred Vogt of Zurich, one of the great eye
doctors of the world.

On May 15, 1930, Professor Vogt performed a ninth operation

"for tertiary cataract on Joycgs|eft eye The growth was cut through
horizontally but the proposed operation could not be completed as
the vitreous body, mog of which ssemed to have been log during
the lag two operations by Dr. Borsch, threatened to cdllapse com-
pletdly by emergence or during the acute attack of scopolamine
poisoning which immediately followed. The dangers attendant on
this ninth operation were succesfully avoided as was an excessve



James Joyce 327

hxmorrhage. Ten days after the operation an attack of mechanical
iritis, owing to the presence of blood, occurred but this laged only
ten hours and did not leave any exudate. A week later lesches were
applied which successfully removed all the blood from the anterior
chamber of the eye On June third it became possble to make a
microsoopic examination and this revealed that the incison made,
contrary to what happened in other operations, had remained open
and undogged by exudate but that blood had entered into the
vitreous body, which a much-operated eye would take some months
to diminate. It a0 revealed that at the last operation the back wall
of the capaule of the lens had not been removed, possbly because
its removal was too difficult, and that in the period between the
eighth and ninth operations (four and a half years) it had been
gradually overclouded o that it was now in a condition of almost
scondary cataract, thereby occluding practical sght. The right eye
did not suffer appreciably in conssquence of this operation on the
left eye but it presented a complicated cataract.

Professr Vogt advised two more operations, for he was con-
vinced from his careful examination that Joyods eyes could be
saved. The mogt favourable factor, according to him and previous
medical opinions, was the fact that the optic nerve and the periph-
ery of the retina in both eyes functioned perfectly normally and
that the macula, also, was normal. Professor Vogt beieved, too, and
time proved him to be right, that the ninth operation he had per-
formed would produce some amelioration of vison in the left eye
which, before, had a seeing power of 1/800 at 1/1000. On the other
hand, he noted that the seang power of the right eye (estimated
ome months before at 1/30) was dowly diminishing as the cataract
developed. His condusons were that, if two further operations were
made with speda ingruments and when the eye was in a non
glaucomatous condition, there was every hope of ultimately obtain-
ing a fair measure of dear and practical vison.

Extensve attention has bean paid to this operation by Professor
Vogt and, of coursg at the expense of the others for two reasons
Thefirg is because it was without doubt the mogt important opera-
tion that Joyce underwent and the ssoond because of the difficulties
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over which Professor Vogt triumphed.! Today, Joyoe ten operations
behind him, continues his medical treatments and undergoes many
examinations. He has passad through months when he could hardly
st his hand before his face and has finally reached a time when
his eyedght ssans to have achieved a dationary degree of vison.
It is poor vidon (as vidon goes) but it uffioss to permit him to
sroll about Paris without continually depending on the arm of his
companion. He can read with the aid of an enlarging!glass, he
can attend the theatre, the opera and the cinema; and he can write
—although very dowly. This, then, is the painful and often embar-
rassing predicament through which the latter years of Joyces life
have marched and it should always be kept in mind when we con-
Sde his personality or his achievements. It is impossble for him to
react to life with the spontaneous unconcern of the man with
normal eyesght who bardy has to look before he leaps Joyce mugt
pick hisway carefully, making sure that it is on sable ground that
he plants his foot, and exert other smss to recompense himsaf for
the partial failure of one. The critic would do well to consder this
in any exhaudive attempt to analyse the work of Joyce

And now toreturn to 1922 again and pick up the thread of the
writer's activities. A number of omniscent scribblers and prophets
had confidently assrted that with Ulysses Joyce had reached the
end of his journey through crestive literature, that, in fact, he could
advance no further in an aeghdic sne and was in a aul-desac. In
other words, he had pushed his daring conception of letters asfar as
it was possble to go and that nothing lay beyond except arbitrary
incoherence and wilful mygtification. But all of them were wrong.
Even his friends who supposd that he would res for sveral years
from writing were wrong. In the early summer of 1922, Ulysses
being launched and garted on its eventful history, Joyce went to
England for a vacation. He passed through London (which he had

! After performing this difficult operation, which no oculigts in London and Pans would
undertake, Professor Vogt declined to acoept any fee whatsoever. When Giorgio Joyoe asked
him what his fee was he sid he was well-repaid if he had bemn able to retore a "great
literary talent to the world" and would acogpt nothing but a copy of Ulysses inscribed for
his daughter, now Mrs. Vogt-Wiederkehr. The same generosty was evinced a year later
when the writer of this book, accompanied by Joyce had his eyes examined by Professor
Vogt. The great speddig refused any fee from the friend of the great writer.
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not seen for ten years) and eventually stled in Bognor in Sussex.
There, while wandering about the pleasant countrysde and hearing
the Qusx dialect and observing the recurring undulations and
swvep of the grassy downs, the conception of a new work, a work
that would far outdigance even Ulysses in unique plan and sub-
dance, flowered in his mind. Who would attempt to sy from what
particular ssad it flowered? Or from how many? These are the
my<series of creation and any discusson of them is always nine parts
assumption. Certainly, one of the ssads had been planted in Joyods
consous and subconstous sHves as far back asthe Triestine days
Then he had read and digeted the work of the Neapolitan, Giam-
battisa Vico (memories of the Vico Road in Dalkey!), especally
the treatise on the philosophy of higory called the Scienza Nuova.
He had read, a0, as far back as his college days the metaphysical
writings of Giordano Bruno of Nola (the 'Nolan' of "The Day
of the Rabblement") who had influenced Vico to some degree. From
the theories of these two men, then, we may sy that certain (and
vadly important) ageds of Joyogs new conception had their
geness

In histreatise Vico had put forward a theory of higory in which
he contended that human sodeties originate, develop and reach their
end according to fixed laws or rotation, moving, or, rather, rotating
in smilar cydes Further, this theory was to be deduced not from a
review of chronologically-arranged higorical events (inferring them
to be unconnected phenomena) but from the lives actua or
legendary, of race heroes, that is personalities that become in them-
dves masspesondities for what, after all, is the race hero but
the visble symba of the heroic consiousess of the race? Thus,
Caesr, Charlemagne, Napoleon and Weéllington become One in
the mygic interpretation that dismises chronology and acoepts and
views higory as a Whole, as a vag fluctuating ocean that is always
there but continually shifted by great tides

Vico, too, had his predse conception of the beginnings of human
higory, the thunderclap that raised primitive Man's eyes to the
heavens, taught him fear and drove him into caves where the idea
of the Family began. (T hat thunderdap—" bababadalghar aghtakam-
minar ronnkonnbronntonner ronntuonnthunntrovar r hounawnskawn-
toohoohoorednenthurnuk!"—is on the firg page of Finnegans
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Wake.") The Thunder created Religion (a result of fear); Religion
created Society; Sodety developed into Monarchy (a despotism);
Monar chy becomes the Feudal |dea; the Feudal Ideaturnsinto De-
mocracy; Democracy changes to Anarchy; Anarchy is corrected by
heroic will (the srong massman) into Monarchy again; then
comes interdestruction, the digpersal of the Nations and the Phoenix
of Sodety rising from the ashes This is a haty and crude indica-
tion of Vico's theory and it leaves out much that is pertinent in the
curious philosopher-sdentist’'s conception of the development of the
human race, for example, his treatments of Language, Poetry and
Myth. Enough, however, has been =& down here to give a vague
idea of one mighty ssad from which Joyods new work sprang and
flower ed.

The revolutionary conception had for its modus operandi a

! The title, of course is taken from the old Irish comic song, "Finnegan's Wake."
There are several verdons of this curious effort by an unknown author but here is the
one that sems to be the more widely known.

Finnegan's Wake

Tim Finnegan lived in Walker Strest,
An Irish gintleman, mighty odd.
He'd a bit of a brogue, so neat and swed,
And to rise in the world Tim carried a hod.
But Tim had a sort of tippling way;
With a love of liquor Tim was born,
And, to help him through his work each day,
Took a drop of the creature every morn.

Chorus:

Whack. Hurroo. Now dance to your partners,
Welt the flure, your trotters shake

Isn't it all the truth I've told ye,
Lots of fun at Finnegan's wake?

One morning Tim was rather full,

His head felt heavy and it made him shake
He fel from the ladder and broke his skull,

So they carried him home, hts corpse to wake.
They rolled him up in a nice cdean shegt

And laid him out upon the bed,
With fourteen candles round his feet

And a bushd of praties round his head.

Cho.: as before.

His friends assembled at his wake,
Misus Finnegan called out for lunch;
And firg they laid in tay and cakes '
Then pipes and tobaccy and whisky punch. Cont. on p. 334]
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mer ging of time and gpace and race and characters It would bewrit-
ten in a language that would tdescope many meanings into single
words by newly-minting those words from the vas dag-heaps of lan-
guage. An attempt would be made to break the bounds of formal
$ech and achieve that plane where the word, no longer a much-
handled and partially-defaced token to arouse in the reader’'s mind an
approximation of the thing meant, became the thing meant itsdf.
It would#be the sort of language that mugt be ssen and heard as
well as read. It would sparkle and flow like a river and it would
snk heavily into the grey fogs of desp. A unity that out-Arigtotled
Arigtotle's unities, a unity, as it were, that unified all time, all his
tory and all language, would control and shape the new work. It
would have the gigantic dimensons of a Myth and yet it would be
contained within the fleeting ingants of a dream. It would be a
Miss Biddy O'Neil began to cry:
"SQuch a purty corpse did yez ever s

Arrah, Tim mavourneen, and why did ye lave me?"
"Hold your gob," sz Judy Magee

Cho.: as before.

Then Peggy O'Connor took up the job.

"Arrah, Biddy," sz she "yere wrong, in dre**
But Judy gave her a bet in the gab,

And left her sprawling on the flure.
Each sde in war did soon engage

'‘Twas woman to woman and man to man;
Shillelah law was all the rage

And a bloody ruction soon began.

Cho.: as before.

Micky Malony raised his head,
When a gallon of whisky flew at him;
It missed him, and, hopping on the bed,
The liquor scattered over Tim.
"Och, he revives S how he raiss"
And Timothy, jumping from the bed,
Cried, while he lathered round like blazes,
"Bad luck to your sowls. D'ye think |'m deed?*

Chorus:

Whack. Hurroo. Now dance to your partners,
Welt the flure, your trotters shake;

lsn't it all the truth I've told ye,
Lots of fun at Finnegan's wake?

The rambunctious Finnegan is introduced into Joyods Finnegens Wake as early as
page two.
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Myth of degping life as Ulysses had been a Myth of waking life.
In thisway would the writer give heed to his daemon and reach the
logical journey's end of his difficult wayfaring.

Naturally the new work would be Irish in texture although
at the same time its warp and woof would imprison the universal.
Dublin would be all cities, the Anna Liffey all rivers and Howth
all mountains. As the idea posesssd Joyce he began to < it as
a work that fell into various parts, each one of them logsdy bassd
on an agped of Vico's theory leavened with the metaphyscs of
Bruno. Part one would be curdling with the intertwining shadows
and phantoms of the pag and so corresponding to the Neapalitan's
first ingtitution of Religion or Birth; part two, the love games of
the children, Marriage or Maturity; part three, the four leves of
dep, Burial or Corruption; and part four, the beginning of the day,
Vico's Providence. Through thee parts would move figures of
mythic proportions, being men and women and ye& being more
than men and women in that they would be all men and women.
Names for these personages dipt suddenly into the creator's mind:
Earwicker, an old Sussx name, for the compogte protagonist who
would move on svera levels through the doudy subgance of the
work, Humphrey Chimpdcn Earwicker, no less whose initials
adumbrated Here Comes Everybody; Anna Livia for theriver that
was all rivers, the Liffey, the dancing babbling 'deloothering' essnce
of fecundity; Jute and Mutt for protozoic godlike figures watching
duggishly and commenting with heavy thick tongues over times
divagations, Taff and Butt and Chuffy and Glugger and Kese
and Matt Gregory and MarcusLyonsand L uke Tarpey and Johnny
MacDougall (Matthew, Mark, Lukeand John or the Four Wavesor
the Four Partsof Ireland) and Shaun the impudent and his brother
Shem, a minor hodg, in fact, whose entities enlarged or diminished,
took on new shapes and faoes and conducted themsdves like the
insubstantial yet vivid figuresin adream.!

Joyce full to burgting with his new project, did not actually
begin to put down nates and dray phrases for the work until the
autumn when he was enjoying the warm ies and Mediterranean
unss at Nice. Then he began to write again. It is interesting to

1t must be emphasized again that in this biographical presentation of James Joyoe

no attempt will be made to analyse criticize or exhaugively treat his books. That should
be the subject matter for another volume and another writer.
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note that he had the title for the book in mind at this time and
confided it to his wife. She, a miracle among women, kept the
title to hersdf for seventeen years although many a dy and curious
friend attempted to trap her into revealing it. At this time, too, a
further word should be added about Nora Joyce Her mind and
her attitude towards life ssam to have been essentially practical, in
other words, a direct revarse of her husband's mind and attitude
towards life. This was a lucky date of affairs for Joyog perhaps
the mog impractical man in the world, because it gave a stabilizing
influence to the household. Mrs. Joyce was assduous in guarding
her hushand from the many hangerson and victimizers of genius
who sought for anything they could get out of the writer and she
transformed his home into a place were he could work in peace If
she became impatient at times before Stuations that ssemed to her
far from healthy for her husband it was but natural and a tesimony
to her concern for his welfare. On the whole, her brightness of dis
position and roguish Irish humour added a ddightful touch to the
Joyce household. At this time, too, Giorgio, now a stalwart youth
of seventeen with promise of an extraordinarily fine snging voice,
and Lucia, in her fifteenth year, a dark vividly-coloured girl with
marked artigtic inclinations, became personalities in their own right
and kindled a new spirit of things beneath the Joyce roof.
Returned from Nice, the writer, intent on his new project,
plunged anew into a mingled life of labour and pleasure often
interrupted, alas by the deplorable condition of his eyes He con-
tinued to be sought by admirers, fellow writers and mere curiodty
hounds but his reserved demeanour kept them all fairly at bay.
Joyce was invariably courteous treating with the same impartial
paliteness the walrusmougached chauffeur of his taxicab and Mr.
Arnold Bennett or Sr Plutus Porter. He has been obsarved
in one day discussng musc with a great tenor of the Paris Op6ra
and reciting Verlaine to an admiring cab-driver. It was this Joyce
the wel-ssasoned Joyog 0 to esk, that may be sad to have
reached the end of his long odysssy. With the publication of Ulysses
and the conception of and firs labours at the new work to follow
(to be called for so long Work in Progress') he had ciimbed to
! This provisional title was given to it by the late Ford Madox Ford who published

the first fragment of it He was thus the book's godfather. Joyce, in turn, is the godfather
to one of Ford Madox Ford's daughters.
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that point of time where fame, freedom from material worries and
lid achievement presumably combined to bring an end to the
personal and more obvious drama of his wanderings.

It is, therefore, more smple to bulk the years that followed
1922 and treat them as a whole, noting the high lights, of coursg
and keeping in mind aways the two running accompaniments
of the vexatious and finally triumphant higory of Ulysses and the
sombre progresson of the author's afflicted eyes Both thtse dories
have been = forth. They arc reveatory of the hardships that best
even the mog successful writer. Indeed, if the outward drama (al-
ways the mog obvious) of travel and sruggle and uncertainty be
ended there still exigs an inward sruggle that never ends and will
never end as long as the artis (in thexe tempestuous days a gran-
ger in a drange land) pursues his solitary road through time. Joyce,
always the artigt, had found this out long ago and he continued to
encounter the congant difficulties and face them with a sang-froid
that was as pertinacious and determined as his will to express himsdlf
as his daemon directed. No matter what compromising advice might
be offered him, no matter what he might hear from Dublin, no mat-
ter what the economic soene might suggest asthe safer way for him
to go, he would not surrender in any way. The path that he had
choen in 1904 was still the path that he would follow to the end.
It was this ironlike indomitability that made him what he was, an
[rish writer unlike all other Irish writers. As a matter of fact, he
beonged no longer to Ireland except in so far as his work was
permeated with the Irish stene Like Flaubert and Dostocvsky and
Proud, he belonged to the international world of Ietters where na-
tional boundaries mean nothing at all.

Joyce had been a migratory bird about the various quarters of
Paris gnce his arrival in 1920 and it was not until 1925 that he
finally lighted in a comparatively permanent nes of his own. Dur-
ing the five years between those dates he had removed himsdf, his
family and his geadily swelling baggage no less than ten times
from 9, Rue de I'Univcrste to 5, Rue de I'Assomption to. 5, Boule-
vard Raspail to 71, Rue Cardinal-Lcmoine to 9, Rue dsi'Univcrsirf
to 26, Avenue Charlcs-Floquct to the H6tcl Victoria-Palace at 6,,
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Rue Blaisc-Degyoffe to 8, Avenue Charlcs-Floquet to the H6tcl
Victoria-Palace again and, finally, to 2, Square Robiac, a cul-desac
oil 192, Rue de Grendle in one of the ddes and pleasantcs quar-
ters of Paris where he stled for five or Sx years with all his furni-
ture, books and pictures about him. He was in the middle of his
tory. During his walks he congantly passsd great gates to cobbled
courtyards where crumbling armorial bearings in dark gone spoke
mutely of more adous days And hardly more than a pebbles
toss away crouched the old cannon before the Invalidcs where the
Emperor dept under the gilded dome. Dotting the long dowly-
twisting Rue de Grenele were typical little French shops cobblers
zinc-bigros, caves, cheap restaurants merceriesand ipiccriesaswell
as imposing government buildings flying the tricolour and foreign
embasses Joyce loved this quarter of Paris. Later, to bring the rec-
ord up todate (for 2, Square Robiac, after all, did not prove to be
a permanency), he removed to further Paris halting places 2, Ave-
nue Saint-Philibert; 42, Rue Galileg; and 7, Rue Edmond-Valentin.
There were various reasons for these thirteen dhifts in fifteen
years At the beginning, as we have s, it was necessity, lack of
funds and the kind relief of loaned apartments Later it was a de-
gre to have done with unsatisfactory furnished places and build up
a home of oneés own, an ambition that was firs achieved at 2,
Sguare Robiac. And, finally, contributory causss for further removals
may be found in the marriage of Gior gio Joyoe—which made a large
apartment no longer necessary—and the extended journeys to Zurich
and dsawhere for eye treatment (sometimes lagting for months)
which rendered it uneconomical to carry on an empty dwelling in
Paris. Joyoe it mugs be indged, was never really satidied with a
temporary resdence (though his frequent removals may suggest
as much); he dedred all the familiar things that he possessd about
him and in their accugomed places and the "fed" of permanencf
in the atmosphere of his quarters where, sometimes tying himsdf
up into magnificent knots, he could lounge in his easy chair and
& down the notes for his work. Vagabondage of any sort (except
as a travelling treat) was obnoxious to him. He is primarily, a
family man, methodical in household ways enjoying his principal
meal at noon (with which he drinks nothing sronger than tea),
regular in habits, pleassd with his own piano and gramophone and
comfortable velvet housejacket. This may ssem paradoxical in view
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of his far-flung wanderings, but neverthdess it is true. No one has
ever sen the real Joyce who has not seen him in the relaxed pleasant-
ness of his own home.

Yet he enjoys travelling, his vacation grees the exhilarating
experience of exploring new places and partaking of unfamiliar
sensations of terrain and habit. During the years that followed the
publication of Ulysses he visited about all that was worth visiting
in Western Europe except Spain. The enumeration of these many
places would be tiresome but a representative list may be given to
emphasize Joyces familiarity with the European world he had
adopted and to illustrate his cosmopolitanism . . . and it must be
remembered that this cosmopolitanism was vastly despened by his
familiarity with the various tongues of the lands he visited. He was
never really a dranger anywhere. For example, then: Etretat,
Fecamp, Saint-Mao, Mont-Saint-Michel, Arcachon, Le Havre,
Dieppe, Strasbourg, Marsellles, Nice, Fontainebleau, Dijon, Lyon,
Avignon, Bade, Zurich, Innsbruck, Salzburg, Munich, Wiesbaden,
Ostend, The Hague, Amsterdam, London, Torquay, Oxford, Bristol,
Llandudno, and even a trip to Denmark. Some of these visits were
short in duration but all of them were remarkable for the extent
to which Joyce could size and savour the atmosphere of a place,
and this, often enough, when he could barely s a half dozen geps
before him. He possessss that virtue of the good traveller, the ability
to adapt himself mentally to his surroundings and achieve a his-
torical perspective of the place visited.

Through these years of frequent travel, of tragic eye troubles,
of unjustified dander, of precious friendships and of shifting forces
in an unstable Europe teetering like a great Humpty-Dumpty on
an impossible peece treaty Joyce laboured at the book called Wor\
iv Progress. The Time-Spirit changed; old literary movements
died and new literary movements were born; writing for the sske
of ones sdf or ones art became dimodi and propaganda and politics
sucked up the vital forces of the majority of the younger men;
still Joyce laboured—when he was able to labour—at Work in
Progress. By the 1930s he had lived in five distinct eras of history,
every one of them differing from the other. There had been the
pre-Bocr War period in Ireland where the shadow of Parhell had
fallen long across the lintel of Time; there had been the Edwardian
Era, smug and uffy and still smelling faintly of Victorian bomba-



JamesJoyce 337

zine; there had been the chaotic and monstrous years of the World
War when everything, even human valuts and eternal verities,
seemed to be in a mad state of flux; there had been the post-World
War span of seasons, the dancing time of the Lost Generation, the
age of jazz and reckless gestures and sudden excitements and
deep disappointments; and, last of all, there was the World of
the Dictators, of Stalin and Hitler and Mussolini and Franco and
the War Chiefs of Japan.* One will look in vain to find the thumb-
prints of these varying stages of history on the work of Joyce.
Through all these calm or satisfied or angry or turbulent years he
has marched on the undeviating road of his own art, undisturbed
by explosions, no matter how world-shaking, and never stepping
aside at the frantic beckonings of opportunisms.

Even attack, and he has never ceased to be attacked in certain
quarters, moved him not at all. He might bleakly wonder some-
times why he should be the butt of so many scurrilous onslaughts
but the idea of striking back in the same poisonous manner never
enters his mind. He cannot dissipate his intelligence in such a mean-
ingless way. Even when the attacker is a man of position in the
world of letters. During the Centenary Exposition of the Revue des
Deux Mondes there was exhibited a portion of a letter signed by
the late Sir Edmund Gosse. It read as follows:

17 Hanover Terrace,
Regent's Park,
N.W. 1L

MY DEAR MONSIEUR GILLET,

| should very much regret your paying Mr. J. Joyce the compliment
of an article in the "Revue des Deux Mondes." You could only expose
the worthlessness and impudence of his writings, and surely it would be
a mistake to give him the prominence. | have a difficulty in describing*
to you in writing the character of Mr. Joyces notoriety. It is partly politi-
cal; it is partly a perfectly cynical appeal to sheer indecency. He is, of
course, not entirely without talent, but he is a literary . . .

The rest of the letter was not exposed to view. Louis Gillet,
now of the Acadimic Frangaise, luckily knew when to spice Anglo-
Saxon advice with a large pinch of salt and the sensdess and un-

' And now, alas the heart-rending catasrophe of the seoond world war. Joyoe coo-
*timies to live in France, though not in Paris
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forgivable judgement of the author of "Peach and apple and apri-
cot" bore no weight with the French writer. Mongeur Gillet con-
tinues to be one of Joyces friendliest admirers.

During this same year when Sr Edmund Gose was attempting
to difle the soread of the Irish writer's fame in France, Joyce at-
tended adinner given in honour of Valcry Larbaud by Paul M orand
in the Restaurant Margucry and there he met for thefirst time the
then city editor of the Paris edition of the Chicago Tribute. It was
an opportune encounter both for the newspaperman, Eugene Jdas,
and for Joyce Jdas a Lorrainer by birth although educated in the
United States was a young man of digtinctly literary inclinations,
modernigtic in theories and intensdy concerned with the experi-
mental devdopment of the word, of language, in the literature of
the present and the future. Commanding with facility three lan-
guages and blessed with a sengtive, mygtic and unique postical gift,
he was admirably equipped to appreciate the extent and value of
Joyces Work in Progress. Furthermore, he possesad a cultured,
capable artigic-minded wife, Maria Jolas Joyce was already familiar
with theliterary reportagecalled " Rambles Through Literary Paris'
that Jdas conducted each Sunday in the Chicago Tribune in addi-
tion to hisimportant dek work as city editor, and the Irish writer
took the opportunity of this chance encounter to thank the news
paperman for various kindly references to Ulysses. In recalling that
meeting, Jdas dedared of Joyog "He surprised me by his non-
literary attitude. His humanity, if you wish."

It was not for two years that the two men met again and this
time Jdas was intent on the project of founding a magazine to be
called transition and which would offer to a cultured audience the
work of the mog original literary experimenters of the day. Here,
then, was an opportunity for Joyods Wor\ in Progress to appear
serialy in print, and the writer took advantage of it. One Sun-
day evening heinvited Maria and Eugene Jdas Elliot Paul, Sylvia
Beach and Adrienne Monnicr to his apartment where he read the
first part of hisnew book. Thefirst ingalment of it appeared in the
firg isue of transition dated April, 1927, five years and three months
after Ulysseshad been ushered into an amazed reading world. Since
that period the friendship between Maria and Eugene Jdas and the
Joyce family has been congant and a source of vag pletstre to both

manages.
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The higory of transition (interesting enough in itsdf and cer-
tain to be written someday) concerns us here only in s far as it
was the vehicle by which a large portion of Wor\ in Progress rode
into a disputed fame. As the new work appeared, at first monthly
and then quarterly and sometimes, indeed, irregularly, a tumult of
comment, but little of it of any critical value, gregted the various
ingalments. They were praised; they were attacked; they were
parodied. Old friends of Joyce shook their heads and intimated that
he had gone too far this time; new friends became imitators and
valiant champions of the new form. Not one in a hundred knew
what Work, in Progress was about and yet at leas fifty out of
every hundred were curioudy disurbed and charmed as one is
charmed by an unmigtakable musc that sounds in the air and yet
carries meanings beyond the traditional ear. They ssw a new art
form before them but could not gragp the key. That would take
time and the shedding of many old prgudices and cusomary ap-
proaches to letters.

Yet the new work was a logical progresson from the old and
those who had followed the devdlopment of Joyods art through-
out the years recognized it as such. Some few of his former fol-
lowers, through cither mental incapacity or wilful anger at the
lengths to which the writer had gone, fell away or became slent
or scornful; but these desertions troubled Joyce not at all. He was
impervious to blame, praise, surprise or remongrance. He had done
what he wanted to do in Ulysses and he meant to do what he
wanted to do in the new work. His audience was the leeg of his
concerns. He had always desred to be heard (as any sengble author
dedres to be heard) but he had never trimmed his sails to trave
with the popular tage He did not do so now. Being poseessd with
his subject and knowing perfectly what he was doing he had no*
time to wade on ill or partially informed criticism or advice He
lived entirely in the srange mythical world he had created, seeing
it always from the ingde, and, perhaps, vaguey amazed but never
irritated at those who could not snse its peculiar essnce

And so he continued towrite, to expend, sometimes, a thousand
hours of energy on a soore of pages to amass his voluminous notes,
torevise and revise until hisfirg draft bore hardly any ressmblance
to the final copy, to pursue with an ardour and an astonishing

z
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tirdessness his unceasing search for the precise expresson that would
envelop his design, while scknesses operations, personal crises,
necessary travels and various difficulties obstructed but never halted
his creative labours. Time passed; the world changed; certain dates
became of moment to him. On December 10, 1930, his son Giorgio,
now widely known for his fine baritone voice, married Helen Kastor
Fleischmann of New York and Paris. On December 29, 1931, his
father, John Stanidaus, died in Dublin after a long illncssnhat had
kept the famous old wit bedridden for a number of years. On
February 15, 1932, his grandson, Stephen, was born. These were
events calculated to impress upon him how long and how far he
had travelled through time. With his son gone and his daughter
Lucia apart from him for reasons of health," he found himself
alone again with his wife as he had been in Pola and Trieste so
many years before. The death of his father proved to be a sharp
blow, for he had greatly loved his astonishing old parent. His grand-
son was an endless source of pleasure and pride to him.

WorJ? in Progress, to persst in its temporary name, continued
to appear serially in transition. Excerpts from it also were pub-
lished in limited editions and in pamphlet form, "Anna Livia Plura-
belle" "Tales Told of Shcm and Shaun,” "Haveth Childers Every-
where," "The Mime of Nick, Mick and the Maggies' and " Storiella
as She is Syung." Apropos of the publication of " Anna Livia Plura-
belle" and "Haveth Childers Everywhere" in the Criterion Miscel
lany of Faber and Fabcr, London, Joyce concocted a little rhyme

Buy a book in brown paper

From Faber and Faber

To hear Annie Liffie trip, tumble and caper.
Sevensnns in he singthings,

Plurabclls on her pros

Shcashdl ebb music wayriver she flows.

Humptydump Dublin squeaks through his norsc;
Humptydump Dublin hath a horriplc vorsc.

LA facst of Lucias artistic sensibilities flowered in a sries of beautiful illuminated
initials that recall the work of medieval monks. Some of them may be seen in the fac-
simile edition in MSS. of Pomes Penyeach (The Obelisk Press, Paris); Chaucer's poem to
the Blessed Virgin cntided "A. B. C.," with a Preface by Louis Gillct, of the Academic
Francaise (The Obelisk Press, Pans); and the fragment of the then Work in Progress en-
titled Soriella as She is Syung published by Lord Carlow at the Corvinus Press, London.
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But for all his kinks english plus his irismanx brogues
Humptydump Dublin's granddada of all rogues®

No, he never forgot his Dublin.

Neither did he forget his poetry. In 1927, the year when Work
in Progress first began to appear in transition, Shakespeare and
Company published a tiny booklet, Pomes Penyeach, containing
thirteen of his poems, the first dating as far back as 1904 Several
of his loveliest verses are to be found in this miniature volume.
They reveal a marked difference from the delicate and precious
contents of Chamber Music in that nearly all of them suggest that
they have been inspired by a reality, a person, a loved one or a sight
seen, a boat or light reflected in water at night.

Throughout this period, too, while laboring at Work in Prog-
ress, Joyce amused himself occasionally by the translation of poetry
either from a foreign tongue into English or from English into a
foreign tongue. His aptitude for such difficult re-creation may be
illustrated by two examples. For one, he sent James Stephens a
translation of that poet's own "Sephen's Green" on the common
birthday that both Irish writers have. Sephenss poem reads as

The wind sood up and gave a shout.
He whistled on his fingers and

Kicked the withered leaves about
And thumped the branches with his hand

And said hed kill and kill.
And 0 he will and so he will.

Here is Joyces translation into French.
Lcs Verts dc Jaoques

Le vent d'un saut lance son cri,
e dffle aur les doigts & puis

! During this period there appeared, also, in the Nouvclle Revue Francmse, a tranda-
tion of the "Anna Livia Plurabelle' fragment into French (partial) made by Philippe
Soupault, Alfred Perron, Paul Lion, Adrienne Monnier, Samue Beckett and Joyoe A com-
plete trandation into German of this fragment was made by Ivan Goll, Daniel * Brody,
Eugene Jolas Leonard Frank and Joyoe A partial Italian trandation, which Joyce condders
the bet of the three, was made by Ettore Settanni, Nino Frank and the author himself.

2 Later st to Jhusc by thirteen different composars and published in a deluxe edition
by the Oxford University Press
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Trepigne les fevilles d'automne,
Craque les branches qu'il assomme

Jetuerai, criet-il, hola!
Et vous verrcz sil Ic feral

And, for an example of Joyce translating a foreign poem into
English, here is one of the poems in the suite by Gottfried Keller
called Lcbendig Begraben, a suite, by the way, s to musit by Kel-
ler's fellow Swiss, Othmar Schoeck (regarded by Joyce as easly the
first of living composers). First of all, Keller's original poem:

Nun hab' ich gar die Rose aufgefressen
Die se mir in die garre Hand gegeben.
Das ich nur einmal wucrde Rosen esn
Das haett' ich nie geglaubt in mcinem Leben.

Nur moecht' ich wissen ob es eine rote

Od' cine wdse Rose da gewesen.

Gib taeglich uns, O Herr, von Deinem Brote
Und, wenn Du willst, erlocs uns von dem Bocson!

And now, Joycds English version:

Now have | fed and eaten up the rose

Which then she laid within my tiffcold hand.
That | should ever feed upon a roe

| never had bdieved in liveman's land.

Only | wonder was it white or red

The flower that in this dark my food has been.
Give us and if Thou give, thy daily bread,
Ddiver usfrom evil, Lord. Amen.

During thee years Joyce was greatly asssged in routine and
business matters by various friends who made it a point to se that
his precarious vision was not overtaxed. These friends read to him,
took over most of his correspondence, aided him in correcting proof,
attended to commercial details for him, walked with him, and, in
a word, made it possble for him to reserve most of his strength for
his creative labours.

In addition to the Jolases there should be mentioned, as most
valuable of these volunteers, Paul Leon and StuartGilbert. Both
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of them, men of perspicadty, sound snse and artisic comprehen-
son, capably fulfilled what may roughly be defined as sscretarial
pods In particular Mr. Leon was (and is) almog the right arm of
Joyce 0 far as budnes details, the inexhaudible minutiae of the
famed writer's days were (and are) concerned. He more than any
other friend devotes the larger part of his time to Joyces interests
For the lag dozen years in Sckness or health, night and day, he
has been an absolutdy disnterested and devoted friend and it is
very doubtful that Joyce could have done what he has done with-
out Leon's generous help. There is a camness a methodical preci-
gon and a practicability about this man (who is both legally and
artigically minded) that is of immense value to Joyce Big and
dark, with arolling, ironic eye and a snorting laugh, he is as sym-
pathetic in company as he is capable in grasping busnes details.

Joyce, on his part, exerted himsdf grenuoudy for the advance-
ment of his friends and those whose accomplishments he admired.
When he became really interested in the work of some artigt (it
mattered not what art) his enthusasm knew no bounds and he
was indefatigable in fighting the man's battles. He has waged long
and assduous campaigns, for ingance, to advance the literary fame
of such forgotten writers as Edouard Dujardin and Italo Suevo.
Perhaps the besx known of theee personal campaigns for another
was the one he conducted for severa years to oread the fame and
advance the fortunes of John Sullivan, the famous Irish tenor.
Joyods dogged insgence, his unwearying perssency and his un-
wavering determination during these periods were a marvel to his
friends. Indeed, some of them proteted that he was diverting too
much energy from his own work into the battle for his admired
gnger. Sullivan, who sang at the Paris Opfra and in all the great
opera housss throughout the provinces of France and Italy, pos
s a full and magnificent tenor voice and with it he could
achieve notes impossble to other dngers Joyce once remarked, |
have bean through the soore of Guillaume Tell, and | discover that
Sullivan dngs 456 G's, 93 A flats 92 A's, 54 B flats, 15 B's 19 C's,
and 2 C sharps Nobody ds can do it." He desred that all the
world should know the virtues of this Snger. Therefore, he dis
patched. letters and telegrams to right and left, bullied important
personage , conductors, patrons of opera, into hearing his favourite
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sgnger and pulled every string and turned every sone calculated to
advance Sullivan's fortunes that he could.

To such activities, then, time passed and finally came the mo-
ment when Joyce could announce to his friends that the end of
his Work in Progress was in sght. The long galley shedts began
to come in and while the writer was correcting the firs part of
his book he was still composing the lagt part. It was in mid-Novem-
ber, 1938, that the lag words were written and at his birthday
cdebration in the home of his son on February 2, 1939, he dis
played thefirst bound copy and o revealed thetitle he had guarded,
except from his wife, 0 jealoudy for seventeen years

The sucoesr to Ulysseswas Finnegans Wake.!

m

One lag picture.

Long after the twilight has fallen upon a wintry Paris and
the lights flash in the cafes a number of motorcars converge on
the brown apartment house where Joyce has his habitation. It is
the seoond day of February and the writer hasreached another mile-
gone (or should we call it datestone?) in his journey through
time. It is the evening when his friends gather about him to cde-
brate and acknowledge his birthday. These friends assamble in the
salon, a ample and comfortable room where the mos noticeable
furnishings arc the crammed glassfronted bookcase (not really his
"working" books, for these arc crowded two degp on many shdves
in his study) and the open piano. There arc pictures on the walls,
not the treasured portraits of the Joyce forebears, for they now hang
in the salon of Helen and Giorgio Joyce, but small charming paint-
ings by Jack B. Yeats and portraits of Nora Joyce The lights are
fistful but undimmed, for Joyce detets a sombre room and too
many shadows lesen his limited vison; the chairs (unlike the
usual giff-backed French chairs) are comfortable and conducive
to lounging; the aperitifs, untouched by Joyce himsdf, are many

! Finnegans Wake was officially published in both England and the United Sates on
May 4, 1939. It was liged among "Books Recedved" by a Dublin newspaper as " Finnegans
Wake by Sean O'Casey”! This mistake, however, brought Joyce two friendly letters, one

from Sean O'Casgy, who believed it was intentional, 1
said it was unintentional.
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and excellent; the blue smoke from cigarettes curls about the
specialy-designed glass chandelier. Tongues wag; there is much
laughter and chatter; abstruse problems are instinctively avoided;
and the writer, perhaps in his dark-coloured house-jacket, essy Slip-
pers and the embroidered waistcoat of his grandfather, sts or, rather,
douches seemingly bondess in his chair and listens or speeks in
a low modulated voice to those who cluster about him. There
emanates from him none of the pompous kingship so obvious in
a number of famous writers. Neither does he appear to take any
particular pleasure in talking about his own work. Eventually the
glass doors to the dining room are flung open and all troop in to
the long table brightly winking with glasses and silver. Though
Joyce himself eats most abstemioudly, there is always a plethora of
food for his guests and a small Niagara Falls of excellent wines.
As the serving plates arc passed and the wines, always one or two
of Swiss vintage, gurgle happily into the goblets it is of histori-
cal interest to pick out the faces about the table.

Joyce, ruddy-faced, his thin lips curling in a smile beneath his
small moustache, his hair now generously snowed with white, the
lenses of his glases reflecting back the lights of the room, leans
to left and right and gently urges the virtues of his Swiss wines
on his neighbours while he holds and vaguely flourishes the long
Italian Virginia cigars (shaped something like a rat's tail) which
he smokes upon these occasons. Nora Joyce, her blue eyes atten-
tively watching over her end of the table, her carcfully-coiffed grey
hair giving her an almost regal appearance, her poise impeccable
and assured, maintains an element of gaiety about her that some-
times arouses the curiosity of her husband. He bends his head across
the table and demands, "What did she ssy now?" He begins to
smile before he receives the answer. Between these two sway back-
ward and forward two rows of faces. Giorgio Joyce, dark-haired,
gyes guarded by glasses, small-moustached, resembling faintly from
a distance the baritone Lawrence Tibbett; Helen Joyce, her features
as cleanly cut as those on a Byzantine cameo, dusky-haired, chic as
only those women who know all the finesses of their Paris are
chic; Paul Leon, large-boned, large-eyed, black-moustached, slightly
bowed as though a part of the weight of the world was resting
upon his shouiders, Eugene Jolas, square-shouldered, hair flecked
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with grey, presenting the head and features of a later Roman em-
peror; Maria Jolas, tall, laughing-eyed, radiating mingled good
humour and efficiency; John Sullivan, dark-eyebrowed and bold-
featured and burly in build; Stuart Gilbert, quizzical-eyed, quiet
and giving no hint that he was once ajudge; hiswife, abright little
hummingbird of a woman; Marie-Louise Soupault, dark-featured
and thoroughly French in manner; Samuel Beckett, tall and lean,
eye-glassed, reserved and almost remote in his bearing. There arc
others that might be mentioned, Georges Pelorson and his wife,
Paul-Leon Fargue, Sdlly and William Bird, Mary and Padraic
Colum (if they happen to be in Paris), Peggy Guggenheim,
Philippe Soupault, but a composite picture has its limitations.

There are no st gpeeches at this long table but there is plenty
of banter and gusty laughter. After the last course of the dinner is
served and dispatched, the birthday cake (generally a huge affair
blazing with candles and designed to illustrate some sep in the
progress of Finncgans Wake) is brought in and placed before Joyce.
He blows mightily at the candles and cuts the first dice. Champagne
corks pop and the writer receives the felicitations of his friends and
responds briefly, amost shyly, to their good wishes. The group
bresks up and drifts back to the salon.

Music follows. Mrs. Jolas or Mrs. Sullivan or another segts her-
sdf at the piano and strikes the first notes. A light of anticipation
and pleasure bresks across Joyces face, for this is the moment for
which he has been waiting. Music, and especialy the singing voice,
will always be his second passion. Luckily, good voices never fail
to be present at these birthday festivals. Mrs. Jolas possessss a fine
dramatic soprano; John Sullivan, of course, isfamed all over Europe;
and Giorgio Joyces well-trained and impressive baritone never fails
to provide a happy climax to the evening. There is singing, then,
operatic arias, French and Italian and German songs, Irish airs
and English balads. Presently Joyce himself is singing, his fine
tenor clouded, perhaps, by the years but his artistry and his obvious
enjoyment making up for the inevitable inroads of time. He sings
the old songs that he loves and is not allowed to rest until he has
rendered "Molly Bloom." That accomplished to the hilari9us satis-
faction of all, Joyce must have another glass of wine. He evidences
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me reddesness and his friends know what is imminent. It is
the time for dancing.

No one who has not seen Joyce dance can have any idea from
a brief description what his terpschorean talents arc like. To en-
livening musc he breaks into a high fantagtic dance all by himsdf,
a dance that is full of quaint antics high kicks and agtonishing
figures. He dances with all his body, head, hands and feet and the
evolutions through which he goes eccentric but never losng the
beat of the musc, are calculated to arouse a suspicion in the beholder
that he has no bones at all. Othersjoin in the dances and he weaves
wild and original patterns with them. When the musc saps he
anks contentedly into his chair. The festival has been a ucoess

It is after midnight when the moment for parting (delayed as
long as possible) comes Joyce gands by his door bidding good night
to his guess and as they depart down the dairs and into the night
they glance back and s standing above them the tall lean figure of
agreat gentleman and a great writer.

It isimpossible to write 'finidh’ to the biography of a living
man. Therefore, thisboof isinterrupted here.
November 15,1939.

PUBLISHER'S NOTE
James Joyce died in Zurich on Jan. 13th,
1941. This biography, which was approved
by Joyce, was written in 1939. This note
has been added at the lad moment, after

the printing was amog completed.
January 1941.
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nonconformity in university years, 56-
58, germination of idedlism, 57;
"weird'" at theuniverdty, 58, 61; early
poem, 59; mental independence, 60-61;
physcal appearance during university
years, 61-62; early writings, 62; at the
opening of the new century, 63; act-
ing, 64, esay on When We Dtad
Awaken, by Ibsen, 64-68; worship of,
and influence of, Ibsen, 68, 224, poli-
tical temperament and poetry, 68;
play, A Brilliant Carter, 68; oppostion
to Irish National Theatre, 71; views
on the rabblement, 71-73; intellectual
activity in his nineteenth year, 73: ad-
miration for Hauptmann, 73, disstis
faction with Dublin sone in 1901, 74;
approach to philosophy of art, 74; ex-
tinction of réligious faith, 75; noncon-
formity, 75: year of hegira, 76, esay
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on Mangan, 76-80; method, of think-
ing and writing and talking in 1902,
79; a" character” in 1902, 80; ascritic,
in 1902, 80; departure from Dublin,
81, 83, recept of degree of bachdor of
arts, 81; practice of art of poetry, 84,
86; arrival in Paris, 86; contemplated
sudy of medicine, 88, 90; impatience
with untidy writing, 89; poverty in
Paris, 90-109; eye troubles, 91, 196,
230, 243, 244, 256, 273, 324-30; early
writings in Paris, 91-92; interest in
Ben Jonson, 94; interest in Aristode,
95; early views on desre and loathing,
art rhythm, 96-98; metaphysics for life,
and aeshetic for art, 96-99; early views
on works of art, 98-99; scholarship, 99;
early companions in Paris, 100; sdf-
reliance, 103; origin of characters in
books, 104; events in Paris in 1903,
105; bookkeeping in 1903, 106, 107;
poverty in 1903, 106-08; departure
from Paris 108, independence of
spirit, no; drinking, i n; lifein Dub-
lin in 1903-1904, 111-25; physcal ap-
pearance in 1904, 112; teaching job,
114; life in the Martcllo Tower, 115
writings in 1904, 115-17; influence of
Dublin on writings, 117, 120; singing
at the Fes Ceoil, 120, 121; sdf-confi-
dence 121; musc lesons 122; de
cison to leave Ireland, 123; noncon-
formity, 124; marriage, 125, problem
of earning a livelihood, 125-27; prog-
nogtications of his future, in 1904,
126; necessty for providing for two,
128; life in Zurich, 129, 130, 229-45;
life and teaching in Pola, 132; excerpts
from notebooks in 1904, 133-41; aes
thetic reasoning, 133-35; lifein Trieste,
142; prayer at Trieste, 144; birth* of
on, 145; reection of story, 145; cen-
sored, 148-57; voice, 159; retlesness
160, 161; appeal of Rome, 161, 182;
life in Rome, 163-834 life in a bank in
Rome, 163; equanimity in ill fortune,
165; ever-present Dublin, 168; lyrics,
174-75; reading, 178; criticism of Tht
Lake, by Moore, 179; ideason writing,
182; socialiam, 183; interes in Ireland
and Irish palitics, 185,194; reslesnes
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in Rome, 186-88; return to Trieste,
188; physical appearance in 1907, 190;
writings on lIreland, in ltalian, 194,
physical appearance in 1909, 197; visit
to Dublin, 197; venture into cinema
business, 199; poverty in Trieste, 202;
hidden enemy, 205; letter to Irish press
on Dubliners, 206; visit to Dublin with
family, 209; visit to Gal way, 210;
leaves Ireland forever, and invitations
to return, 216-20; alienation from Ire-
land, 216-20, 222; nadir of ill fortune,
217; resettlement in Trieste, 218; turn
in fortunes, 1914, 219; books on Joyce,
224, 237, 270; criticism of work, 224,
poem,“Epilogue to Ibsen's Ghosts"
224, epigram on the World War, 227;
departure from Trieste, 228; life in
Zurich, 229-45; gift from the British
government, 231; belief in Irish inde-
pendence, 232; gift from Mrs. McCor -
mick, 235-36 (discontinuance, 261);
friendsin Zurich, 237-38; on the War,
239; gifts by Harriet Weaver, 244-45,
271-72; freedom from teaching, 244,
245; life in Locarno, 245-48; experi-
ence with The English Players, 248-59;
feud with Carr, 249-54; activities dur-
ing the War, 254; notes by Joyce on
plays, 255; piracies of works, 260;
changes in attitudes of admirers, 262;
return to Trieste, and change in the
city, 263-67; leadership in the literary
world, 265-66; departure from Trieste,
266-68; return to Paris, 267; physical
appearance in 1920, 268; life in Paris
in 1920, 268-74, 278-86; on the Un-
known Soldier, 273; moods in 1921,
280; solitariness, and friendships, 281,
322; "lunatic fringe,"" 280", attacks on,
and fame following publication of
Ulysses, 322-24; in Paris, 322-28; physi-
cal courage, 325-26; sojourn in Eng-
land, 328; courtesy, 333; inner strug-
gle, 334; as international artist, 334;
final settlement in Paris, and home ad-
dresses, 334; family man, despite re-
movals, 335; historical erasin life, 336;
travels, 336; calmness in face of chang-
ingworld, 337; attacks on, 337; poetry,
in English and in French, and transla-
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tions, 340-42; aid from friends, 342
44; exertions for friends, 343; present
life in Paris, 343-47; physical appear-
ance, present, 345; relatives and
friends, 345-47; dancing, 347
(See also names of books, poems,
etc.)

Joyce, Mrs. James, 125, 127, 254, 345;
meeting with, 117, 118; marriage, 125;
illness, 248; characterization of, 333

Joyce, John Stanislaus, 6, 7-13; poverty,
49; election agent, 76; letter writing,
108; death, 340

Joyce, Mr. and Mrs. John Stanislaus,

Joyce, Lucia Anna, 333; birth, 195; work
in illuminating manuscripts, 340

Joyce, Mabel, 13

Joyce, Mary. See Joyce, Mrs. John Stanis-
laus

Joyce, Poppie. See Mary Gertrude, Sister

Joyce, Stanislaus, 145, 202, 268, 270, 271,
272, 288

Joyce, Mrs. Stanislaus, 12; death, 108, 110

Joyce, Stephen, 340

Keller, Gottfried, 342
Kennedy, Hugh, 61

Lake, The, by Moore, criticism by Joyce,
179

Lane, John: The Bodley Head, 320

Larbaud, Valery, 273, 338; on Ulysses,

295. 297
Leon, Paul, 342-43, 345
Leslie, Shane, on Ulysses, 295
Limericks, 247
Little Review, The, 245, 264, 304; cen-
sorship and prosecution of, 273,274-76
London in 1902, 83-84

Macintosh, character in Ulysses, 12

Maitland, Cecil, on Joyce and
Church, 293

Mangan, James Clarence, essay on, 76-80

Marlborough theLess, 198

M , J—, 241-46

Martyn, Edward, 51; uproir over The
Heather Field, 60

Marx, Karl, opinion of, by Joyee, 183

Mary Gertrude, Sister (Poppic Joyce),
196

the
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Mathews, Elkin, letter to, 203

Maunscl and Company, letter to, 204

McCann, Philip, 6-7

McNeill, John, 56

Monnicr, Adriennc, 282, 311, 338

Moods, 68

Moore, George, 231; views on, 72-73;
criticism of The Lake, 179

"Mr. Dooley," parody on, 238-39

Murry, J. Middleton, on Ulysses, 289-90;
on Joycl and the Church, 293

Music in Dublin in 1882, 17

Mythos, Irish, 4, 6, 23, 24, 28, 49, 177,
232, 240

National Library of Ireland, 55

National Theatre, Irish. See Irish Na-
tional (Literary) Theatre

Nolan, the. See Bruno Giordano

Noycs, Alfred, on Ulysses, 292

" Obscenity," legal definition of, 318-19
O'Cobhthaigh, Diarmid, 16

O'Connell, Daniel, 8

O'Kelly, Seuman, 181

Pale, Irish, 23

Paris in 1902, 87; and Dublin, in 1903,
109; in 1920, 268

Parnell, Charles Stewart, 5, 13, 18, 27,
34-36

Pearse, Patrick, 56

Phoenix Park murders, 19

Picture of Dorian Gray, The, by Wilde,
criticism by Joyce, 178

Playboy of the Western World, The, by
Synge, 187

Pomes Penyeach, 340, 341

Portrait of the Artiss as a Young Man,
A. See A Portrait, etc.

Post-War world, 265

Pound, Ezra, 218, 235, 245, 267, 269-70,

306, 325

Quinn, John, 272, 274, 275, 276

Random House (Bennett A. Cerf), 313,
319

Rarhgar, 41 6

Rene-Ulysse. See Rita Rasi

Richards, Grant, 141, 142, 145, 146, 147,

33

148, 149, 151, 152, 154, 155, 157, 169,
170, 171, 172, 173, 220, 221

Riders to the Sea, by Synge, 254

Rita Ras (Rene-Ulysse), 323

Roberts, R. F., 3x2; "Biographical Notes
on James Joyce's 'Ulysses,' " 265; on
forged edition of Ulysses, 310-11

Rodker, John, 301

Roman Catholic Church. See Church,
Roman Catholic

Rome, effect on visitors, 167

Rosa Bernd, by Hauptmann, 180

Roth, Samuel. See Two Worlds Monthly

Rumbold, Sir Horace, 259, 271; verses
on, 271

Russell, George William (A.E.), visit
to, 74; on Ulysses, 294-95

Sauermann, Charlotte, 235

Savitzsky. Ludrniila (Madame Bloch),
270

Seldes, Gilbert, on Ulysses, 297

Shakespeare, William, 238

Shakespeare and Company. See Beach,
Sylvia

Shine and Dark, 68

Society of Jesus. See Church, Roman
Catholic

Stanidaus, name in life of Joyce, 41

Stephen Hero, 126, 130, 133, 142, 148,
157, 161, 189, 195, 196, 208

Sullivan, John, 343, 346

Sumner, John S, 274

Sykes, Claud W., 242, 245-47, 248, 249,
252, 259, 272

Symons, Arthur, 85-86, 125, 171, 172,
criticism of Chamber Music, 192

Synge, John Millington, 101; Riders to
the Sea, 254; The Playboy of the West-
em World, 187

Theatre in Dublin in 1882, 18

Theatre, National. See Irish National
(Literary) Theatre

Time-spirit, 49

transition, 338-39, 340

Trieste, life in, 143

Two Worlds Monthly (Samuel Roth),
piracy of Ulysses, 303

Ulysses, 12, 18, 21, 45, 58, 69, 100, 102,
114, 132, 177, 180, 195. 210, 218, 223.
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225, 228, 230, 235, 238, 239-40, 243,
243, 247, 258, 259, 261, 263, 265, 266,
267, 268, 270, 271, 275; characters in,
11; Sephen Dcdalus, 33,54,75, 78,98,
104, 112, 298, 299; Leopold Bloom,
120, 176, 298; geness of the work,
176, 222; method of composition, 236;
names in, 259; near conclusion, 264;
frankness of language, 272, 274, 317;
seeking a publisher, 272, 281; rgec-
tion by Hucbsch, 276-78; originals of
Mrs. Bloom, 278; Mrs. Bloom, parody
of "Molly Branningan," 279; dream
about Mrs. Bloom, 280; publisher, 282-
83; printer, 283; corrections in proof,
284; end of work on, 285; publication,
285; description of firgt edition, 285;
biography of the work, 288, 321; re-
views, 289-300; Irish and English re-
views, 289-96; view of the Roman
Catholic Church on the work, 29%;
American reviews, 297-99; French re-
views, 299-300; as contraband, 301;
second and third editions, 301; vogue
among Americans in Paris, 302; edi-
tions, 302-03; pirated editions, 303-07;
protest againg piracy, 306-09; injunc-
tion againg piracy, 309-10; forged edi-
tion, 310-11; French trandation, 311;
Odyssy Pres edition, 312; tranda-
tions, 311, 312; foreign criticisms, 312;
not on Index Librorum Prohibitorum,
312; not banned, 312-13; publication
upheld in the United Sates, 313; opin-
ion of Judge Woolsey upholding publi-
cation 313-19; reception in the United
States, 319-21; limited editions, Ameri-

I ndex

can and English, 320; English trade
edition, 320-21

United I rishman, 62

United States, defeat of attempted book
censor ship, 313

University College, Dublin, 53-62

Unknown Soldier, Joyce on, 273

Verlaine, trandation from, 59

Vico, Giambattista, influence on Joyce,
and theory of history, 329-32

Victor ianism, 15

Vogt, Professor Alfred, 326-28

Wallace, Mrs. Richard, and Ulysses, 278

War, World, outbreak of, and effect on
Joyce, 226; end of, 257, 260; post-War
world, 265

Weaver, Harriet, and gifts to Joyce, 244-
45, 272, 277, 281

Wells, H. G., on A Portrait O/the Artist
asaYoungMan, 241

Wetherup, character in Ulysses, 11

When We Dead Awaken, by Ibsen, 64-68

Wilde, Oscar, Joyces criticism of, 178;
Thelmportance of Being Earnest, 249

Wilson, Edmund, on Ulysses, 297

Wine, Women and Song, 242

Woolsey, Judge John M., decison for
Ulysses, 313-19

Work in Progress, See FinnegansWake

World in 1882, 13-16

Yeats, William Butler, 16, 51, 63, 72,
216, 231-280; uproar over The Countess
Cathleen, 60; rédations with Joyce, 80;
his opinion of Joyce in 1902, 84





















